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THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

OMPRISING ANECDOTES OF ANCIENT MINSTRELSY, ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE 

u IRISH MELODIES, n 



BY J. W. LAKE. 



»TA>Di?ic the number of literary men to 
irtUnd has given birth, there is very little 
ted with their names which conveys to us 
tag of a national association ; for the land 
r nativity scarcely enjoys a single ray of 
illiaot mind, which sheds its intellectual 
Msft over the sister country. Congreve was 
state, and Swift only by accident a patriot; 
Goldsmith was weak enough to affect an 
coo tempt for a people whose accent was 
hf stamped on his tongue. We could pro- 
ke list of her ungrateful and thoughtless 
of mind> even to our own day; but the 
mid be invidious, and we gladly turn from 
ae who forms a splendid exception — one 
not ashamed of Ireland, and of whom Ire- 
jastly proud. — 

land of the Muse! in glory't lay. 

In kittory's leaf thy name shall soar, 
WWn, like a meteor's noxioas ray, 

The ret^ of trranny is o"er : 
lauaortal names have hooour'd thee— 

A Sheridan, a Weilede]^ ; 
Aad scill is beaming round thy shore 

The ipiril bright of Liberty, 
For dioa canst boast a patriot, Moore ! 

Moore is eVtrf way an Irishman, in heart, 
iiags, and in principles. For his country 
i dooe more than any man living : he has 
Med her name, her wrongs, and her attri- 
vtlh poetry and mtisic, neither of which 
er die, while taste, patriotism, and literature 
: la the world ; and whilst these survive, 
i wiU form the theme of Beauty's song, and 
Mac the charm of every cultivated mind. 
1 extrinsic circumstances apart, there is in 
todies of Mr Moore a sacred fire, which con- 
s vividness to the soul of his readers; and 
last be made of sterner stuff than the ordi- 
Ke of men, if their bosoms do not glow with 



liberal and patriotic enthusiasm, while they pe- 
ruse the harmonious creations of a poet who has 
clothed the wild and eccentric airs of his coun- 
try in words that burn, and sentiments that find 
an echo in every generous breast. 

Had Mr Moore done no more than this, he 
would be entitled to the gratitude of his coun- 
trymen ; but his genius, like his own Peri, seems 
never pleased but while hovering over the re- 
gion he loves ; or if it makes a short excursion, 
it is only in the hope of securing some advantage 
that may accelerate the removal of those disqua- 
lifications, which are supposed to exclude happi- 
ness from the limits of his country. In « Lalla 
Rookh* he has given his fire-worshippers the 
wrongs and feelings of Irishmen ; while, in the 
• Memoirs of Captain Rock,* he has accomplished 
a most difficult task— written a history of Ireland 
that has been read. 

On such grounds we may well claim for Mr 
Moore what he deserves — the crown of patriotism ; 
but it is not on this head alone he is entitled to 
our praise. As a poet, since the lamented death 
of Byron, he stands almost without a competitor; 
and as a prose-writer, he is highly respectable. 

Mr Moore is the only son of the late Mr Garret 
Moore, formerly a respectable tradesman in Dub- 
lin, where our poet was bom on the a 8th of May, 
1780. He has two sisters; and his infantine days 
seem to have left the most agreeable impressions 
on his memory. In an epistle to his eldest sis- 
ter, dated November, i8o3, and written from 
Norfolk in Virginia, he retraces with delight their 
childhood, and describes the endearments of 
home, with a snisibility as exquisite as that which 
breathes through the lines of Cowper on receiv- 
ing his mother's picture. 

He acquired the rudiments of an excellent 
education under the care of the late Mr Samuel 
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Whyte, of Grafton-street^ Dublin, a gentleman 
extensively known and respected as the early tu^ 
tor of i>beridan. lie evinced such talent in youth as I 
detenniued his father to give him the advantages of 
a superior education, and, at the age of fourteen, 
he was entered a student of Trinity College, Du- 
blin. 

Mr Moore was greatly distinguished while at 
the University, by an enthusiastic attachment to 
the liberty and independence of bis country, 
which he more than once publicly asserted with 
uncommon energy and eloquence and he was 
equally admired for the splendour of his classical 
attainments, and the sociability of his disposition. 
On the 19th November, 1799. Mr Moore entered 
himself a member of the honourable Society of 
the Middle Temple, and in the course of the 
year 1800, before he had completed the aoth 
year of his age, he published his translation of 
the <• Odes of Auacreon* into English verse with 
notes, from whence, in the vocabulary of fashion, 
he has ever since been designated by the appella- 
tion of Anacreon Moore. So early as his twelfth 
year he appears to have meditated on executing 
this performance, which, if not a close version, 
must be confessed to be a fascinating one, of this 
favourite bard. Ihe work is introduced by a 
Greek ode from the pen of tbe Translator, and 
is dedicated, with pcmiission, to his Royal High- 
ness the Pnnce of Wales, now George the Fourth. 
When Mr Moore first came to l«ondon, his youth- 
ful appeannce was such, that being at a large 
dinner-|>arty, and getting up to escort the ladies 
to the drawing-room, a French gentleman ob- 
served, m All! le petit bon liomme qui s'en va!* 
Mr MooriM >inl)!«i'qiicnt brilliant conversation, 
bowi'v«?r, <(Hin proved liim to l»e, though little of 
stature, yi't, like Gay, - in wit a nian.« Assum- 
ing the a|ipriipriat« name of Little, our author 
|Mibliiilini, ill I Ho I, n volunir of original poems, 
rliii'Hy aniaiiiry. Of the rcHilentn of tlii<i volume 
it \n iiiipoH«ilili: to K|M*uk in terms (»f unipialitiiHl 
romuKMiil.ifiou. .Si*\eral of (be |K>ems exhibit 
strong ui irkn of };eiiiu«: they were the prinluctiou* 
of itti age, whrii the p.^nions very often give a 
rolouiiiig too Wjirm to th<? imagination, which 
may in Miuie •h'gree palliate, if it cannot excuse, 
thiit air of luhririty wliidi |H*rvades too many of 
them, in the name year, his • I'hiloMiphy of Plea- 
sure" wai ail\rrliiie«l, but never publitheil. 

.Mr Moored iliMiilrnre of hi^ poeliral talent* 
induced him to ailopf, and with relurlanre to re- 
ject, as a motto for this woik, the quolalitm from 
Horace, 

Primum cf,o inr illoriini, i|uihu« ilailrf iiii f*r |*(if lU, 
Etrrriiaiii iiiiiiiero; iirijur riiim toiirhidprii vcrtiM 
Diirri« r\%c %mi\» - - 



and at a later period, when hit reputatum wai 
fully established, he spoke of himself with Ui 
wonted modesty. « Whatever fame he might havt : 
acquired, he attributed principally to the Tem; 
which he had adapted to the delictout straim of ' 
Irish melody. His verses, in themselves, cosU 
boast of but little merit ; but, like flies preserved 
in amber, they were esteemed in conseqncsee sf 
the precious material by which they were sv> | 
rounded.* I 

Mr Sheridan, in speaking of the snlject if ■ 
this memoir, said, * That there was no man whs 
pnt so much of his heart into his fancy as T«b \ 
Moore : that his soul seemed as if it were a psftiK 
cle of fire separated from the sun, and was al- : 
ways fluttering to get back to that soarce of ligfat 
and heat.* j 

Towards the autumn of i8o3, Mr Mocmv ea- ; 
barked for Bermuda;* where he had obtained the I 
appointment of Registrar to the Admiralty. Thii ' 
was a patent place, and of a descriptioo so vb- 
suitable to bis temper of mind, that he soon ' 
found it expedient to fulfil tbe duties of it by a 
deputy, with whom, in consideration of circus- ■ 
stances, he consented to divide the profits aecm- 
ing from it. From this situation, bowerer, he • 
never derived any emolument; thongh, a few 
years since, he suffered some pecuniary inconve- 
nience, owing to the misconduct of his clepntr. 
Alluding to his trip across the Atlantic, in a wmik ■ 
published soon after his return to Europe, he says: ' 
m Though curiosity, therefore, was certainly noC ; 
the motive of my \oyage to America, yet it bsp* j 
pened that the gratification of curiosity was the ' 
only ad\antage which I derived from it. Hav- < 
ing remained about a week at New York,* he 
continues, ■ where I saw Madame, the bal^re|«- 
diated wife of Jerome Buonaparte, and felt a 
flight hhock of an earthquake, the only thiafs ' 
that particularly awakened my attention, I sailed : 
again for Norfolk, where I proceeded on my tour 
n<irtliward through Williamsburgh, IlicbmoiMi,* 
etc. In October,. ido4, he quitted America 00 
his return to Kngland, in the Boston frigate, oom- 
n»ande<l by dpt. Douglas, whom he has ki»b1v 
eulogiM'd for his attention during the voyage. In 
iH<i(), he published his remarks on the Blaunen ' 
and Society of America, in a work entitled Odes ; 
and Fpisilw. The preface to this little work ; 
sufficiently e\ince<l the talent of Mr Moore as a 
writer of prose. 

The fate of Addi«on with his Countess Dowaecr 
holding out no encouragement for tbe ambitiuas 
love of Mr Moore, he wisely and happily allowed 
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his good taste to regulate his choice in a wife, 
and some years ago married Miss Dyke, a lady 
of great personal beauty, most amiable dispo- 
•idoD, and accomplished manners, in whose so- 
ciety he passes much of his time in retirement 
at his cottage near Devizes, div«rsi6ed by occa- 
sional visits to London. To complete this picture 
of domestic happiness, he is the father of several 
lovely children, on whose education he bestows 
the roost judicious and attentive care. 

Mr Moore appears e(|nally to have cnltivated a 
taste for music as well as for poesy, and the late 
celebrated Dr Buroey was perfectly astonished at 
his talent, which he emphatically called « pecu- 
liarly his own.* Nor has he neglected those more 
solid attainments which should ever distinguish 
the well-bred gentleman, for he is an excellent 
general scholar, and particularly well read in the 
literature of the middle ages. His conversational 
powers are great, and his modest and unassuming 
manners have placed him in the highest rank of 
cultivated society. 

The celebrated poem of Lalla Rookh appeared 
in 1817; in the summer of which year our poet 
visited the French capital, where he collected the 
materials for that humorous production, -The 
Fudge Family in Paris.* In the following year, 
he went to Ireland, on which occasion a dinner 
was given to him, on the 8th of June, 1818, at 
Morrison's Hotel in Dublin, which was graced by 
a large assemblage of the most distinguished lite- 
rary and political characters. The Earl of Charle- 
moot took the head of the table; Mr Moore sat 
on his right hand, and Mr Moore sen. (since dead), 
a venerable old gentleman, the father of our 
bard, was on his left. As soon as the cloth was 
removed, Non nobis^ Domine, was sung by the 
vocalists present ;^umerous loyaU and patriotic 
toasts followed. The Earl of Charlemont then 
proposed the memory of the late lamented Prin- 
cess Charlotte, which was drank in solemn si- 
lence, after which a sweet and plaintive song was 
sang, in commemoration of her late Royal High- 
ness. After a short interval, the Earl of Charle- 
mont again rose, and, witb a suitable eulogium, 
proposed the health of the distinguished Irishman 
who had honoured the country with his presence. 
When the applause had subsided, Mr Moore rose 
much affected, and spoke to the following ef- 
fect: — 

« I feel thu the very proudest moment of my 
whole life; to receive such a tribute from an as- 
sembly like this around nie, composed of some of 
the warmest and manliest hearts that Ireland can 
boast, is indeed a triumph that goes to my very 
heart, and awakens there all that an Irishman 
ought to feel, whom Irishmen like you have se- 
lected for such a distinction. — Were my merits a 



hundred times beyond what the partiality of the 
noble chairman has invested me with, this mo- 
ment, this golden moment of ray life, would far 
exceed them all. There are some among you, 
gentlemen, whose friendship has been the strength 
and ornament, the *dulce decus' of my existence; 
who, however they differ from my public senti- 
ments, have never allowed that transient ruffle 
on the surface to impede the progress of the deep 
tide of friendship beneath; men who feel that 
there is something more sacred than party, and 
whose noble natures, in the worst of times, would 
come out of the conflict of public opinion, like 
pebbles out of the ocean, but more Rmootb and 
more polished from its asperities by the very agi- 
tation in which they had been revolving. To 
see them beside me on a day like this, is pleasure 
that lies too deep for words. To the majority of 
you, gentlemen, 1 am unknown; but as your 
countryman, as one who has ventured to touch 
the chords of Ireland's Harp, and whose best fame 
is made out of the echoes of their sweetness ; as 
one whose humble talents have been ever devoted, 
and, with the blessing of God, ever shall be de- 
voted, to the houour and advancement of his 
country's name; whose love for that country, 
even they, who condemn his manner of showing 
it, will at least allow to be sincere, and perhaps 
forgive its intemperance for its truth— setting 
him down as * one who loved, not wisely, but too 
well:'— to most of you, gentlemen, I say, I am 
but thus known. We have hitherto been stran- 
gers to each other; but may I not flatter myself 
that from this night a new era of communion be- 
gins between us? The giving and receiving of a 
tribute like this is the very hot-bed of the heart, 
forcing at once all its feeling into a fulness of 
fruit, which it would take years of ordinary ri- 
pening to produce; and there is not a man of 
you who has pledged the cup of fellowship this 
night, of whom I would not claim the privilege of 
grasping by the hand, with all the cordiality of a 
long and well-cemented friendship. I could not 
say more if I were to spec^k for ages. With a 
heart full as this glass, I thank you for your 
kindness to me, and have the sincere gratification 
of drinking all your healths.* 

Lord Allen gave ■ the memory of Mr Curran;* 
on which a very modest, pathetic, and eloquent 
speech was delivered by his son, in a tone and 
manner that produced the most lively emotion 
throughout the room. 

A gentleman afterwards sang a lively and well- 
written song, composed for the occasion. The 
subject was the poets* Election in Olympus, at 
which there were several candidates, such as 
^yron, Scott, Southey, etc. ; but which ended in a 
due return of Moore, who had a great majority of 



votes. This jeu desprit productd much merriment, 
and the health of the author was drank with 
applause. 

Lord Charlemont then gave ' the living Poets 
of Great Britain;' on which Mr Moore said: 

• Gentlemen, notwithstanding the witty song 
which you have just heard, and the flattering 
elevation which the author has assigned me, I 
cannot allow such a mark of respect to be paid 
to the illustrious names that adorn the literature 
of the present day, without calling your attention 
awhile to the singular constellation of genius, and 
asking you to dwell a little on the brightness of 
each particular star that forms it. Can I name 
to you a Byron, without recalling to your hearts 
recollections of all that hb mighty genius has 
awakened there ; his energy, his burning words, 
his intense passion, that disposition of fine fancy 
to wander only among the ruins of the heart, 
to dwell in places which the fire of feeling has 
desolated, and, like the chcsnut-tree, that grows 
best in volcanic soils, to luxuriate most where 
the conflagration of passion has left its mark? 
Need I mention to you a Scott, that fertile and 
fiucinating writer, the vegetation of whose mind 
is as rapid as that of a northern summer, and 
as rich as the most golden harvest of the south, 
whose beautiful creations succeed each other 
like fruits in Armida's enchanted garden — *oue 
scarce is jgaihered ere another grows!' Shall I 
recal to you a Rogers (to me endeared by friend- 
ship as well as genius), who lias hung up his own 
name on the shrine of memory among the most 
imperishable tablets there ? A Sou they, not the 
JjMureatCj but the author of • Dou Roderick,* one 
of the noblest and most eloquent poems in any 
language? A Campbell, the polished and spirited 
Campbell, whose song of alnnisfaU is the very 
tqars of our own Irish muse, crystallized by the 
touch of genius, and made eternal ? A Words- 
worth, a poet, even in his puerilities, whose ca- 
pacious mind, like the great yooX of Norway, 
draws into its vortex not only the mighty things 
of the deep, but its minute weeds and refuse? A 
Crabbe, who has shown what the more than gal- 
vanic power of talent can effect, by giving not 
only motion, but life and soul to subjects that 
seemed inca^Kible of it? I could enumerate, gen- 
tlemen, still more, and from thence would pass 
with delight to dwell upon the living poets of our 
own land ; — the dramatic powers of a Maturin 
and a Sheil, the former consecrated by the ap- 
plause of a Scott and a Byron, and the latter by 
the tears of some of the brightest eyes in the em- 
pire; the rich imagination of a Phillips, who lias 
courted successfully more than one muse — the 
versatile genius uf a Moi^an, who was the first 
that mate«l our sweet Irish strains with poetry j 



worthy of their pathos and their force. Bat! 
feel I have already trespassed too long npon yov 
patience and your time. I do not regret* Imv- 
ever, that you have deigned to listea with ft- 
tience to this humble tribute to the liTing 
ters of the English lyre, which I, ' the mc 
the throng,' thus feebly, but heartily, have ydi i 
them.* 

In i8aa, our author made a secood Tuit Is 
Paris, where he resided for a considereble tiae 
with his amiable wife and family. The fime of 
his genius, his social yet unpreteoding m«nncn» 
and his musical talents and oonTersatioM, ac- 
quired him much esteem with the most etninal 
literary and literary-loving characters of dv 
French capital. During his stay in this city, it 
the request of Messrs Galignani, he sat for Ui 
portrait, which was most ably executed hy F. 
Sieurac, and is allowed by all who have sccnXr ' 
Moore to be a masterly likeness. An excdiest 
engraving from it, by that distinguished artiA, 
Wedgwood, is prefixed to the present edition sf 
his works. The writer of this sketch may per- 
haps be excused for introducing here an mr 
promptu he wrote, in the blank leaf of a book 
belonging to a little girl, the daughter of Mr 
Moore, at his house in the Champs Elyseei^ 
Paris:— 

Sweet child ! when on thv beauteous fiice. 
The biu«h of innocence 1 view. 
Thy (;entie mother's features trace, 
Thy father's eye of (;enius too. 
If envy wakes a transient si^h, 
That face is uiy apology. 

Previous to Mr Moore leaving Paris, the BritiA 
nobility and gtrnlry resident in that capital gave 
him a most splendid dinner at Roberts's. Abort 
60 persons were present; LordJTrimblestown was 
in the chair, supported on his right by Bir MiMMrCt 
and on his left by the Earl of GrananL The 
vice-presidents were Sir Godfrey Webster, Sir 
John Byerley, and the Reverend Archibald Doo- 
glas, who superintended the preparations for the 
banquet, which consisted of every Inxnry the 
gastronomic art could produce. Mr Moore was 
in high health and spirits; songs, catches* »«v* 
glees, blended delightfully with the spariding 
Champagne. Several speeches were made byliOitl 
Trimblestown, Messrs Byerley, Renney, Grattaa, 
etc.; and Mr Moore introduced the toast of 
• Prosperity to Old England* in the following 
eloquent language: — 

• As the noble chairman has, in com|Jinient 
to the land of my birth, given the ever-welcome 
toast of * Prosperity to Ireland,' I beg leave to 
suggest a similar tribute to that other country Id 
^hich wu all belong, and to whose real greatnev 
and s(»lid glory— all Irishman as 1 am, and with 
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iibcal and historical recollections fresh 
Be — 1 am most ready to bear testimony 
Migf before the world. Yes, gentlemen, 
■ay be, and there are (for God forbid that 
Id circanucribe virtue within any particu^ 
itade), there may be, and there are high 
warm hearts, and brave arms every 
Bot fur that genuine high-minded uess, 
kas honesty for its basis — the only sure 
MMMi npou wbich any thing lofty was ever 
•vhicfa can distinguish between real, sub- 
il greatness, and that folse, inflated glory 
■oment, whose elevation, like that of the 
t, is owing to its emptiness, or if not to its 
Kss, at leaist, to the lerity of its freight- 
it good fiith, that punctuality in engage- 
vbich is the sonl of all commercial as well 
■oral relations, and wbich, while it gives 
■as the confidence and good understand- 
friendship, introduces into friendship the 
nty and matter-of-fact steadiness of busi- 
far that spirit of fairness and liberality 
poblic men, which extracts the virus of 
■illy oat of party zeal, and exhibits so 
too often, I am sorry to say, of late) the 
If «|iectacle of the most sturdy political 
las pouring out at the grave of their most 
antaguoists snch tributes, not alone of 
bot of cordbl enlogy, as show how free 
ill private rancour was the hostility that 
jtd them — and lastly (as I trust I may say, 
U withoot infringing, but in strict accord- 
1th, that wise tact which excludes party 
• frum a meeting like the present), for that 
hI well-onderstood love of liberty, which, 
ball changes of chance and time, has kept 
1 vessel of the Constitution sea-worthy — 
in spite of storms from without, and mo- 
y dissensions between the crew within, 
akies her to ride, the admiration of the 
and will, I tmst in God, never suffer her 
— for all these qualities, and many, 
that could be enumerated, equally 
id equally valuable, the most widely-tra- 
Eagiishman may proudly say, as he sets 
t ooce more on the chalky clifls,— ' This 
vo, mv native bnd, and I have seen no- 
bat can, in the remotest degree, compare 
— Gentlemen, I could not help, — in that 
of heart, which they alone can feel to- 
ingland who have been doomed to live 
e time oot of it— paying this feeble tri- 
thal most noble country, nor can I donbt 
Jialicy with which yon will drink — 
rity, a long prosperity to Old England.'* 
peech was hailed with the warmest ac- 
BS, aod the utmost hilarity prevailed till 
ig grey began to peep. • Never difl more 



gaiety, good humour, and cordiality grace a 
poet's festival, than at this farewell dinner to 
« Tom Moore. » 

To the above specimens of our author's orato- 
rical powers, we subjoin here two other speeches, 
of more recent date, which he delivered on occa- 
sions which called forth all the glow of his heart, 
and sympathy of his nature. 

On the 6th of last May, the anniversary meet- 
ing of the patrons and friends of the « Artists' 
Benevolent Fund* was held at the Freemasons' 
Tavern, the Right Hon. Frederick Robinson, 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, in the chair. In 
the course of the evening, Mr Shee, R. A., proposed 
as a toast « The health of Thomas Moore, and 
Thomas Campbell,* which was drunk with en- 
thusiastic applause. Immediately after this Bir 
Moore rose, and returned thanks as follows : — 

• I assure the meeting that I feel very sensibly 
and very strongly the high honour which has 
been conferred on me, nor do I feel it the less 
sensibly, from the kind and warm-hearted man- 
ner in which the toast has been proposed by my 
excellent friend and fellow-countryman. To 
have my name coupled with that of Mr Camp- 
bell, I feel to be no ordinary distinction. If a 
critical knowledge of the arts were necessary for 
a just admiration of them, 1 must at once admit, 
much as 1 delight in them, that I cannot boast of 
that knowledge. I am one of those uninitiated 
worshippers who admire very sincerely, though 
perhaps 1 conid not, like the initiated, give a 
perfectly satisfactory reason for my admiration. 
1 enjoy the arts, as a man unacquainted with 
astronomy enjoys the beanty of sun-set, or the 
brilliant wonders of a starry night. Amongst 
the many objects of commiseration with which 
the world unfortunately abounds, there is not 
one that appeals more intensely to the feelings 
than the fomily which a man of genius leaves be- 
hind him, desolate and forsaken; their only dis- 
tinction the reflected light of a name which ren- 
ders their present misery morer conspicuous, and 
the contemplation of which must add poignancy 
to their sufferings. There is no object under 
heaven more sure to be visited with the blessings 
of success than that which has in view the alle- 
viation of such misery. I am happy to find that 
the Government, of which the Right Honourable 
Chairman forms a part, has taken the fine arts 
under their protection. It is for them a proud 
and honourable distinction, that, while they 
show they possess the talents of statesmen, they 
also prove they have the liberal feelings which 
belong to men of taste. * 

This speech was received with repeated cheer- 
ing, and the eloqncut speaker sat down amidst 
the loudest applause. 
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At the 37th Annivei-sary of the « Literary Fund 
Society,* Sir John Malcolm introduced the health 
of our poet in the following manner : — 

« It is another reroarkahle feature of this In- 
stitution, that its applause may be valuable to ge- 
nias, vfhea its money is not wanted. 1 allude to 
one now present amongst us, whom I have not 
the honour of knowing personally, but whose 
fame is well known all over the world. I now 
claim the liberty to pay my tribute of admiration 
to the individual in question; for, although I have 
spent a great part of my life in distant climes, 
bis fame has reached me, and the merit of one 
of his works I am myself well able to appreciate 
— I mean Lalla Rookli — in which the author has 
combined the truth of the historian with the ge- 
nius of the poet, and the vigorous classical taste 
of his own country with the fervid imagination of 
the East. I propose the health of Mr Thomas 
Moore.* 

The health was then received with all the ho- 
nours; upon which Mr Moore rose and saiid : — 

« I feel highly flattered by the compliment 
now paid me, although there are others who 
might more justly have laid claim to it— 1 allude 
to the translator of Oberon (Mr Sotheby], whose 
genius instructed, enlightened, and delighted the 
world, long ere a lay of mine appeared before the 
public. I cannot, however, but feel myself highly 
honoured by the manner in which my health has 
been received in such an assembly as the present. 
The soldier is delighted with the applause of his 
companions in arms; the sailor loves to hear the 
praises of those who have encountered the |:erils 
of the deep and of naval warfare ; so I cannot 
help feeling somewhat like a similar pleasure 
from the approbation of those who have laboured 
with me in the same field. This is the highest 
honour which they can offer, or I can receive. 
Ai to the Honourable Baronet who has proposed 
my health in so flattering a manner, I feel that 
much of what he has said may arise from the in- 
fluence of the sparkling glass which has beeu cir- 
culating among us. (A langh.) I do not by any 
means say that we have yet reached the state of 
double vision (a laugh), but it is well known that 
objects seen through a glass appear magnified and 
of a higher elevation. There is an anecdote in 
the history of literature not unconnected with 
this topic. When the art of printing was first 
introduced, the types with which the first works 
were printed were taken down and converted 
into drinking-cups, to celebrate the glory of the 
invention. — To be sure, there have been other 
literary glasses not quite so poetical , for it has 
been said, that as the warriors of the North drank 
their mead in the hall of Odin out of the skulls 



of those whom they had slain in battle— so hoc 
sellers drank their wine out of the skulls of I 
thors. (Laughter and applause.) But difVierc 
times have now arrived ; for authors have | 
their share of the auntm poiabiU^ and boo 
sellers have got rather the worst of it. Tber« 
one peculiarity attendant upon genius, which 
well worth mentioning, with reference to t 
great objects of this admirable Institution. M 
of genius, like the precious perfumes of the Ea 
are exceedingly liable to exhaustion; and the| 
riod often comes wlien nothing of it remains 1 
its sensibility; and the light, which longjgavel 
to the world, sometimes terminates in becomi 
a burden to itself. (Great applause.) When ' 
add to that the image of Poverty — when we Ck 
sider the situation of that man of genius, wl 
in his declining years and exhausted reaonn 
sees nothing before him but indigence — it 
then only that we can estimate the value of t 
Institution, which stretches out its friendly hi 
to save him from the dire calamity. (Applam 
This is a consideration which ought to have 
due effect upon the minds of the easy and of 
lent, who may themselves be men of genius; I 
there may be others who have no property to I 
stow upon them ; and the person who now a 
dresses you speaks the more feelingly, because 
cannot be sure that the fate of genius, which 
has just been depicting, may not one day be 
own.* (Immense applause.) 

In 1833, Mr Moore published « The Loves 
'the Angels,* of which two French translatii 
soon after appeared in Paris. While Mr Mo< 
was composing this poem, I«ord Byron, who tl 
resided in Italy, was, by a singular coincidec 
writing a similar poem, with the title of « Hea' 
and Earth,* I>oth of them having taken the « 
ject from the second verse of the 6th chapter 
Genesis : <■ And it came to pass, that the soni 
God saw the daughters of men that they w 
fair; and they took them wives of all which t 
chose. * 

The two poets presumed that the Sons of i 
were angels, which opinion is also entertai 
by some of the fathers of the Church. 

We have already alluded to our authors ■ 
moirs of Captain Rock,* the celebrated « Rim 
Rinaldini* of Ireland ; or rather the designal 
adopted by the • Rob Roys* of that unfbi 
nately divided country. Mr Moore has since 
creased his reputation, as a prose writer, by 
publication of the Life of the late Right Horn 
able Richard Brinsley Sheridan, which, from 
superior sources of information at bis comms 
is, in a literary point of view at least, a vain 
acquisition to the lovers of biography. 
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We here annex a list of Mr Moore's works, with 
their respective dates of publication, as far as we 
have been able to verify them. 

The Odes of Anacreon, translated into English 
▼erse, with notes, dedicated by permission to his 
Royal Highness the Prince of Wales (his present 
Majesty). 4^0. 1800. 

A Candid Appeal to Public Confidence, or Con- 
siderations on the Dangers of the Present Crisis. 
8vo. i8o3. 

Corruption and Intolerance, two poems. 

Epistles, Odes, and other Poems. 1 806. 

Poems, under the assumed name of the late 
Thomas Little, Esq. 8vo. 1 808. 

A Letter, to the 'Roman Catholics of Dublin. 
8vo. 1810. 

M. P., or the Blue .Stocking, a comic opera in 
three acts, performed at the Lyceum. 1811. 

lutercepted Letters, or the Twopenny-Post Bag 
(in verse), by Thomas Brown the Younger, 8vo. 
1 8 i 2. — Of this upwards of fourteen editions have 
appeared in England. 

A Selection of Irish Melodies, continued to 
^ numbers. 

Mr Moore completed the translation of Sallust, 
'which had been left unfinished by Mr Arthur 
Murphy, and he superintended the printing of 
the work for the purchaser, Mr Carpenter. 

The Sceptic, a philosophical satire 

Lalla Rookh, an oriental romance, dedicated to 
Samuel Rogers, Esq. 1817. 

The Fudge Family in Paris, letters in verse. 
1818. 

National Airs, continued to six numbers. 

Sacred Songs, two numbers. 

Rallads, Songs, etc. 

Tom Crib's Memorial to Congress, in verse. 

Trifles, Reprinted, in verse. 

Loves of the Angels. i8x3. 

Rhymes on the Road, extracted from the jour- 
nal of a travelling member of the Pococurante 
Society. 

Miscellaueoos Poems, by different members of 
the Pococurante Society. 

Fables for the Holy Alliance, in verse. 

Ballads, Songs, Miscellaneous Poems, etc. 

Memoirs of Captain Rock. 

The Life of the late Right Honourable Richard 
Briusley hheriddn. 

The Epicurean. 

Odes on Cash, Com, Catholics, etc. 

Evenings in Greece. 

For Lalla Rookh Mr Moore received 3,ooo guineas 
of Messrs Longman and Co. For the Life of Sheri- 
dan he was paid a,ooo guineas by the same house 
— Mr Mooreenjoysan annuity ofSoo/. from Power, 
the music-seller, for the Irish Melodies and other 
lyrical pieces; and he is engaged to write for 
the Times newsp.iper, at a salary of 5ool. a-year. 



It is well known that the Memoirs of Lord By- 
ron, written by himself, had been deposited in the 
keeping of Mr Moore, and designed as a legacy for 
his benefit. It Is also kuown that the latter, with 
the consent and at the desire of his lordship, had 
long ago sold the manuscript to Mr Murray, the 
bookseller, for the sum of two thousand guineas. 
These memoirs are, however, lost to the world : 
the leading facts relative to which were related in 
the following letter addressed by Mr Moore to the 
English journals : — 

••Without entering into the respective claims 
of Mr Murray and myself to the property in 
these memoirs (a question which, now Uiat they 
are destroyed, can be but of little moment to any 
one), it is sufficient to say that, believing the 
manuscript still to be mine, I placed it at the 
disposal of Lord Byron's sister, Mrs Leigh, with 
the sole reservation of a protest against its total 
destruction— at least without previous perusal 
and cousultalion among the parties. The ma- 
jority of the persons present disagreed with this 
opinion, and it was the only point upon which there 
did exist any difference between us. The manu- 
script was, accordingly, torn and burnt before 
oar eyes; and I immediately paid to Mr Murray, 
in the presence of the gentlemen assembled, two 
thousand guineas, with interest, etc., being the 
amount of what I owed him upon the security 
of my bond, and for which I now stand indebted 
to my publishers, Messrs Longman and Co. 

« Since then the family of Lord Byron have in 
a manner highly honourable to themselves, pro- 
posed an arrangement, by which the sum thus 
paid to Mr Murray might be reimbursed to me ; 
but, from feelings and consideiations which it 
is unnecessary here to explain, I have respect- 
fully, but peremptorily, declined their offer.* 

Before we proceed to offer a few unprejudiced 
observations on this unpleasant subject, we deem 
it proper to lay before our readers the varions 
opinions, pro et contra, to which this letter of 
Mr Moore gave rise. It is but justice, however, to 
Mr Moore's high and unblemibbed reputation 
to premise, that neither by those who regretted 
the burning of Byrons Memoirs, as a public loss, 
nor by those who condemned it as a dereliction 
of the most important duty he owed to the me- 
mory and fame of his noble-minded friend — by 
none of these, nor by any one we ever heard of, 
has Mr Moore's honour, disinterestedness, or 
delicacy — extreme delicacy — ever been, in the 
slightest degree impeached. 

'I he enemies of • The Uurning* said, that Mr 
Moore's explanatory letter was an ingenious but 
not an ingenuous one— for that, at any rate, it 
threw no liyht on the subject— They cavilled at 
the words « and it was the only point on which 
there did exist any difference between us,» pro- 
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fessing to wonder what other • point* of any 
consequence could possibly hare been in discos- 
sioo, save that of preserving or destroying the 
manoscript. They could not see, or were inca- 
pable of feeling, what paramount sense of deli- 
cacy or duty could operate upon a mind like 
Mr Moore's to counterbalance the delicacy and 
doty doe to his dead friend's fime, which, ac- 
cording to them, he had thus abandoned to a 
sea of idle speculation. — Moreover they were, 
unable to comprehend what business Mr Murray 
the book^ller, or any of the gentlemen present, 
had with the business, when Mr Moore had re- 
deemed the MS., • with interest, etc.,* and with 
his own money (that is the sum he borrowed for 
the purpose). Finally, it was past their undei^ 
standing to conceive, how any person could allow 
his own fair, just, and honourably-acquired pro- 
perty to be burnt and destroyed before bis eyes, 
and against his own protested opinion, even if, 
from an honest but loo sensitive deference for 
others, he had conceded so far as to withhold its 
publication to « a more convenient season ;* or sim- 
ply to preser\ e it as a precious relic in his family. 
To this, the firm supporters of church and 
state — the pure sticklers for public morals — the 
friends of decorum and decency — the respecters 
of the inviolability of domestic privacy — the foes 
to unlicensed wit and poetic license— the disin- 
terested and tender regarders of Lord Byron's 
character itself, — one and all, proudly replied, that 
Mr Moore had performed one of the most diffi- 
cult and most delicate duties that ever fell to the 
lot of man, frie.id, citizen, or christian to per- 
form, in the most manly, fiiendly, patriotic, and 
christian-like manner. As a man, he had nobly 
sacrificed his private interest and opinion, out of ', 
resfiect to Lord Byron's living connexions ; as a 
fneud, he had evinced a real and rare friendship 
by withholding, at hb own personal loss, those 
self-and-thoughtlessly-intruded specks and de- 
formities of a great character from the popular 
gaze, which delights too much to feast on the 
infirmities of noble minds. As a citizen, he had 
forborne to display sf^rkliug wit at the expense ' 
of utund morality ; and, finally, as a christian, he ! 
had acted like a good and faithful servant of the 
church, in ]ea\ing his friend's memory, and ex- 
posing hu own reputation, to martynloro, from 
the mo«t religions and exalted motives. 

The private and particular friends of Mr 
Moore briefly and triumphantly referred to his 
unspotted character, 

Wliit-li ntxer jct llir breath of calomnT had tainted, 

and they properly condemned uncharitable con- 
jecture on a subject of which the most that could 
be said was 



Caosa latct, vis est 



i 



The £jraminer newspaper gave die 
statement, which, if it were f w r op eil y 
ticated, would at once set the matter at rati ft 
the entire justification of the Bard of Erio. 

• We were going to allude again this week* 
the question between Mr Moore and ike poUk. 
respecting the destruction of Lord Byron's Jlh-1 
moirs. We have received several letters cxpRB' 
ing the extreme mortification of the writosn 
learning the fact, and venting their indignatioaia 
no very measured terms against the p cr p e tra i 
and we should not have concealed our owa 
nion that, however nobly Mr Thomas Blooie 
have acted as regards his own interest, his/«^; 
lishcd letters make out no justification either aj 
regard to his late illustrious frienci, whose rtf^t 
taiiou was thus abandoned without that ddcan;! 
which probably his own pen could alone faniik' 
of many misrepresented passages in his oondad;- 
or in regard to the world, which is thus ratfcd 
of a treasure that can never be replaced. IM. 
we have learnt one fact, which puts a dificRM 
face upon the whole matter. It is, that Jjmi 
Byron himself did not wish the Memoirs puhlitkii 
How they came into the hands of Mr Mooie aaJ 
the bookseller — for what purpose and nafa 
whatreser^'atious — we shall probably be at lUitrty 
to explain at a future time; for the present ac 
can only say that such is the fact, as the noyi 
poet's intimate friends can testify. ■ 

This is indeed an explanation « devondy tok 
wished,* nor can we conceive why it should k 
still delayed. It is highly probable, howeTer,tkai 
Mr Moore will himself fully and satis£Ktioi3f ; 
elucidate the affair, in the life he is writing tf 
I^rd Byron. 

Such were the conflicting opinions d the tiac < 
relative to this mysterious and paiofnlly ddiok 
subject) on which, we are bound to ofier a fcv^ 
summary remarks. 

When Lord Byron's death was once irnrmiaml. 
the whole interest of society seemed centered is 
his Memoirs. Curiosity swallowed np grief; aad 
people, becoming wearied by the ccMnments if 
other writers on him who was no more, tmaiil , 
with unexampled auxiety to know what he haJ 
written upon himself. Whether or not the nab*! 
lie had a right to these Memoirs, is a qnestioa 
which it is not, perhaps, quite useless to discBK. 
It is, at any rate, our opinion that they had Am 
right ; and that the depository of the mannaout 
was no more than a trustee for the poblic, how- i 
ever his individual interest was concerned or ooa- 1 
suited. Lord Byron bequeathed his Memoirs is ' 
the world. The profits of their sale were aloat 
meant for Mr Moore. Lord Byron's family hU 
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no pretensions whatever to the monopoly. « And | 
though the delicate consideration of Mr Moore 
prompted his offer of having the manuscript 
perused and purified, if such be the proper word, 
by the nearest surviving relative of Lord Byron, 
we maintaio that he was right, strictly right, in 
jtroUsting against its unconditional destruction. 

For ourselves, we think that, in respect to the 
burning, Mr Moore's conduct is not clearly un- 
derstood or appreciated. Some blame, as we 
have shown, appears to have been attached to his 
share in the matter, not only in Great Britain, 
but on the continent, where the subject excited 
an interest quite as lively as in England. But it 
is our opinion that Mr Moore's conduct in the 
affair has been too hastily condemned. One duty, 
we think, remains for his performance — but one, 
and that most imperative : it is to give to the 
world the genuine work of Lord Byron, if it be 
in his power to do so. The opinion is at all 
events wide spread, if not well founded, that one 
copy at least of the original work is in existence. 
That opinion is afloat, and nothing will sink it. 
If the Life which Mr Moore is supposed to be 
{Mreparing come out as his own production, it 
will be difficult, if not impossible, to convince 
the public that it is not a compilation from the 
copy which we allude to, or from a memory pow- 
erfully tenacious of the original. If it be not 
avowed as such, its genuineness will be doubted, 
and a dozen spurious lives will probably appear, 
professing to be that identical copy, of whose 
existence no one will consent to doubt. No rea- 
soning, nothing, in fact, short of Mr Moore's 
positive assertion to the contrary, will persuade 
people that he could, for years, have run the risk 
of leaving so inter^ting a manuscript, or that he 
could have entrusted it, without possessing a du- 
plicate, in the hands of any one. And, at all 
events, it will be thought morally certain, that 
more than one of those to whom it was entrusted 
had curiosity enough to copy it ; and very impro- 
Uable that any one had honesty enough to con- 
less it. 

Besides these reasons for the publication of 
tlie real Memoirs, supposing a copy to exist, 
there is one of such paramount importance, that 
we are sore it must have struck every body who 
has thought at all upon the subject. We mean 
the retrospective injury done to the character of 
the deceased, by the conjectures which are 
abroad, as to the nature of the Memoirs he left 
behind. We do not pretend to be in the secret 
of their contents, but we are quite sure they can 
be in no way so reprehensible, as the public 
imagination, and the enemies of Lord Byron, 
have figured them to be; and there is one notion 
concerning them, of a nature too delicate to 



touch upon, and for the removal of which no 
sacrifice of individual or family vanity would be 
a price too high. We have, moreover, good au- 
thority for believing that the Memoirs might and 
ought to have been published, with perfect safety 
to public morals, and with a very considerable 
gratification to public anxiety. Curiosity, which 
is so contemptible in individuals, assumes a very 
different aspect when it is shared by society at 
large ; and a satisfaction which may be, in most 
instances, withheld from the one, ought very rare- 
ly to be refused to the other. Nothing has ever 
had such power of excitement upon the mass of 
mankind as private details of illustrious indivi- 
duals, and, most of all, what may be called their 
confessions; and if tliose individuals chuse to 
make their opinions as much the property of the 
world after their death, as their conduct and 
their works had been before, we repeat, that it is 
nothing short of a fraud upon the public to 
snatch away the treasure of which they were the 
just inheritors. Nor must it be said that the 
property in question is of no intrinsic value. 
Every thing which ministers to the public indul- 
gence is of wealth proportioned to its rarity — 
and in this point of view Lord Byron's Memoirs 
were beyond price. If they contain gross scan- 
dal, or indecent disclosure, let such parts be sup- 
pressed ; and enough will remain amply to satisfy 
all readers. But we say this merely for the sake 
of supposition, and for the purpose of refuting 
an argument founded in an extreme case; we 
have great pleasure in believing that the only pre- 
tence for such an imputation on the manuscript, 
was the selfish or squeamish act of its suppres- 
sion. 

We trust that Mr Moore will yet consider well 
the part he has to perform ; that he is not insen- 
sible to the narrow scrutiny whieh the public dis- 
plays in this affair, and which posterity will con- 
firm ; and that he will, on this occasion, uphold the 
character for integrity and frankness which is so 
pre-eminently his. We speak with certitude of 
his disinterested and upright feelings throughout; 
we only hope his delicacy towards others may 
not lead him too far towards the risk of his own 
popularity, or the sacrifice of what we designate 
once more the public property. 

If credit may be given to Captain Medwin, Lord 
Byron was most desirous for the posthumous publi- 
cation of his Memoirs; and he seems, indaed, to have 
intrusted them to Mr Moore, as a safeguard against 
that very accident into which the high-wrought 
notions of delicacy of the trustee, and his defer- 
ence to the relations and friends of the illustrious 
deceased, actually betrayed them. Lord Byron 
seems to have been aware of the prudery of his 
own immediate connexions; and in the way in 

b 
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which he bestowed the roaniucript, to have con- 
salted at once his generous disposition towards a 
friend, and his desire of security against mutila- 
tion or suppression. On this subject Captain 
Mcdwin's Journal makes him speak as follows : — 
■ I am sorry not to have a copy of my Memoirs to 
show you. I gave them to Moore, or rather to 
Moore's little boy.»* 

« I remember saying, ' Here are two thousand 
pounds for you, my young friend.' I made one 
reservation in the gift — that they were not to be 
published till after my death.* 

« I have not the least objection to their being 
circulated ; in fact they have been read by some 
of mine and several of Moore's friends and ac- 
quaintances; among others they were lent to 
Lady Burghersh. On returning the manuscript, 
her ladyship told Moore that she had transcribed 
the whole work. This was un peu fort, and he 
suggested the propriety of her destroying the 
copy. She did so, by putting it into the fire in 
his presence. Ever since this happened, Douglas 
Kinnaird has been recommending me to resume 
|)ossession of the manuscript, thinking to frighten 
me by saying, that a spurious or a real copy, 
surreptitiously obtained, may go forth to the 
worid. I am quite indifferent about the world 
knowing all that they contain. There are very 
few licentious adventures of my own, or scandal- 
ous anecdotes that will affect others, in the book. 
It is taken up from my earliest recollections, al- 
most from childhood — very incoherent, written 
in a very loose and familiar style. The second 
part will prove a good lesson to young men ; for 
it treats of the irregular life I led at one period, 
and the fatal consequences of dissipation. There 
are few parts that may not, and none that will 
not, be read by women. ■ 

In this particular. Lord Byron's fate has been 
singular; and a superstitious person might be 
startled at the coincidence of so many causes, 
all tending to hide his character from the public. 
That scandal and envy should have been at work 
with such a man is not very extraordinary; but 
the burning of his Memoirs, and the subsequent 
injunction on the publication of his Letters to 
his Mother, seem as if something more than mere 
chance had operated to preserve unconfuted the 
calumnies of the day, for the beneHt of future 
biographers. Of these Letters a. friend of ours 
was fortunate enough to obtain a glimpse, and 
never, he told us, was more innocent, and at 
the same time more valuable matter, so withheld 

■ There is some trifling iaaccaracy in tbis, as Moore's 
son was not with him in Italy. It is nevertheless troe, as 
we are assured, that this was the turn which Lord Byron 
ITBTc to his present, in order to make it more accepUble 
to his friend. 



front the world. It were, he observed, but an 
act of cold justice to the memory of Lord Byroai 
to state, publicly, that they appear the reflectioot 
of as generous a mind as ever committed its ex- 
pression to paper: for though, indeed, the traces 
of his temperament, and of his false positioo is 
society, are there, still the sentiments are lofty 
and enthusiastic; and every line betrays the 
warmest sympathy with human suffering, and a 
scornful indignation against mean and disgrace- 
ful vice. 

The extempore song, addressed by Lord Byroa 
to Mr Moore, on the latter's last visit to Italy, 
proves the familiar intercourse and friendship 
that subsisted between him and the subject of 
this memoir. The following stanzas are very 
expressive : — 

Were *t the last drop in the well, 

As I gasp'd upon the brink, 
Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

*T is to thee that I would drink. 
In that water, as this wine. 

The libation I would pour 
Should be — Peace to thine and mine. 

And a health to thee^ Tom Moore! 

When Lord Byron had published his celebrated 
satire of « English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,* 
in which our poet, in common with most of hb 
distinguished contemporaries was visited rather 
« too roughly • by the noble modern Juvenal, his 
lordship expected to be • called out, » as the 
fashionable phrase is; but no one had courage to 
try his prowess in the field, save Mr Moore, who 
did not relish the joke about « Little • leadleis 
pistols,* and sent a letter to his lordship in the 
nature of a challenge, but which he, by his leav- 
ing the country, did not receive. On Byron's 
return, Mr Moore made inquiry if he had received 
the epistle, and stated that, on account of certain 
changes in his circumstances, he wished to recal 
it, and become the friend of Byron, throogh 
Rogers, the author of « The Pleasures of Memo- 
ry, » and who was intimate with l>oth the distin- 
guished bards. The letter, addressed to the -care 
of Mr Hanson, had been mislaid; search was 
made for it, and Byron, who at first did not like 
this offer, of one hand with a pistol, and the other 
to shake in fellowship, felt very awkward. On 
the letter being recovered, however, he delivered 
it unopened to Mr Moore, and they afterwards 
continued to the last most particular friends. 

It is but justice to the unquestionable courage 
and spirited conduct of the Bard of Erin, to ob- 
serve here, that, though Byron had stated the 
truth about the said • leadles^ pistols, • he had 
not stated the whole Inilh. The facts were these : 
Mr Jeffrey, ^^« celebrated cri*^'**^» ^'^d editor of 
thcEdiubartf^l\cview,had,in • ft^^^^vVirase,. 
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abased the Poems of Thomas Little, Esq., nlias 
Thomas Moore, Esq. ; and the latter, not chusing 
to put up with the flagellation of the then mo- 
dem Aristarchus, challenged him. When they 
arrived at Chalk Farm, the place fixed on for 
the duel, the police were ready, and deprived 
them of their fire-arms. On drawing their con- 
tents, the compound of « villanons saltpetre » was 
found, but the cold lead. 

The pious metal most in requisitioa 
Oa such occasions, 

had somehow disappeared. The cause was this : 
One of the balls had fallen out in the carriage, 
and the seconds, with a laudable anxiety to pre- 
serve the public peace, to save the shedding of 
such valuable blood, and to make both equal, 
drew the other ball. 

la his youth Mr Moore was in the high road 
to court Eavour, and had his spirit been less in- 
dependent, we might even have had a Sir Thomas 
JVlof-e in our days. It is said that when the juve- 
nile Anacreon was introduced to the then Prince 
of Wales, His Royal Highness inquired of him 
whether he was a son of Dr Moore, the celebrated 
author of Zeluco; and that the bard promptly 
replied, « No, Sir; I am the son of a grocer at 
Dublin!. 

The following- anecdote shows that His Majesty 
King Geerge the Fourth did not forget to pay off 
the Prince of Wales's • old score* with our jx)el : 
— In the king's presence, a critic, speaking of the 
m Life of Sheridan,* declared that Moore had 
murdered his friend. • Ton are too severe,* said 
his Majesty, « I cannot admit that Mr Moore has 
mMrtier»/ Sheridan, but he has certainly attempted 
his li/e.m 

It was not till after the Prince of Wales's in- 
vestment with regal power, that Mr Moore level- 
led the keen shafts of his ■ grey goose quill * 
against that illustrious personage. He had pre- 
viously dedicated the translation of Anacreon to 
His Boyal Highness, by whom, it is said, his poe- 
try was much admired. We question, though, 
if his verse was as palatable to the Prince Regent 
as it had been to the Prince of Wales. Mr Moore, 
{lerhaps, thought as one of his predecessors had 
done on this subject, of whom the following anec- 
dote is recorded. Pope, dining one day with 
Frederic, Prince of Wales, paid the prince many 
compliments. • I wonder,* said His Royal High- 
neM, « that you, who are so severe on kings, 
should be so complaisant to me.* » It is,* replied 
the witty hard, « because I like the lion before 
his daws are grown. * 

The name of Anacreon Moore, by which our 
aathor is distinguished, is not so much his due 
from the mere circumstance of his having trans- 



lated the odes of the Teian bard, as from the 
social qualities which he is known to possess, and 
the convivial spirit of his muse. Mr Moore seems 
to be of opinion, that 

If with water you fill up your glasses, 
You '11 never write any thing wise; 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies. 

He is not, however, ungrateful for whatever share 
conviviality may have had in inspiring his mnse, 
but has amply acknowledged it in the elegant 
and glowing terms in which he has celebrated 
its praises. No individual presides with more 
grace at the convivial board, nor is there one 
whose absence is more liable to be regretted by 
his friends. 

Being on one occasion prevented from attend- 
iug a banquet where he was an expected guest, 
and where, in consequence, every thing seemed 
(to use a familiar phrase) out of sorts, a gentle- 
man, in the fer\'our of his disappointment, ex- 
claimed, « Give us but one Anacreon more^ ye 
gods, whatever else you deny us. * 

Presiding once at a tavern dinner, where some 
of the company were complaining that there was 
no game at the table, a gentleman present, al- 
luding to the fascinating manners of Mr Moore, 
who • kept the table in a roar,* said, « Why, 
gentlemen, what better game would you wish 
than moor game, of which I am sure you have 
abundance?* 

At another time, after the pleasures of the even- 
ing had been extended to a pretty late hour, 
Mr I), proposed, as a concluding bumper, the 
health of Mr Moore ; a toast which, having been 
twice drunk in the course of the evening, was 
objected to as unnecessary. Mr D., however, 
persisted in giving the toast ; and quoted in sup- 
port of it the following passage from Mr Moore s 
translation of the eighth ode of Anacreon. « L< ' 
us drink it now,* said he. 

For death may come with brow unpleasant. 
May come when least wc -wish him present. 
And beckon to the sable shore. 
And grimly bid us— drink no More '. 

We here terminate the Biographical part of 
our sketch; and, after a few introductory and 
general remarks, shall proceed to take a critical 
review of our author s principal woiks, incluclin{; 
some interesting sketches and anecdotes of ancient 
minstrelsy, illustrative of the « Irish Melodies. - 

Moore is not, like Wordsworth or Coleridge, 
the poet's poet ; nor is it necessary, in order to 
enjoy his writings, that we should create a tast« 
for them other than what wc receive from nature 
and education. Yet bU style is contemned as 
tinsel and artificial, whereas the great praise be- 
stowed on those preferred to it is, that they arc 
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the only tme natural. — Now if it requires study 
and progressive taste to arrive at a sense of the 
nataral, and but common feeling to enjoy the 
beauties of the artificial, then certainly these 
names have changed places since we met them 
in the dictionary. 

Formerly, people were content with estimating 
books— persons are the present objects universally. 
It is not the pleasure or information a volume 
aflbrds, which is taken into consideration, but 
the genius which it indicates. Each person is 
anxious to form his scale of excellence, and to 
range great names, living or dead, at certain in- 
tervals and in diflPierent grades, self being the 
hidden centre whither all the comparisons vei^e. 
In former times works of authors were composed 
with ideal or ancient models, — the humble crowd 
of readers were content to peruse and admire. 
At present it is otherwise, — every one is con- 
scious of having either written, or at least having 
been able to write a book, and consequently all 
literary decisions affect them personally: — 

Scribendi nihil a me aliennm pato^ 

is the language of the age, and the most insigni- 
ficant calculate on the wonders they might have 
effiected, had chance thrown a pen in their way. 
— ^The literary character has, in fact, extended 
itself over the whole face of society, with all the 
evils that d'Israeli has enumerated, and ten times 
more — it has spread its fibres through all ranks, 
sexes, and ages. There no longer exists what 
writers used to call a public — that disinterested 
tribunal has long since merged in the body it 
used to tr)'. Put your finger on any head in a 
crowd — it belongs to an author, or the friend of 
one, and your great authors are supposed to pos- 
sess a quantity of communicable celebrity: an 
intimacy with one of them is a sort of principality, 
and a stray anecdote picked up rather a valuable 
sort of possession. These people are always cry- 
ing out against personality, and personality is 
the whole business of their lives. They can con- 
sider nothing as it is by itself; the cry is, • who 
wrote it ? ■ — « what manner of roan is he ? • — 
« where did he borrow it ?» They make pup- 
pets of literary men by their impatient curiosity; 
and when one of themselves is dragged from his 
malign obscurity in banter or whimsical revenge, 
he calb upon all the gods to bear witness to the 
malignity he is made to suffer. 

It is this spirit which has perverted criticism, 
and reduced it to a play of words. To favour 
this vain eagerness of comparison, all powers and 
bicolties are resolved at once into genius — that 
vagne quality, the supposition of which is at 
every one's command ; and characters, sublime in 
one respect as they are contemptible in another, 



are viewed under this one aspect. The man, ikt 
poet, the philosopher, are blended, and the attn> 
butes of each applied to all withont 
One person inquires the name of a poet. 
he is a reasoner; another, because he 
another, because he is conceited. Johnsoii'fl as- 
sertion is taken for granted — that geoios it bat 
great natural power directed towards a paiticB- 
lar object : thus all are reduced to the aae 
scale, and measured by the same standard. This 
fury of comparison knows no bounds ; its abet- 
tors, at the same time that they reserve to 
selves the full advantage of dormant merit, 
no such allowance to established authors. They i 
judge them rigidly by their pages, assnme that ■ 
their love of fame and emolument would not al- I 
low them to let any talent lie idle, and will not | 
hear any arguments advanced for thear anex- I 
pected capabilities. I 

The simplest and easiest effort of the aund 
is egotism, — it is but baring one's own breast, 
disclosing its curious mechanism, and giving ex- 
aggerated expressions to every -day feeling. Yet 
no productions have met with such soccett; — 
what authors can compete, as to popularity, with 
Montaigne, Byron, Rousseau ? Yet we cannot 
but believe that there have been thousands of 
men in the world who could have walked the 
same path, and perhaps met with the saoiM 
cess, if they had had the same confidence, 
sionate and reflecting minds are not so rare as 
we suppose, but the boldness that sets at nooght 
society is. Nor could want of courage be the 
only obstacle: there are, and have been, we 
trust, many who would not exchange the priTacy 
of their mental sanctuary', for the indulgence oJF 
spleen, or the feverish dream of popular celebrity. 
And if we can give credit for this power to the 
many who have lived unknown and shnoned 
publicity, how much more must we not be in- 
clined to allow to him of acknowledged gemns, 
and who has manifested it in works of eqaal 
beauty, and of greater merit, inasmuch as they 
are removed from self? It has been said by a 
great living author and poet,' that • the choice of 
a subject removed from self is the test of ge- 
nius.* 

These considerations ought, at least, to pre- 
vent us from altogether merging a writers gc^ 
nius in his works, and from using the name of 
the poem and that of the poet indiffierently. 
For our part, we think that if Thomas Moore 
had the misfortune to be metaphysical, he might 
have written such a poem as the Excursion, — 
that had he condescended to borrow, and at the 
same time disguise the feelings of the great Lake 

* Caleridge. 
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Poets, he might perhaps have written the best 
fiarts of Childe Harold— and had he the disposition 
or the whim to be egotistical, he might lay bare a 
mind of his own as proudly and as passionately 
oi|^nized u the great lord did, whom some oue 
describes « to have gutted himself body and soul, 
for all the world to walk in and see the show. » 

So much for the preliminary cavils which are 
thrown in the teeth of Moore's admirers. They 
have been picked up by the small fry of critics, 
who commenced their career with a furious at- 
tack on him. Pope, and Campbell, but have since 
thought it becoming to grow out of their early 
likings. And at present they profess to prefer 
the great works which they have never read, and 
which they will never be able to read, to those 
classic poems, of which they have been the most 
destructive enemies, by bethumbing and quoting 
their beauties into triteness and common-place. 

The merits of Pope and of Moore have suffer- 
ed depreciation from the same cause — the faci- 
lity of being imitated to a certain degree. And 
as vulgar admiration seldom penetrates beyond 
this degree, the conclusion is that nothing can be 
easier than to write like, and even equal to, ei- 
ther of these poets. In the universal self-com- 
parison, which is above mentioned, a» the foun- 
dation of modem criticism;/eeling is assumed to 
be genius— the passive is considered to imply the 
active power. No opinion is more common or 
more fallacious — it is the » flattering unction » 
which has inundated the world with versifiers, 
and which seems to under-rate the merit of com- 
positions, in which there is more ingenuity and 
elegance than passion. Genius is considered to 
be little more than a capability of excitement — 
the greater the passion the greater the merit; 
and the school-boy key on which Mr Moore*s 
love and heroism are usually set, is not considered 
by any reader beyond his reach. This is cer- 
' tainly Moore's great defect ; but it is more that 
of his taste than of any superior faculty. 

We shall now proceed to notice the most la- 
boured and most splendid of Mr Moore's produc- 
tions — « Lalla Rookh » : — 

Then If, while scenes so grand. 

So bMUtiful, shine before thee. 
Pride, for thine own dear land. 

Should haply be stealing o'er thee; 
Oh ! let {[rief come first, 

O'er pride itself victorious. 
To ihiok kow man hath curst 

What Heaven hath made so gloriont. 

Several of our modem poets had already cho- 
sen the luxuriant climate of the East for their ima- 
ginations to revel in, and body forth their shapes 
of light; but it is no less observable that they 
had generally fiiiled, and the cause we believe to 



be this — that the partial conception and confined 
knowledge which they naturally possessed of a 
country, so opposed in the character of its inha- 
bitants and the aspect of its scenery to their own, 
occasioned them, after the manner of all imper- 
fect apprehenders, to seize upon its prominent 
features and obvious characteristics, without en- 
tering more deeply into its spirit, or catching its 
retired and less palpable beauties. The sudden 
transplantation of a European mind into Asiatic 
scenes can seldom be favourable to its well-being 
and progress ; at least none but those of the first 
order would be enabled to keep their imagina- 
tions from degenerating into inconsistency and 
bombast, amid the swarms of novelties which 
start up at every step. Thus it is that, in nearly 
all the oriental poems added to our literature, 
we had the same monotonous assemblage of in- 
sipid images, drawn from the peculiar phenomena 
and natural appearances of the country. 

We have always considered Asia as naturally 
the home of poetry, and the creator of poets. 
What makes Greece so poetical a country is, that 
at every step we stumble over recollections of 
departed grandeur, and behold the scenes where 
the human mind has glorified itself for ever, 
and played a part, the records of which can 
never die. But in Asia, to the same charm of 
viewing the places of former power— of compar- 
ing the present with the past— there is added a 
luxuriance of climate, and an unrivalled beauty 
of external nature, which, ever according with 
the poet's soul, 

• 

Temper, and do befit kim to obey 
High In.spiniiion. 

It was reserved for Mr Moore to redeem the 
character of oriental poetry, in a work which 
stands distinct, alone, and proudly pre-eminent 
above all that had preceded it on the same sub- 
ject. 

Never, indeed, has the land of the sun shone 
out so brightly on the children of the north — nor 
the sweets of Asia been poured forth — nor her 
gorgeousness displayed so profusely to the de- 
lighted senses of Europe, as in the fine oriental 
romance of Lalla Rookh. The beauteous forms, 
the dazzling splendours, the breathing odours of 
the East, found, at last, a kindred poet in that 
Green Isle of the West, whose genius has long 
been suspected to be, derived from a warmer 
clime, and here wantons and luxuriates in these 
voluptuous regions, us if it felt that it had at 
length recognised its native al>ode. It is amazing, 
indeed, how much at home Mr Moore seems to be 
in India, Persia, and Arabia; and how purely 
and strictly Asiatic all the colouring and imagery 
of his poem appears. He is thoroughly imbued 
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with the character of the scenes to which he trans- 
ports us ; and yet the extent of his knowledge is 
less wonderful than the dexterity and apparent 
facility with which he has turned it to account, 
in the elucidation and embellishment of his poetry. 
There is not a simile, a description, a name, a 
trait of history, or allusion of romance, which 
belongs to European experience, or does not in- 
dicate entire familiarity with the life, nature, and 
learning of the East. 

Nor are the barbaric ornaments thinly scat- 
tered to make up a show. They are showered 
lavishly over the whole work ; and form, perha{M, 
too much the staple of the poetry, and the riches 
of that which is chiefly distiogubhed for its rich- 
ness. We would confine this remark, however, 
to the descriptions of external objects, and the 
allusions to literature and history — to what may 
be termed the materiel of the poetry we are speak- 
ing of. The characters and sentiments are of a 
different order. They cannot, indeed, be said to 
be copies of a European nature ; but still less 
hke that of any other region. They are, in truth, 
poetical imaginations; — but it is to the poetry of 
rational, honourable, considerate, and humane 
Europe that they belong — and not to the child- 
ishness, cruelty, and profligacy of Asia. 

There is something very extraordinary, we 
think, in this work — and something which indi- 
cates in the author, not only a great exuberance 
of talent, but a very singular constitution of ge- 
nius. While it is more splendid in imagery — and 
for the most part in very good taste — more rich 
in sparkling thoughts and original conceptions, 
and more full indeed of exquisite pictures both of 
all sorts of beauties, and all sorts of virtues, and 
all sorts of sufferings^ and crimes, than any other 
poem we know of; we rather think we speak the 
sense of all classes of readers, when we add, 
that the effect of the whole is to mingle a certain 
feeling of disappointment with that of admira- 
tion, — to excite admiration rather than any warm- 
er sentiment of delight — to dazzle more than to 
enchant — and, in the end, more frequently to star- 
tle the fancy, and fatigue the attention, with the 
constant succession of glittering images and high- 
strained emotions, than to maintain a rising in- 
terest, or win a growing sympathy, by a less pro- 
fuse or more systematic display of attractions. 

The st)'le is, on the whole, rather diffuse, and 
too unvaried in its character. But itsgreatest fault 
is the uniformity of its brilliancy — the want of oc- 
casional plainness, simplicity, and repose. We have 
heard it observed by some very zealous admirers 
of Mr Moore's genius, that you cannot open this 
\took without finding a cluster of beauties in every 
page. Now, this is only another way of expressing 
what we think its greatest defect No work. 



consisting of many pages, should have detached 
and distinguishable beauties in every one of them. 
No great work, indeed, should have many beau- 
ties : if it were perfect it would have but one, and 
that but faintly perceptible, except on a view of 
the whole. Look, for example, at what b the 
most finished and exquisite production of human 
art — the design and elevation of a Grecian temple, 
in its old severe simplicity. W^hat penury of or- 
nament — what neglect of beauties of detail — 
what masses of plain surface — what rigid econo- 
mical limitation to. the useful and the necessary! 
The cottage of a peasant is scarcely more simple 
in its structure, and has not fewer parts that are 
superfluous. Yet what grandeur — what elegance 
— what grace and completeness in the effect! — 
The whole is beautiful — because the beauty is in 
the whole; but there is little merit in any of the 
parts except that of fitness and careful finishing. 
Contrast this with a Dutch or a Chinese pleasure- 
house, where every part is meant to be beautiful, 
and the result is deformity — where there is not 
an inch of the surface that is not brilliant with 
colour, and rough with curves and angles, — and 
where the effect of the whole is displeasing to 
the eye and the taste. W> are as far as possible 
from meaning to insinuate that Mr Moore's po- 
etry is of this description ; on the contrary, we 
think his ornaments are, for the most part, truly 
and exquisitely beautiful, and the general de- 
sign of his pieces extremely elegant and ingeni- 
ous: all that we mean to say is, that there is too 
much ornament — too many isolated and inde- 
pendent beauties— and that the notice and the 
very admiration they excite, hurt the interest of 
the general design, and withdraw oar attention 
too importunately ht>m it. 

Mr Moore, it appears to us, is too lavish of his 
gems and sweets ; and it may truly be said of 
him, in his poetical capacity, that he would be 
richer with half his wealth. His works are not 
only of rich materials and graceful design, but 
they are everywhere glistening with small beau- 
ties and transitory inspirations — sudden flashes 
of fancy that blaze out and perish; like earthborn 
meteors that crackle in the lower sky, and unsea- 
sonably divert our eyes from the great and lofty 
bodies which pursue their harmonious courses in 
a serener region. 

We have spoken of these as faults of style — 
but they could scarcely have existed without go- 
ing deeper; and though they first strike us as 
qualities of the composition only, we find, upon a 
little reflection, that the same general character 
belongs to the fable, the characters, and the sen- 
timents — that they all are alike in the excess of 
their means of attraction — and fail to interest, 
chiefly by being too interesting. 
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We have felt it oar duty to point out the faults 
of our author's poetry, particularly in respect to 
Lalla Rookh, but it would be quite unjust to cha- 
racterize that splendid poem by its faults, which 
are infinitdy less conspicuous than its manifold 
beauties. There is not only a richness and bril- 
liancy of diction and imagery spread over the 
whole work, that indicate the greatest activity 
and' el^;ance of fancy in the author ; but it is 
everywhere pervaded, still more strikingly, by a 
strain of tender and noble feeling, poured out 
with such warmth and abundance, as to steal in- 
sensibly on the heart of the reader, and gradually 
to ovei^ow it with a tide of sympathetic emotion. 
There are passages indeed, and these neither few 
nor brief, over which the very genius of poetry 
seems to have breathed his richest enchantment 
— where the melody of the verse and the beauty 
of the images conspire so harmoniously with the 
force and tenderness of the emotion, that the 
whole is blended into one deep and bright stream 
of sweetness and feeling, aloog which the spirit 
of the reader is borne passively through loug 
reaches of delight. Mr Moore's poetry, indeed, 
where his happiest vein is opened, realizes more 
exactly than that of any other writer, the splen- 
did account which is given by Comus* of the 
song of 

nit mother Circe, and the sirens three. 

Amid die flowery-kirtled Naiades, 

Who, as they sang, would take the prisoa'd soul, 

And lap it ia Elysium. 

And though it is certainly to be regretted that he 
should occasionally have broken the measure with 
more frivolous strains, or filled up its intervals 
with a sort of brilliant /a/^etto, it should never be 
forgotten, that his excellencies are as peculiar to 
himself as his faults, and, on the whole, we may 
assert, more characteristic of his genius. 

The legend of Lalla Rookh is very sweetly and 
gaily told; and is adorned with many; tender as 
weU as lively passages— without reckoning among 
the latter the occasional criticisms of the omni- 
scient Fadladeen, the magnificent and most in- 
fallible grand chamberlain of the haram— whose 
sayings and remarks, by the by, do not agree very 
well with the character which is assigned him — 
being for the most part very smart, snappish, and 
acute, and by no means solemn, stupid, and pom- 
pous, as one would have expected. Mr Moore's 
genius, perhaps, is too inveterately lively, to 

t Milton, who was much patronised by the illustrious 
HoaM.of Eperton, wrote the Mask of Comui, upon John 
E^exton, then Earl of Bridge-water, when that nobleman, 
in 1 634* was appointed Lord President of the principality 
of Wales. It was performed by three of his Lordship's 
children, before the Earl, at Ludlow Castle. — See the Works 
of tht present Earl of Bridgewater, 



make it possible for him even to counterfeit dul- 
ness. We must now take a slight glance at the 
poetry. 

The first piece, entitled the Veiled Prophet of 
Rhorassan, is the longest, and, we think, certainly 
not the best of the series. The story, which is not 
in all its parts extremely intelligible, is founded 
on a vision, in D'Herbelot, of a daring impostor 
of the early ages of Islamism, who pretended to 
have received a later and more authoritative 
mission than that of the Prophet, and to be des- 
tined to overturn all tyrannies and superstitions 
on the earth, and to rescue all souls that believed 
in him. To shade the celestial radiance of his 
brow, he always wore a veil of silver gauze, and 
was at last attacked by the Caliph, and extermi- 
nated with all his adherents. On this story Mr 
Moore has engrafted a romantic and not very 
probable tale : yet, even with all its faults, it pos- 
sesses a charm almost irresistible, in the volume 
of sweet sounds and beautiful images, which are 
heaped together with luxurious profusion in the 
general texture of the style, and invest even the 
faults of the story with the graceful amplitude of 
their rich and figured veil. 

« Paradise and the Peri ■ has none of the faults 
just alluded to. It is full of spirit, elegance, and 
beauty; and, though slight in its structure, breathes 
throughout a most pure and engaging morality. 

«• The Fire- worshippers » appears to us to be 
indisputably the finest and most powerful poem 
of them all. With all the richness and beauty of 
diction that belong to the best parts of Mokanna, 
it has a far more interesting story ; and is not 
liable to the objections that arise against the con- 
trivance and structure of the leading poem. The 
general tone of the Fire-worshippers is certainly 
too much strained, but, in spite of that, it is a 
work of great genius and beauty ; and not only 
delights the fancy by its general brilliancy and 
spirit, but moves all the tender and noble feelings 
with a deep and powerful agitation. 

The last piece, entitled • The Light of the 
Haram, » is the gayest of the whole ; and is of a 
very slender fabric as to fable or invention. In 
truth, it has scarcely any story at all ; but is 
made up almost entirely of beautiful songs and 
fascinating descriptions. 

On the whole, it may be said of • Lalla Rookh,* 
that its great fault consists in its profuse finery ; 
but it should be observed, that this finery is not 
the vulgar ostentation which so often disguises 
poverty or meanness— but, as we have before' 
hinted, the extravagauce of excessive wealth. Its 
great charm is in the inexhaustible copiousness of 
its imagery — the sweetness and ease of its diction 
— and the beauty of the objects and sentiments 
with which it is conceived. 



XXYI 



A SKETCH OF THOMAS MOORE. 



Whatever popularity Mr Moore may have ac- 
quired as the author of Lalla Rookh, etc., it is as 
the author of the > Irish Melodies • that he will go 
down to posterity unrivalled and alone in that 
delightful species of composition. Lord Byron 
has very justly and prophetically obser>'ed, that 
« Moore is one of the few writers who will survive 
the age in which he so deservedly flourishes. He 
will live in his * Irish Melodies' ; they will go down 
to posterity with the music ; both will last as long 
as Ireland, or as music and poetry.* 

If, indeed, the anticipation of lasting celebrity 
be the chief pleasure for the attainment of which 
poets bestow their labour, certainly no one can 
have engaged so much of it as Thomas Moore. 
It is evident that writers who fail to command 
immediate attention, and who look only to pos- 
terity for a just estimate of their merits, must 
feel more or less uncertainty as to the ultimate 
result, even though they should appreciate their 
own productions as highly as Milton his Paradise 
Lost ; while they who succeed iu obtaining a large 
share of present applause cannot but experience 
frequent misgivings as to its probable duration : 
prevailing tastes have so entirely changed, and 
works, the wonder and delight of one generation, 
have been so completely forgotten in the next, 
that extent of reputation ought rather to alarm 
than assure an author in respect to his future 
feme. 

But Mr Moore, independently of poetical 
powers of the highest order— independently of the 
place he at present maintains in the public esti- 
mation — has secured to himself a stronghold of 
celebrity as durable as the English tongue. 

Almost every European nation has a kind of 
primitive music, peculiar to itself; consisting of 
short and simple tunes or melodies, which at the 
tame time that they please cultivated and scien- 
tific ears, are the object of passionate and almost 
exclusive attainment by the great body of the 
people, constituting, in fact, pretty nearly the 
sum of their musical knowledge and enjoyment. 
Being the first sounds with which the infent 
is soothed in his nursery, with which he is lulled 
to repose at night, and excited to animation in 
the day, they make an impression on the imagina- 
tion that can never afterwards be effeced, and 
are consequently handed down from parent to 
child, from generation to generation, with as much 
uniformity as the family features and dispositions. 
It is evident, therefore, that he who first soccess- 
fnlly invests them with language becomes thereby 
hinuelf a component part of these airy existences, 
and commits his bark to a favouring wind, before 
which it shall pass on to the end of the stream of 
time. 

Without such a connexion as this vrith the na- 



tional music of Scotland, it seems to us, that Allan 
Ramsay's literary existence must have terminated 
its earthly career long since ; but, in the divine 
melody of « The Yellovo'hair'd Laddie,* he has se- 
cured a passport to future ages, which mightier 
poets might envy, and which will be heard and 
acknowledged as long as the world has ears to 
hear. 

This is not a mere fency of the uniniti^ited, 
or the barbarous exaggeration of a musical savage, 
who has lost hissenses at hearing Orpheus's hurdy- 
gurdy, because he never heard any thing better. 
One of the greatest composers that ever charmed 
the world — the immortal Haydn — on being re- 
quested to add symphonies and accompaniments 
to the Scotch airs, was so convinced of their du- 
rability, that he replied — • Mi vanto di qucsto 
lavoro, e per cio mi lusingo di vivere in Scoxia 
molti anni dopo la mia morte.» 

It is not without reason, therefore, that Mr 
Moore indulges in this kind of second-sight, and 
exclaims (on hearing one of his own melodies 
re-echoed from a bogle in the mountains of Kil- 
lamey). 

Oh, foffigive i^ while listening to music, whose bieath 
Seem'd to circle his name witli a charm against death. 
He should feel a proud spirit within him prodaiia. 
Even soshalt thoa live in the echoes of fame; 
Even, so, though thy mem'ry should now die away, 
*T will be caught up again in some happier day. 
And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong. 
Through the answering future, thy name and thy song ! 

In truth, the subtile essences of these tunes present 
no object upon which time or violence can act. 
Pyramids may moulder away, and bronzes be 
decomposed; but the breeze of heaven which 
fanned them in their splendour shall sigh around 
them in decay, and by its mournful sound awaken 
all the recollections of their former glory. Thus, 
when generations shall have sunk into the grave, 
and printed volumes been consigned to oblivion, 
traditionary strains shall prolong our poet's exisl- 
ence, and his future fame shall not be less certain 
than his present celebrity. 

Like the gale that sighs along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is the grateful breath of song. 

That once was heard in happier hours ; 
Fill'd with balm the gale sighs on. 

Though the flower* have sunk in death ; 
So when the Bard of Love b gone. 

Bis mem'ry lives in Music's breath! 

Almost every European nation, as we b^re 
observed, has its own peculiar set of popular 
melodies, differing as much firom each other in 
character as the nations themselves; but there 
are none more marked or more extensivdy 
known than those of the Scotch and Irish. 
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of thmb may be traced to a yery remote era ; 
while of otben the origin is scarcely known; and 
thia is the case, especially, with the airs of Ire- 
land. With the exception of those which were 
produced by Carolan, who died in 1 738, there 
ara few of which we can discover the dates or 



That many of these airs possess great beauty 
andpalhoa, no one can doubt who is acquainted 
widi the selections that have been made by Mr 
Moore; hot as a genus or a style, they also exhibit 
tha moet onequivocal proofs of a rude and barba- 
rooa origin ; and there is scarcely a more strik- 
ing instance of the proneness of mankind to exalt 
tha sopposed wisdom of their ancestors, and to 
lend a ready ear to the marvellous, than the ex- 
aggerated praise which the authors of this music 
haiTa obtained. 

It if natural to suppose that in music, as in all 
other arts, the progress of savage man was gra- 
dnal ; that there is no more reason for supposing 
haaboidd have discovered at once the seven notes 
of the scale, than that he should have been able 
at once to find appropriate language for all the 
nice distinctions of morals or metaphysics. We 
shall now pass to some interesting accounts of the 
Bardf of the « olden time,* which come within the 
seopc of oor subject when speaking of the present 
Ban! of Erin, and his « Irish Melodies.* 

Dr Barney observes, that « the first Greek mu- 
sicians were gods; the second, heroes; the third, 
bards ; the fourth, beggars ! » During the infancy 
of aosic in every country, the wonder and af- 
fections of the people were gained by surprise; 
but when musicians became numerous, and the 
art waa regarded of easier acquirement, they lost 
their £ivonr, and, from being seated at the tables 
of kings, and helped to the first cut, tbey were re- 
duced to the most abject state, and ranked amongst 
rognes and vagabonds. That this was the cause 
of the snpposed retrogradation of Irish music we 
shall now proceed to show, by some curious ex- 
tracts from contemporary writers. 

The Bards, the eariiest professors of whom we 
haTO not any account, having united to their ca- 
pacity of musicians the function of priests, could 
not firil to obtain for themselves^ in an age of 
ignorance and credulity, all the influence and 
respect which that useful and deserving class of 
men have never failed to retain, even among na- 
tions who esteem themselves the most enlight- 
ened. But the remotest period in which their 
character of musician was disengaged from that 
of priest is also the period assigned to the high- 
eat trinmph of their secular musical skill and re- 
spectability. • It is certain,* says Mr Bunting 
(in hia Historical and Critical Dissertation on the 
Harp), « that the further we explore, while yet any 



light remains, the more highly is Irish border min- 
strel^ extolled. 

« The oldest Irish tunes (says the same writer) 
are said to be the most perfect,* and history ac- 
cords with this opinion. Vin. Galilei, Bacon, 
Stanishurst, S|)enser, and Camden, in the 16th 
century, speak warndy of Irish version, but not 
so highly as Polydore Virgil and Major, in the 
i5th, Clynn, in the middle of the i4ih, or For- 
dun, in the i3th. As we recede yet further, we 
find Giraldus Cambrensis, G. Brompton, and John 
of Salisbury, in the 1 ath century, bestowing still 
more lofty encomiums ; and these, again, foiling 
short of the science among us in the nth and 
loth centuries. In conformity with this, Fuller, 
in his account of the Crusade conducted by God- 
frey of Bologne, says, « Yea, we might well think 
that all the concert of Christendom in this war 
would have made no music, if the Irish Harp had 
been wanting. ■ 

In those early times the Irish bards were in- 
vested with wealth, honours, and influence. 
They wore a robe of the same colour as that used 
by kings ;were exempted from taxes and plunder, 
and were billeted on the country finum Allhallow- 
tide to May, while every chief bard had thirty of 
inforior note under his orders, and every second- 
rate bard fifteen. 

John of Salisbury, in the 13 th century, says, 
that the great aristocrats of his day imitated 
Nero in their extravagant love of fiddling and 
singing ; « that they prostituted thrir favour by 
bestowing it on minstrels and buffoons; and 
that, by a certain foolish and shamefol munifi- 
cence, they expended immense sums of money on 
their frivolous exhibitions.* aTbe courts of 
princes,* says another contemporary writer, ■ ara 
filled with crowds of minstrals, who extort from 
them gold, silver, horses, and vestments, by their 
flattering songs. I have known some princes 
who have bestowed on these minstrals of the De- 
vil, at the very first word, the most curious gar- 
ments, beautifully onbroidered with flowers and 
pictures, which bad cost them twenty or thirty 
marks of silver, and which they had not worn 
above seven days ! » 

From the foregoing account, by Salisbury 
John, the twelfth century must, verily, have been 
the true golden age for the sons of the lyra ; who 
wera then, it seems, clothed in purple and fine 
linen, and fored sumptuously every day. It is 
true, they wera flatterars and parasites, and did 
■ dirty work* for it in those days; but, at any 
rate, princes wera then more generous to their 
poet-laureates, and the sackbut and the song 
were better paid for than in a simple butt of 
sack. 

According to Stowe, the minstral had still a 
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ready admU-Mon into the presence of kings in the 
1 4th century. Speaking of the celebration of the 
feast of Pentecost at Westminster, he says, « In 
the ^reat hall, when sitting royally at the table, 
with his peers abont him, there entered a woman 
adonied like a minstrel, sitting on a great horse, 
trapped as minstrels then used, who rode about 
the table showing pastime, and at length came 
up to the king's table, and laid before him a let- 
ter, and, forthwith turning her horse, saluted 
every one and departed : when the letter was 
read, it was found to contain animadversions on 
the king. The door-keeper, being threatened 
for admitting her, replied, that it was not the 
custom of the king's palace to deny admission to 
minstrels, especially on such high solemnities, and 
feast-days. • 

In Froissart, too, we may plainly see what ne- 
cessary appendages to greatness the minstrels 
were esteemed, and upon what fan^liar terms 
they lived urith their masters. When the four 
Irish kings, who had submitted themselves to 
Richard II of England, were seated at table, • on 
the first dish being served they made their min- 
strels and principal servants sit beside them, and 
eat from their plates, and drink from their 
cups.* Hie knight appointed by Richard to at- 
tend them having objected to this custom, on ; 
another day • ordered the tables to be laid outi 
and covered, so that the kings sat at an upper 
table, the minstrels at a middle one, and the ser- 
vant lower still. The royal guests looked at 
each other, and refused to eat, saying, that he 
deprived them of their good old custom in which 
they had been brought np.» 

However, in the reign of Edward II, a public 
edict was issued, putting a check upon this li- 
^nse, and limiting the number of minstrels to 
four per diem admissible to the tables of the 
great. It seems, too, that aboot this period the 
minstrels had tank into t kind of upper servants 
of the aristocracy: they wore their lord's livery, 
and sometimes ihaved the drown of their bends 
like monks.* 

When war and hunting formed almost the ex- 
clusive occupation of the great; when their sur- 
plus revenoet could only be employed in sup- 
porting idle retainers, and no better means could 
be devised for passing the long winter evenings 
than drunkenness and gambling, it may readily 
be conceived how welcome these itinerant musi- 
cians most have been in baronial halls, and how 
it must have flattered the pride of our noble an- 
cestors to listen to the eulogy of their own 
achievements, and the length of their own pedi- 
grees. 

Sir William Temple says, the great men of 
the Irish septs, among the many officers of their 



family, which continued always in the same races, 
had not only a physician, a huntsman, a smith, 
and such like, but a poet and a tale-teller. The 
first recorded and sung the actions of their ances- 
tors, and entertained the company at feasts; the 
latter amused them with tales when they were 
melancholy and could not sleep; and a very gal- 
lant gentleman of the north of Ireland has told 
me, of his own experience, that in his wolf-hnut- 
ings there, when he used to be abroad in the 
mountains three or four days together, and lay 
very ill a-nights, so as he could not well sleep, 
they would bring him one of these tale-tellers, 
that when he lay down would begin a story of a 
king, a giant, a dwarf, or a damsel, and such 
rambling stuff, and continue it all night long in 
such an even tone, that you heard it going on 
whenever you awaked, and believed nothing 
any physicians give could have so good and so 
innocent an effect to make men sleep, in any 
pains or distempers of body or mind.» 

In the reign of Elizabeth, however, civilization 
had so far advanced, that the music which had 
led away the great lords of antiquity no longer 
availed to delude the human understanding, or 
to prevent it from animadverting on the perni- 
cious effects produced by those who cultivated ! 
the tuneful art. Spenser, in his view of the state 
of Ireland, says, • There is amongst the Irish a 
certain kind of people called Bardcs, which are 
to them instead of poets, whose profession is to 
set forth the praises or dispraises of men in their 
poems or rithmes; the which are had in so high 
regard and estimation among them, that none 
dare displease them, for fear to run into reproach 
through their offence, and to be made infamous 
in the mouths of all men. For their verses are 
taken up with a general applause, and usually 
sung at all feasts and meetings by certain other 
persons whose proper function that is, who also 
receive for the same great rewards and reputa- 
tion amongst them. These Irish Bardes are, for 
the most part, so far from instructing young men 
in moral discipline, that themselves do more de- 
serve to be sharply disciplined ; for they seldom 
use to chuse unto themselves the doings of good 
men for the arguments of their poems ; but whom- 
soever they find to be most licentious of life, most 
bold and lawless in his doings, most dangerous 
and desperate in all parts of disobedience and 
rebellious disposition : him they set up and glo- 
rifie in their rithmes ; him they praise to the peo- 
ple, and to young men make an example to fol- 
low.* The moralizing poet then continues to 
show the ■ effect of evil things being decked with 
the attire of goodly words,* on the affections of 
a young mind, which, as he observes, « cannot 
rest;» for, « if he be not busied in some goodne.«s. 
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lie will find himself such business as shall soon 
boty all about him. In which, if he shall find 
any to praise him, and to give him encourage- 
maiit, as those Bardes do for Utile rtvoard, or a 
duuie of a stolen cow, then wazeth he most tnso- 
Imt, and half mad with the love of himself and 
hit own lewd deeds. And as for words to set 
forth snch lewdness, it is not hard for them to 
giva a goodly and painted show thereunto, bor- 
ronred even from the praises which are proper to 
vntne itself; as of a most notorious thief and 
wicked outlaw, which had lived all his life-time 
of spmls and robberies, one of their bardes in 
his praise will say, that he was none of the idle 
milksops that was brought up to the fire-side ; 
but that most of his days he 8|)ent in arms and 
Taiiant enterprises— that he did never eat his 
meat before he had won it with his sword ; that 
be lay not all night in slugging in a cabin under 
his aiantle, but used commonly to keep others 
waking to defend their lives \ and did light his 
candle at the flames of their houses to lead him 
io the darkness; that the day was his night, and 
the night his day; that he loved not to be long 
wooing of wenches to yield to him, but, where he 
eenie, he took by force the spoil of other men's 
love, and left but lamentation to their lovers ; 
that his music was not the harp, nor the lays of 
love, but the cries of people and the clashing of 
armour; and, finally, that he died, not bewailed 
of many, but made many wail when he died, that 
dearly bought his death. • 

It little occurred to Si)enser that, in thus re- 
probating these poor bards, he was giving an ad- 
mirable analysis of the machinery and efU'ects of 
aljnost all that poets have ever done! 

In i563 severe enactments were issued against 
these gentlemen, to which was annexed the fol- 
lowing — nitem, for that those rhymers do, by their 
ditties and rhymes, made to dyvers lordes and 
gentlemen in Ireland, in the commendacion and 
hi^he praise ofextorston, rebellion, rape, raven , and 
outkere injttstice, encourage those lordes and gentle- 
men rather to follow those vices than to live them, 
and for making of such rhymes, rewards are given 
by the said lordes and gentlemen; that for abo- 
lishinge of soo heynouse an abuse,* etc., etc. 

The feudal system, which encouraged the po- 
etical state of manners, and afforded the min- 
strels worthy subjects for their strains, received a 
severe blow from the policy pursued by Elisabeth. 
This was followed up by Cromwell, and consum- 
mated by King William, of Orange memory. 

More recently a Scotch writer ob<»erves, « lu 
Ireland the harpers, the original composers, and 
the chief depositories of that music, have, till 
lately, been uniformly cherished and supported 



by the nobility and gentiy. They endeavoured 
to outdo one another in playing the airs that 
were most esteemed, with correctness, and with 
their proper expression. The taste for that style 
of performance seems now, however, to be de- 
clining. The native harpers are not much en- 
couraged. A number of their airs have come 
into the hand.s of foreign musicians, who have 
attempted to fashion them according to the mo- 
del of the modern music ; and these acts are con- 
sidered in the country as capital improvements.* 

We have gone into the above details, not 
only because they are in themselves interest- 
ing and illustrative of the « Irish Melodies,* but 
because we fully coincide with the bard of 
« Childe Harold,* that the lasting celebrity of 
Moore will be found in his lyrical compositions, 
with which his name and fame will be insepar- 
ably and immortally connected. 

Mr Moore possesses a singular facility of seiz- 
ing and expressing the prevailing association 
which a given air is calculated to inspire in 
the minds of the greatest number of hearers, and 
has a very felicitous talent in making this disco- 
very, even through the envelopes of prejudice or 
vulgarity. The alchemy by which he is thus 
accustomed to turn dross into gold is really 
surprising. The air which now seems framed 
For the sole purpose of giving the highest effect 
to the refined and elegant ideas contained in the 
stanzas « i)ing, sing — music was given,* has for 
years been known only as attached to the words 
of, « Oh! whack! JUidy OTlanagan, etc.,* and the 
words usually sung to the tune of Cumilum are of 
the same low and ludicrous description. lie 
possesses, also, in a high degree, that remarkable 
gift of a poetical imagination, which consists in 
elevating and dignifying the meanest subjects on 
which it chuses to expatiate : 

As tbcy, who to their couch at uight 
Would welcome sleep, first quench the lij^lit. 
So must the hopes that keep this hrcust 
Awake, he quench'd, ere it can rest. 
Cold, cold mv heart must (jrow, 
Undianged by cither joy or woe, 
Like fieezini; founts, where all, that 's (tirowu 
Within their curient, turns to stone. 

The ingenuity with which the above simile is 
applied, is not more remarkable than the success 
with which the homely image of putting out the 
bed-candle before we sleep, is divested of every 
particle of vulgarity. 

In the same way, and with equal facility, the 
sudden revival of forgotten feelings, at meeting 
with friends from whom we have been long sepa- 
rated, is com|)ared to the discovering, by the 
application of heat, letters written invisibly with 
sympathetic ink : 
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What soften'd reiitembninces come o'er the heart 

In gaxioG on tboae we 've heen lott to to long! 
The sorrows, the joys, of whkfa once they were part. 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 
As letters some hand hath inTisihly traced. 

When held to the flame will steal out to the si|^t. 
So many a feeling that long seem'd effaced. 

The warmth of a meeting like this brings to light. 

• Rich and Rare,» taken music, words, and all, 
b worth an epic poem to the Irish nation, — sim- 
ple, tender, ele{; lut, sublime, it is the very essence 
of poetry and music ; — there is not one simile or 
conceit, nor one idle crotchet to be met with 
throughout. 

The musical as well as the poetical taste of the 
author is evident in every line, nor is one allowed 
to shine at the expense of the other. Moore has 
composed some beautiful airs, but seems shy of 
tncercising this faculty, dreading, perhaps, that 
success in that pursuit would detract from his 
poetical fame. The union of these talents is 
rare, and some have afKrmed that they even 
exclude one another. When Gretry visited 
Voltaire at Fcmey, the philosopher paid him a 
compliment at the expense of his profession : 
■ Vons ^tes musicien,* said Voltaire, « et vous 
aves de Tesprit : cela est trop rare pour que je 
ne prenne pas a vous le plus %'if inter^.* Nature 
certainly may be supposed not over-inclined to 
be prodigal in bestowing on the same object the 
several gifts that are peculiarly hers; but, as far 
as the assertion rests on experience, it is power- 
fully contradicted by the names of Moore and 
Rousseau. 

The late Mr Charles Wolfe, having both a lite- 
rary and a musical turn, occasionally employed 
liimself in adapting words to national melodies, 
and in writing characteristic introductions to po- 
pular songs. Being fond of ■ The Last Rose of 
.Summer* (Irish Mel. No V), he composed the fol- 
lowing tale for its illustration : 

■ This is the grave of Dermid : — He was the best 
minstrel among us all, — a youth of romantic ge- 
nius, and of the most tremulous, and yet the most 
impetuous feeling. He knew all our old nation- 
al airs, of every character and description : ac- 
cording as his song was in a lofty or a mournful 
strain, the village represented a camp or funeral ; 
but if Dermid were in his merry mood, the lads 
and lasses hurried into a dance, with a giddy and 
irresistible gaiety. One day our chiefiain com- 
mitted a cruel aud wanton outrage against one 
of our peaceful villagers. Derm id's harp was in 
his hand when he heard it :— with all the thought- 
lessness and independent sensibility of a poet's 
indignation, he struck the chords that never 
spoke vrithont response, and the detestation be- 
came universal. He was driven from amongst 



us by our enraged chief; and all his relations, and 
the maid he loved, attended the minstrel into the 
wide world. For three years there were no tid- 
ings of Dermid ; and the song and the dance were 
silent; when one of our little boys came running 
in, and told us that he saw our minstrel ap- 
proaching at a distance. Instantly the whole 
village was in commotion ; the youths and maid- 
ens assembled on tbe green, and agreed to cele- 
brate the arrival of their poet with a dance : they 
fixed upon the air he was to play for them ; it 
was the merriest of his collection; the ring was 
formed ; all looked eageriy to the quarter from 
which he was to arrive, determined to greet their 
favourite bard with a cheer. But they were 
checked the instant he appeared; he came slowly, 
and languidly, and loiteringly along ; his coun- 
tenance had a cold, dim, and careless aspect, 
very different from that expressive cheerfulness 
which marked his features, even in his more me- 
lancholy moments; his harp was swinging hea- 
vily upon his arm ; it seemed a burthen to him; 
it was much shattered, and some of the strings 
were broken. He looked at us for a few moments, 
then, relapsing into vacancy, advanced vrithout 
quidiening his pace, to his accustomed stone, 
and sate down in silence. After a pause, we ven- 
tured to ask him for his friends ; — he first Io<Aed 
up sharp in our fsces, next down upon his harp ; 
then struck a few notes of a wild and desponding 
melody, which we had never heard before ; but 
his baud dropped, and he did not finish it.— 
Again we paused : — then knowing well that, if 
we could give the smallest mirthful impulse to 
his feelings, hb whole soul would soon follow, 
we asked him for the merry air we had chosen. 
We were surprised at the readiness with which 
he seemed to comply; but it was the same wild 
and heart-breaking strain he had commenced. 
In fiict, we found that the soul of the minstrel 
had become an entire void, except one solitary 
ray that vibrated sluggishly through its very 
darkest part; it was like the sea in a dark calm, 
which you only know to be in motion by the 
panting which yon hear. He had totally for- 
gotten every trace of his former strains, not only 
those that were more gay and airy, but even 
those of a more pensive cast ; and he had gotten 
in their stead that one dreary simple melody ; 
it was about a Lonely Rose, that had outlived all 
its companions ; this he continued singing and 
playhag from day to day, until he spread an un- 
usual gloom over the whole village : he seemed 
to perceive it, for he retired to the church-yard, 
and continued repairing thither to sing it to the 
day of his death. The afflicted constantly re- 
sorted there to hear it, and he died singing it 
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10 a anid who^d lost ber lover. The orphans 
hive leamt it, and still chaant it over Dermid's 
grave.* 

• The Fadge Family in Paris- is a most humo- 
iws work, written partly in the style of « The 
l^vopeniiy-Post Bag.* These poetical epistles re- 
■iad mmy persons of the Bath Guide, bat a com- 
parifon can hardly be supported ; the plan of Mr 
UooffcTf work being less extensive, and the sub- 
ject HMNre ephemeral. We pity the man, however, 
who haa not felt pleased with this book ; even 
thoae who disapprove the author's politics, and 
hb treating Boyalty with so little reverence, must 
be bigotad and loyal to an excess if they deny 
kit wit and hnmonr. 

Mr Moore, in his preface to the « Loves of the 
Aagda,* states, that he had somewhat hastened 
Us pablication, to avoid the disadvantage of 
having his work appear after his friend Lord By- 
ron s • Heaven and Earth ;• or, as he ingeniously 
espvessea it, • by an earlier appearance in the 
literary horizon, to give myself the chance of what 
call a heliacal rising^ before the lo- 
in whose light I was to be lost» should 
appear.* This was an amiable, but by no means 
a reasonable modesty. The light that plays rouud 
Mr Moore's verses, tender, exquisite, and brilliaut, 
«aa in no danger of being extinguished even in 
the fallen glare of Lord Byron's genius. Ont* 
aught at well expect an aurora boreal is to be put 
oat by an eruption of Mount Vesuvius. Thougli 
both bright stars in the firmament of modem 
poetry, they were as distant and unlike as 8atuni 
and Mercury; and though their rising might be 
at the same time, they never moved in the same 
orb, nor met or jostled in the wide trackless way 
of fiincy and invention. 

Notwithstanding that these two poets in some 
■eoiare divided the public between them, yet 
it waa not the same public whose favour they 
sawally enjoyed in the highest degree. Though 
both read and admired in the same extended circle 
of taste and fiishion, each was the favourite of a 
totally difkerent set of readers. Thus a lover may 
pay the same attention to two different women ; 
hat he only means to flirt with the one, while the 
other is the mistress of his heart. The gay, the 
6ur, the witty, the happy, idolize Mr Moore'^ de- 
Ughtful muse, on her pedestal of airy smiles or 
traostent tears. Lord Byron's severer verse is 
enshrined in the breasts of those whose gaiety 
bas been turned to gall, whose fair exterior has a 
canker within — whose mirth has received a re- 
tmke as if it were folly, from whom happiness has 
ied like a dreum ! By comparing the odds upon 
Jie known chances of human life, it is no wonder 
Jiat the admirers of his lordship's works should 
l>e more numerous than those of his more agree- 



aUe rival. We are not going to speak of any pre- 
ference we may have, but we beg leave to make a 
distinction. The poetry of Moore is essentially that 
of fancy, the poetry of Byron that ofpoMsion, If 
there is passion in the effusions of the one, the 
fancy by which it is expressed predominates over 
it ; if fancy is called to the aid of the other, it is 
still subservient to the passion. Lord Byron's jests 
are downright earnest ; Mr Moore, when he is 
most serious, seems half in jest. The latter dallies 
and trifles with his subject, caresses and grows 
enamoured of it; the former grasped it eagerly to 
his bosom, breathed death upon it, and turned 
from it with loathing or dismay. The fine aroma 
that is exhaled from the flowers of poesy, every 
where lends its perfume to the verse of the bard 
of Erin. The noble bard (less fortunate in his 
muse) tried to extract poison from them. If 
Lord Byron cast his own views or feelings upon 
outward objects (jaundicing the sun), Mr Moore 
seems to exist in the delights, the virgin fencies of 
nature. He is free of the Rosicmcian society ; and 
in etherial existence among troops of sylphs and 
spirits, — in a perpetual vision of wings, flowers, 
rainbows, smiles, binshes, tears, and kisses. Every 
page of bis works is a vignette, every line that he 
writes glows or sparkles, and it would seem (to 
quote again the expres^ve words of Sheridan) 
! « as if his airy spirit, drawn from the sun, conti- 
nually fluttered with fond aspirations, to regain 
that native source of light and heat.* The worst 
is, our author's mind is too vivid, tooactive, to aaf> 
fera moment's repose. We are cloyed with sweet- 
ness, and dazzled with splendour. Every image 
must blush celestial rosy red, love's proper hoe — 
every syllable must breathe a sigh. A sentiment 
is lost in a simile— the simile is overloaded with 
an epithet. It is • like mom risen on mid-noon.* 
No eventful story, no powerful contrast, no mom/, 
none of the sordid details of human life — (all is 
etherial) ; none of its sharp calamities, or, if they 
inevitably occur, his muse throws a soft, glitter- 
ing, veil over them, 

Like moonlight on a troubled aea. 
Brightening the storm it cannot calm. 

We do not believe that Mr Moore ever writes a 
line that in itst^lf would not pass for poetry, that 
is not at least a vivid or harmonious conunon 
place. Lord Byron wrote whole pages of sullen, 
crabbed prose, that, like a long dreary road, how- 
ever, leads to doleful shades or palaces of the 
blest. In short Mr Moore's Parnassus is a bloom- 
ing Eden, and Lord Byron's a rugged wilderness 
of shame and sorrow. On the tree of knowledge 
of the fir»t you can see nothing but perpetual 
flowers and verdure ; in the last you see the naked 
stem and rough bark; but it heaves at intervals 
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with inarticalate throet, and yoa hear the ahrieks 
of a human voice within. 

Critically speaking, Mr Moore's poetry is chai^^ 
able with two peculiarities : first, the pleasure or 
interest he conveys to us is almost always derived 
from the first impressions or physical properties 
of objects, not from their connexion with passion 
or circumstances. His lights dazzle the eye, his 
perfumes soothe the smell, his sounds ravish the 
ear; but then they do so for and from themselves, 
and at all times and places equally — for the heart 
has little to do with it. Hence we observe a 
kind of fastidious extravagance in Mr Moore's 
serious poetry. Each thing roost be fine, soft, 
exquisite in itself, for it is never set off by reflec- 
tion or contrast. It glitters to the sense through 
the atmosphere of indifference. Our indolent 
loxurious bard does not whet the appetite by set- 
ting us to hunt after the game of human passion, 
and u therefore obliged to hamper us with dain- 
ties, seasoned with rich fsncy and the sauce pi" 
ifuante of poetic diction. Poetry, in his hands, 
becomes a kind of cosm^ic art — it is the poetry of 
the toilet. His muse must be as fine as the Lady of 
Loretto. Now, this principle of composition leads 
not only to a defect of dramatic interest, but also 
of imagination. For every thii^ in this world, the 
meanest incident or object, may receive a light and 
an importance from its association with other ob- 
jects, and with the heart of man ; and the variety 
thuscreated is endless as it is strikingand profound. 
But if we begin and end in those objects that are 
beautifulordazziing in themselves and at the first 
blush, we shall soon be confined to a human re- 
ward of selff leasing topics, and be both superficial 
and wearisome. It is the fault of Mr Wordsworth's 
poetry that he has perversely relied too much (or 
wholly) on this reaction of the imagination on sub- 
jects that are petty and repulsive in themselves, 
and of Mr Moore's, that he appeals too exclusively 
to the flattering support of sense and fancy. Se- 
condly, we have remarked that Mr Moore hardly 
ever describes entire objecti, but abstractq u ali- 
tiesof objecu. It is not a picture that he gives 
us, but an inventing of beauty. He takes a blush 
or a smile, and ruiu on whole stanzxs in ecsta- 
tic praise of it, and then diverges to the sound 
of a voice, and « discourses eloquent music ■ on 
the subject; but it might as well be the light of 
heaven that he is describing, or the voice of 



echo — We have uo human figure before as, no 
palpable reality answering to any substantive 
form or nature. Hence we think it may be ex- 
plained why it is that our author has so little 
picturesque effect — with such vividness of con- 
ception, such insatiable ambition after ornament, 
and such an inexhaustible and delightful play of 
fincy. Mr Moore is a colourist in poetry, a mu- 
sician also, and has a heart full of tenderness and 
susceptibility for all that is delightful and amia- 
ble in itself, and that does not require the ordeal 
of suffering, of crime, or of deep thought, to stamp 
it with a bold character. In this we conceive 
consists the charm of bis poetry, which all the 
world feels, but which it is difficult to explain 
scientifically, and in conformity to trcnscendaiu 
rules. It has the charm of the softest and most 
brilliant execution; there is no wrinkle, no defor- 
mity on its smooth and shining surface. It has 
the charm which arises from the continual de- 
sire to please, and from the spontaneous sense 
of pleasure in the author's mind. Without be- 
ing gross in the smallest degree, it is voluptuous 
in the highest. It is a sort of sylph-like spiritu- 
alized sensuality. So far from being licentious io 
his Lai la Rookh, Mr Moore has become moral 
and sentimental (indeed he was always the last), 
and tantalizes his yuung and fair readers with 
the glittering shadows and mystic adumbra- 
tions of evanescent delights. He, in fine, in his 
courtship of the Muses, resembles those lovers 
who always say the softest things on all occasions; 
who smile with irresistible good humour at their 
own success ; who banish pain and truth from 
their thoughts, and who impart the delight they 
feel in themselves unconsciously to others ! Mr 
Moore's poetry is the thornless rose — its touch is 
velvet, its hoe vermilion, and its graceful form is 
cast in beauty's mould. Lord Byron's, on the 
contrary, is a prickly bramble, or sometimes 
a deadly upas, of form uncouth and uninviting, 
that has its root in the clefts of the rock, and its 
head mocking the skies, that wars with the than- 
der-cloud and tempest, and round which the loud 
cataracts roar. 

We here conclude our sketch of 

Aoacreon Mooce, 
To whom the Lyir and Laardk have been give i, 
With all the trophies of triomphant aong — 
He won them tveU, and may he wear them hmg ! 
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LALLA UOOKH. 



Irrmth vMr of tii« reign of Auran(>iebe, Abdalla, 

tiiT Lrmer Bucharia, a lineal drxrcndant from 

u Zu^iis liaviug ahdicalfd the throne in farour 

>«. trt oai on a pilgrimage to ilie thrine of the 

• : I and. patMng into India through thedelight- 
rr of (lashmere, rested for a diort time at Delhi 
>iT He wax mfertained by Aurangxebe in a ktyle 
1161 nil hotpitality, worthy alike of the Tisitor 

Iwnt, aaA was afterwards escorted with the same 
«r In Sural, where he embarked for Arabia. 
^ *uy of the royal pilgrim at Delhi, a marriage 
"^ apon becwren the prince, his son, and the 
A <Uu(r|iirr of the emperor, Lalla Rookh ; < — a 
' <f«^<nbrd by the poets of her lime, as more 
■1 ihsn Leila, fi) Shirine, (3) Dewilde, (4) or any 
' lMToior« wlioiie nameM and loves embellish the 
F ^fT^x and llindostan. It was intended that the 

• «^oiJd he ceh^brated at Cashmere ; where the 
iiBf:. aft MKMi as the cares of empire would per- 

• 10 meet, for the first time, his lordy bride, 
*t « ff-w moQihs' repose in that enchanting 
vwdori her nrer the nowy hills into Bucharia. 
^v of Lalla Bookh's departure from Delhi was as 
I a.% uimiliinc and pageantry could make it. The 

an>1 batlvt were all covered with the richest 
. hundreds of gilded baijjes upon the Jumna 

• iih thnr banners shining in tlie water, while 
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through the streets groups of beautiful children went 
strewing the most delicious flowers around, as in that 
Persian festival called the Scattering of the Bases;' till 
every part of the city was as fragrant as if a caravan of 
musk from Kholen had pasted tlirough it. The Princess, 
liaving taken leave of her kind fothcr, who at parting 
hung a cornelian of Yemen round her neck, on which 
was inscril>ed a verse from the Koran, — and liaving sent 
a considerable present to the Fakirs, who kept up the 
Perpetual Lamp in her sister's tomb, meekly ascended 
the palankeen prepared for her; and, while Aurungiebe 
stood to take a laai look from his balcony, the procawion 
naoved slowly on tlie road to Lahore. 

Seldom had llw Eastern world teen a cavalcade so 
superb. From the gardens in the suburbs to the impe- 
rial palace, it was one unbroken line of splendour. The 
gallant appearance of the Bajas and Mogul lords, dis- 
tinguished by tlmse insignia of the emperor's favour, (5) 
the feathers of the egret of Cashmere in their lurbaDS, 
and the small silver-rimmed kettledrums at tlie liowsof 
their saddles; — the costly armour of their cavaliers, who 
vied, on this occasion, with the guards of the gn*al Ke- 
dcr Khan, (6) in llie brightness of their silver battlc-aics, 
and the maasincM of their maces of gold ; — the glittering 
of tlie gilt pine^ipples (7) on the tops of the palankeens; — 
the embroidered trappings of the elephants, hearing tm 
their barks small turrets, in the sha|Mr of little antique 
temples, vrithin which the ladies of Lalla Bookh lay. a* 
it were, emhrioed ; — the rose-coloured veils of the Prin- 
cess's own siimptuom litter. (S) al iIm* front of which a fair 
young f«>male slave sat fanning lier(o) through the cur- 
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tains, with fealhere of the Argus pheasant's wing; — 
and the lowly troop of the Tartarian and Cashmcruin 
maids of honour, whom the young king had sent to 
accompany his hride, and who rode on each side of the 
litter, upon small Arabian horses; — all was brilliant, 
tasteful, and magnificent, and pleased even the critical 
and fastidious Fadladucn, groat Naiir or Chamberlain 
of the liaram, who was borne in his palankeen imme- 
diately after the Princess, and considered himself not 
the least important penonage of the pageant. 

Fadladcen was a judge of every thing, — from the 
penciling of a Circas<uan's eye-liils to the deepest ques- 
tions of science and literature ; from the mixture of a 
conserve of rose-leaves to tlie composition of an epic 
poem : and such influence had his opinion upon the 
various tx<«tes of the iLiy, that all the cooks and poets of 
Delhi stood in awe of him. His ]>olitical conduct and 
opinions were foiindetl upon that line of Sadi, — 
• Should the prince at noon-day say, It is night, declare 
that you behold the moon and stars. • —And his seal for 
religion, of which Auningze1)e was a munificent pro- 
tector, ( lo) was about as disinterested as that of the gold- 
smith who fell in lo\e with the diamond eyes of the 
idol (i of Jaghemaut. 

During the first days of their journey, I^Ua Rookh, 
who had passed all hrr life within the shadow of the 
rovnl gardens of Delhi, (12) found enough in the beauty 
of the scenerv through which they imminI to interest her 
mind and delight her imagination; and when, at even- 
ing or in the Iieat of the day, they turned off from the 
high road to those retired and romantic places which 
had been seWtcd for her enrampmenis, — sometimes 
on the lianks of a small rivulet, as clear as the waters of 
the Lake of Pearl ; (i3) sometimes uuder the sacred shade 
of a Banyan-tree, from which the view opened upon a 
glade covered with antelopes; and often in those hid- 
den, embowered spots, described hy one from the Isles 
of the Wcst,(i.^) as • places of melancholy, delight, and 
safety, where all the company around was wild peacocks 
and turtle-doves;*— she felt a charm in these scenes, so 
lofvely and so new to her, which, for a time, made her 
indiffierent to every other amusement. But Lalla Rookh 
was young, and the young love variety; nor could the 
eoovemation of her ladies and the great chamlierlain, 
Fadbdeen (the only persons, of courae. admitted to her 
pavilion), sufficiently enliven those many vacant hours, 
which were devoted neither to the pillow nor the palan- 
keen. There was a little Persian slave who sung sweetly 
to the Vina, and who, now and then, lulled the Princes 
to sleep with the .incicnt ditties of her country, about 
the loves of Wamak and Ezra, ( 1 .*•) the fair-liaired Zal and 
his mistress Rodahver; (16) not forgetting the combat of 
Rnstam with the terrible White Demon. (17) At other 
times she was amused by tliose graceful dancing-giris of 
Delhi, who had been permitted by the Bramins of the 
Great Pagoda to attend her, much to the horror of the 
good MussuluMn Fadladcen, who could sec nothing 
graceful or agreeable in idolators, and to whom the 
Ycry tinkling of their golden anklets (18) was an abo- 
mination. 

But these and many other diversions were repeated 
till they lost all their diarm, and the nights and noon-* 
dap were beginning to move heavily, when, at length, 
it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by 
the bridegroom, was a young poet of Cashmere, much 
celebrated throughout the valley for his manner of 



reciting the stories of the East, on whom his royal master ■ 
had conferred the privilege of being admitted to the 
pavilion of the Princess, that he might help to begnilr 
the tediousncfls of the journey by some of his mott 
agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet, Fadladecn 
elevated his critical eye-brows, and, having refreshed 
his faculties with a dose of that delicious opium (19) 
which is distilled from the black poppy of the Thebais, 
gave orders for the minstrd to be fbrtliwith introdoced 
into the presence. 

The PrinccM, who had once in her life seen a poet 
from behind the screens of gau/e in her father's hall, 
and had conceiveil from tliat specimen no very favour- 
able ideas of the casie, expected but litde in this nev 
exhibition to interest her; — she felt inclined however 
to alter her opinion on the very first appearance of 
Feramorz. He was a youth about Lalla Rookh's own 
age, and graceful as that idol of women, Crishna,* (10)— 
such as he appears to their young imaginations, beroic. 
beautiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and ex- 
alting the religion of hiii worshippers into love. Hi» 
drew was simple, vet not without some marks of cost- 
liness ; and the ladies of the Princess were not long in 
discovering tliat the cloth, which encircled his liigli 
Tartarian cap, was of the most delicate kind that the 
shawl-gfNits of Tibet (31) supply. Here and there, too- 
over his vest, ^%hich was confined by a flowered girdle of 
Kashan, hung strings of fine pearl, disposetl with an air 
of studied nq;ligencc ; — nor did the exquisite embroidery 
of his xandals escape the nliservation of these fair critics: 
who, however they might give way to Fadladem upon 
the unimportant topics of religion and government, bad 
the spirit of martyrs in every thing relating to such mo- 
mentous matters as jewels and embroidery. 

For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recitation 
hy music, the young Cashmcrian held in his hand a 
kitar; — such as, in old times, the Arab maids of the 
West used to listen to by moonhght in the gardens of 
the Alhambra — and having premised, with much bn- 
militv, that the story he was about to relate was founded 
on the adventures of tliat Veiled Prophet of KhoraanD. 
who, in the year of the Uegira i63, created such alarm 
throughout the eastern empire, mode an obeiaanoe to 
the Princess, and thus began : — 



THE VEILED PROPHET OF 
RHORASSAN. * (aa) 



In that delightful Province of the Sun, 
The first of Persian lands he shines upon. 
Where, all the loveliest children of his beam, 
Flowrets and fruits blush over every stream, (a}) 
And, direst of all streams, the Murga roves 
Among Merou's ^ bright pabces and groves; — 
There on that throne, to which the blind belief 
Of millions raisetl him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 
The Great Mokanna. O'er his fe.itures hung 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had flung 



* Tbe ladiaa Apollo. 

* KbonuiD tlgBtfiec !■ tiMoM Penlaa Uogaafe, Pro? iBce < 
qIob of the Saa.— Sir W. Jusk«. 

* Ooe of the royal ciiiet of Uorsnsa. 
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ThB-k.dl) wbmdawfllliK Houi 



■t*** 'mwwi— tone rqaipp'd. fur ipaml. 
b lbralni»> dial Uaom -on lun'i riven | (17) 
kry «■«« atofi la monnoi; • hisiDi 



k,Ei™i«Bn«. 

IMta BB^ like >:i<l'l [1 elnaulhal gkiw 
< ^l^^^titu^_ tJiibeo'LT tbe pninp Mow.- 

AmbihIw b«( Hoinm Liari>fli«nl fouihmt 
fchiW4f ikvliglil xxM could liiwi, 
JMfcelMiH, TDur Proplwi'i HHriaB nund I 
d iheafhl cDOnaiiuaEvd ^m ahott 
' ' ' alRn -wilh ifaapa afloie 

il. itMI the uoii! 1ip> lad fvei 



Ijktf tuU|h-bi9dt, (39) of dif^nml tlupfl and dyoi, 
bcodia^ ]>i'ncatlL ilicTDTaiWoWtti-wind*! tij^htf 

Aiuk blood tDiTHl, oi gcnuioe .md diviiK,-^ 
WI141 iiiiulJD|r iTuniirkry -of God^« ova pouer 

Haiii [lie bold Pnpbci pluin'd lo grttt ihii iumtl 

Yon HnrriDF-yDulh. ulnDcillBfraii] ihs crowd, 
Viih *il<cr boH, Willi Iwll oF Lntdcc'd cn|U. 
And Fur-Kound bonncl of Duchiriu iluipe. [io) 
ite\f bcauliful in fnnn lad er*. 



Tlul ynulh tn-diy.— 1 ]iro«lfU!, vorlli I 
fjf coolLTipiriband loit -pnclucd wnrdi 
la come 10 join, nil bniirry tad belief, 
Tlic creed lad (UDdinl of ihe flcanrn-H 



(If olorioiHCrHM. DOT feci 
>>i| witliiD bim 1 *ha, 
»lk wben Libmy 111 



■ull. half^biit ffmra ol 
.r^ . UonB, .Od Auk'. 

■ pM nofik* of ihe Ask 



■ liy Ibit poptADI DOW? ihit Ann'd Arraj 
iBBph iToinli )he rich Dinn lo-diy 
vSia'd Wadt, of every bue and race, 
bcfcn ikai TriTd and iKfu] hcc. 



God-like bruliiineiin llie air. 
Which mufely udd Iier ipiril had be« lliitrcl 
\dI he, ihal yodlliM wamnr.— DO, too well 

And, now reluming lo hit oarn •lear laari, 
}'ull of ihoae dreanu of good tlialt-ninl] enai, 
llauDl Ibc youD); iican; — proud newt of liuoiaa-kinl 
Ofmen 10 flodi culledud Kfioadi— 
Fibe Tiewa, like ihx horiioo't fiilr jLivil. 
Wheneanli aiid beaien bu jMHI aba, lo umci;— 

To rifllil llie naliona. and beheld, coildaird 
■ hlle dag Mokaana't bo<l unfarl'd. 
ildiof 4Uliahiiic, yfp> 



m failh, Il 






Thai fonghl bcnealh thai banDer'i tarred leu. 

ubiy rduni — krihitwariil undllwaaii: 
dill Faiikwilh liertaiDOlh handagii biwi 
devoutly -willing lo be blind. 



In Vinur 
Willi livr 



■rlien 






:liliebcndahiiknei 



lofree 



Of all .-jri!/' 



primal nlorica buck a^in ^ 

Bff Aiim knell, ihai modey crowd 

■( \\\,i'- eclmino lontt ud loud, 
While Iii^li ID nil luivi' ihe Propliei'a head. 

\V>.r.). likelll,MMII,>ollh. ..I.K.-hirdilh.iifall 

The nyinc Ihrooc of tur-uui-hl Soliman ! (1 1) 
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Tlicnthitthe^toke: — «S€ru4{er, though new the frame 

Tliy toul inlMbiti now, I've track'd its flAme 
. For many an age,' in every chance and change 

i)f that Existence, ihnmgh whoae varied range, — 
* .is ihrou(>h a torch-race, where, from hand to hand 
■ The flying youths transoiit their shining brand, — 
I From frame to frame the unextinguish'd soul 

Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal ! 

« Nor think 't is only the gross Spirits, warm'd 
i Witli dtttkier fire and for earth's medium fbrm'd, 
I That run this coarse ; — Beings, the most divine. 

Thus deign through dark mortaUty to shine. 
. Such was the Essence that in Adam dwelt, 
: To which all Heaven, except the Proud One, knelt:' 
'; Such the rvfined Intelligence that glow'd 
j In Mouasa's frame; — and, thence descending, flow'd 
; Through many a prophet's breast; (3a) — in Issa ^ shone 
[ And in Mohammed bum'd ; till, hastening on, 
i (As a bri^t river that, from fall to fall 
; In many a maie descending, bright through all, 
i Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth pass'd, 
I In one full lake of light it rtesis at last !) 
' That Holy Spirit, setding calm and free 

From lapse or shadow, centres all in me !•» 



I 



Again, tliroughout the assembly at these words. 
Thousands of voices rung; the warriors' swords 
Were pointed up to heaven ; a sudden wind 
In the open banners play'd, and from behind 
These Persian hangings, that but ill could screen 
The Uaram's loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving cmbroidei'd scarves, whose motion gave 
A perfume forth ;— like those the Uouris wave 
When beckoning to their bowers the Immortal Brave. 

« But these,* pursued the Chief, « are truths sublime. 
That claim a holier mood and calmer time 
Tlian cirth allows us now; — this sword must first 
The darkling prison-house of mankind burst. 
Ere Peace can visit them, or Truth let in 
Her wakening da3^ight on a world of sin \ 
But then, celestial warriors, then, when all 
Earth s slirines and thrones before our banner fall ; 
When the glad slave shall at these feet Uy down 
His broken chain, tlie tyrant lord hb crown. 
Hie priest liis hook, the conqueror his wreath. 
And from ibc lips of Trutli one mighty breath 
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breese 
That whole tbrk pile of human mockeries; — 
Then shall the reign of Mind commence on earth. 
And starting fresh, as from a second birth, 
3lan, in ihc siinsliine of the world's new spring. 
Shall walk transparent, like some holy thing ! 
Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow 
Shall cam the Veil, that hides ils splendours now, 
And gladdened Earth shall, throuffh lier wide expanse, 
Bask in the glories of this countenance ! 



{ •> For ihce. young warrior, welcome !— thou hast yet 

j Some ta»ks to learn, some frailties to forget, 

I 

I * TW iraauiigratioa of i««b was •■• of hU docuioM. — So« 

* ■ -lad wWo mr kaidaalo ilwaogeli, Woribip .idaoi. they all wor- 

■Upfwd Ma n<«p« EMU (l^orlfer). wko i«fa«wl.< > nte ICaraa. ck. li. 
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Erv the white war-plume o'er thy brow can wave;— 

But, once my own, mine all till in the gnve!* 

The pomp is at an end, — the crowds an i 

Each car and heart still haunted by the lone 

Of that deep voice, which thrill'd like Alla's 

The young all dazzled by the plumes and lances, 

Tlio flittering throne, and Haram's half-caught glances; , 

The old deep pondering on the promised reign 

Of i>eacc and truth ; and all the female train 

Ready to risk tlieir eyes, could they bat gaze 

A moment on that brow's miraculous blaie! 



But there was one among the chosen maids 
Wlio blusli'd behind the gallery^s silken shades, — 
(hie, to whose soul the pageant of to-day 
Has been like death ; — you saw her pale dismay. 
Ye wondering sisterhood, and heard the bunt 
Of exclamation from her lips, when first 
She saw that youth, too well, too dearly known, 
Sileutly kneeling at the Prophet's throne. 

Ah Zelica ! there wn$ a time, when bli« 
Shone o'er thy heart from every look of his; 
When but to see him, hear him, breathe the air 
In which he dwell, viras thy soul's fondest prayer! 
When round him hung such a perpetual ^lell, 
Whate'cr he did, none ever did so well. 
Too happy days ! when, if he touch'd a flower. 
Or gem of thine, 't was sacred from that hour; 
When thou didst study liim till every tone 
And gesture and dear look became thy own, — 
Thy voice like his, the changes of his foce 
In thine nrUected with still lovelier grace. 
Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraught 
With twice the aerial sweetness it had brought! 
Yet now lie comes — brigliter than even he 
E'er beam'd before, — but ah! not bri^t for thee; 
Xo — dread, juiriook'd-fbr, Uke a visitant 
From the other world, he comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight, 
l«oog loat to all but Memory's aching sight :— 
Sad dreams! as when the Spirit of our Youth 
Returns in sleep, ^larkling with all tlie truth 
And innocence once ours, and leads us back, 
In mournful mockery, o'er the diining track 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 
Of hope and peace we 've lost upon tlie way ! 

Once bappy pair! — in proud Bokhara's groves. 
Who had not heard of their first youthful loves I 
Bom by that ancient flood,* which from its spring 
In the Dark Moontains swiftly wandering, 
Enrich'd by every pilgrim brook that shines 
With relics from Bucharia's ruby mines. 
And, lending to the Gispian half iu strength. 
In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length ; — 
There, on the banks of that bright river horn. 
The flowers, that hung above the wave at mom, 
Blesft'd not the waters as thev niurniur'd bv. 
With holier scent and lustre, than the sigh 

' The .iJBOo, nLirli rise* ia the BalarTai;, or Dark SkMataiai. 
aa<l niaaiag acorljr fraai eoM to «t«»t. tpliu laio ma bra adna. oaa of 
which (alU iato ihr iMpiaa bra. aad the other iaio Aral 5ahr, 
or iha Lake of Eaglet. 



\ 



LALLA ROOKH. 



of fine affcciioa can 
ir Tnm^'% HBOoth cumtlC at it pMt'd ! 
i ww a r b 'd this ▼iuoo— fir away 
f nod CTHk. aamoMiD'd In joio the array 
• mtrnan on ibe hilb of Thrace, 
h •'VctioBcerf hn sylvan dwdlin^-place 
■•V imf and w-&eld'« deathful claab, — 
I « %mrr-t glancca for the flash 
D « ikl-6re, — and Love's i;cntle chains 
.u^ Uwoda^ on lyiantiiun's plains. 

«f Ilt mnath. in widowhood of sool 
thr ouMlcfi saw two summers roll 
ft 4way — but ah ! how cold and dim 
.ahrr suns, when not beheld with him ! 
r vt ume ill-oiDen'd rumours came 
«-UMi^ue», muttering the sick man's name, 
e dM» ; at length, those sounds of dread 
Tiafi ••D her soul, • Aiim is dead !■ 
i>r\i*nil all other griefs, when fate 
a the young heart lone and desolate 
^ wtdil. witliout tliat only tie 
S II loved to liv«^or feared to die ;— 
Tkr hon^-up lute, that ne'er hath spoken 
tad day itt master-chord was broken ! 

aud. the sorrow of her soal was such, 
tcm Mighfed sunk beneath its touch ; 
<n. •rrt loog. ber sanguine spirit rose 
^ int dead prcwure of its woes, 
^rilth and bloom retum'd, llie delicate chain 
ic tiBre tangl«d, never cleared again. 
*-ly mft as in youth's happiest day, 
'*.nMn tiill all there, but tum'd astray ; — 
no^ Uark, upon whose pathway slione 
0^ t^aven, except the guiding ons ! 
K«iitU«l, Day, much and brightly smiled, 
li I lustre, strange, unreal, wild ; 
^ ih^ sung to her lute's touching strain, 
it the Bote4. half ecstacy, half pain, 
«! * unrr«. crc her soul depart, 
laqonh'd by some minstrel's powi-rfiil art, 
ufBia the lute whose sweetness broke her heart ! 



■v the ntopd in whirh that mission found 
Atr^, — that mission, which around 
Km world, in every rvgion blita'd 
'flkjn'* smile, sought out its loveliest, 
that gaUvy of lips and eyes, 
iir Veil d Propliet destined for the skies ! — 
b ^ek welcome as a spark receives 
'm a bed of autumn's withered leaves, 
« Ule of these enthusiasts find 
)id oiaidrn's sorrow-blighted mind. 
I nocr the madd'niug leal she caught ; — 
Paradnr ! blest, rapturous thought ; 
Kd bride, in heaven's eternal dome, 
hrivr Tooth — ha ! durst they say • of foaie.'* 
ibr our. one only object traced 
rttt'% core mo Jeep to be effiiccd : 
• Ivne memory. fri>sh as life, is twined 
Tt broken link nf her lost mind ; 
nap* livps, ihnugh llcason's »elf U* wnrkM. 
4 ihi- rums of her intellect { 

« TW •ifhiisfsl*. 



Alas, poor Zdica \ it needed all 
The fontasy, which held thy mind in thrall. 
To sec in that gay Uaram's glowing maids 
A sainted colony for Eden's shades ; 
Or dream that he, — of whose imholy flame 
Thou wert too soon the victim, — shining came 
From Paradise, to people its pure sphere 
With souls like thine, which he hath ruin'd hare ! 
No — had not Reason's light totally set. 
And left tliee dark, thou hadst an amulet 
In the loved image, graven on thy heart. 
Which would liave saved tbue from the tempter's art, 
And kept alive, in all its bloom of breath, 
That purity, whose fading is love's death ! — 
But lost, inflamed, — a restless seal took place 
Of the mild virgin's still and feminine grace ; — 
Firat of the Prophet's fovouritcs, proudly first 
In seal and charms, — too well the Impostor nuned 
Iter soul's delirium, in whose active flame. 
Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant frame. 
He saw nioru potent sorceries to bind 
Tu his dark yoke the spirits of mankind, 
)lore subtle chains tlian hell itself e'er twined. 
No art was sparu<l, no witchery ; — all the skill 
His demons taught him was employ'd to fill 
Her mind with gloom and ccstacy by turns — 
That gloom, through which Frenzy but fiercer bums ; 
That ecstacy, which from the depth of sadness 
Glares like the maniac's moon, whose light is madness. 

'T was from a brilliant banquet, where the sound 
Of poesy and music breathed around, 
Togethur picturing to her mind and ear 
The glories of that heaven, her destined sphere, 
WluTc all was pure, where every stain that lay 
Upon the Hpirit's light should pass away. 
And, realizing more than youthful love 
E'er wish'd or dream'd, she tkhould for ever rove 
Tliruugh fields of fragrance by her Aiim's side. 
His own blcM'd, purifietl, eternal bride ! — 
'T was from a scene, a witching trance like this, 
lie hurrie«I her away, yet bn-alhing hlias. 
Til ihv dim charnel-luiUM.- ; through all its s t e a m s 
Of (I.imp and death, Ifd only by thoMe gleams 
Which foul G>rruption lights, as with design 
To kIiow the gay and proud sAe too can sliine!— 
And, passing on through upright ranks of dead, 
Which to tlie maiden, doubly erased by dread, 
Seem'd, through the bluish deatli-light round them cast, 
To move their lips in mutleriii);* as slie pass'd — 
There, in the awful place, wlien each had quaff d 
And pleilge<l in silcuiv such a fearful draught. 
Such — oh ! tlie look and taste of lliat re«l bowl 
Will haunt luT till hhc dies — he bound ber soul 
By a dark oath, in hell's own language framed, 
Nocr, while eartli hi<« mptic presence cUim*d, 
While the blue arch of day hung o'er them both, 
Nocr, by that all-imprecating oadi. 
In joy or Mtrrow from his side to sever. — 
She »>%ore, ami tlie wi<le cliarnel echoed, • Never, never!* 

From that dread hour, entindy, wildly given 
To him and — slie believed, lost maid '—to Heaven, 
Her hniin, lier heart, lier paimions all inllanie<l. 
How proud »lie stu<Ml, when in full llaram tuoKit 
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The Prie&tess of the Faith '.—how flath'd her eyet 

With light, alas ! that was not of tlie skies, 

When ronn<l, in trances only less than hers, 

She saw the Haram kneel, lier prostrate worsliippen ! 

Well mi|;lit Mokanna think that form alone 

Had spells enough to make the world his own : — 

Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's play 

Gave motion, airy as the dancing spray. 

When from its stem the small bird wings away ! 

Lips in whose rosy labyrinth, when she smiled, 

The soul was lost ; and blushes, swift and wild 

As are the momentary meteors sent 

Across the uncalm, but beauteous firmament. 

And then her look I — oh ! where 's the heart so wise, 

Gould unbewilder'd meet those matchless eyes ^ 

Quick, restless, strange, but exquisite withal, 

Like those of angels, just before their fall ; 

Now shadow'd with the shames of earth — now crocs'd 

By glimpseft of the heaven her heart had lost ; 

In every glance there broke, without control. 

The (lashes of a bright but troubled soul, 

Where sensibility still wihlly play'd. 

Like lightning, round the ruins it had made ! 

And such was now young Zelica — so changed 
From her who, some yean since, delighted ranged 
The almond groves that shade Bokhani's tide. 
All life and bliss, with Azim by her side ! 
So alter'd was she now, this festal day, 
When, 'mid the proud Divan's dazzling array, 
The Tuiion of that Youth, whom she had loved, 
And wept as dead, before her breathed and moved ; — 
When — bright, she thought, as if from Eden's track 
But half-way trodden, he had wander'd back 
Again to earth, glistening with Kden's Ught — 
Uer beauteous Azim shone before her sight. 

Oh Reason ! who diall say what spells renew, 
WTien least we look for it, thy broken clew ! 
Through what small vistas o'er the darken'd brain 
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again ; 
And how, like forts, to which beli;aguerers win 
Unhope<I-for entrance through some friend within. 
One clear idea, wuken'd in the breast 
By Memory's magic, letA in all the rest ! 
Would it were thus, unhappy girl, with thee ! 
But, though light came, it came but partially ; 
Enough to show the maze in which thy sense 
Wander'd aliout, but not to guide it thence ; 
Enough to glimmer o'er the yawning wave. 
But not to point the harbour which might save. 
Hours of delight and pcice, long left behind, 
With that dmr form came rushing o'ur her mind ; 
Bat oh ! to think how deep her soul had gone 
In shame and f.ilsdiood itince those moments shone ; 
And then her oalh — there madness lay again. 
And, shuddering, back she sunk into her chain 
Of mental darkness, as if bless'd to flee 
From light, whose every glim|Me was agony ! 
Yet, one relief this glance of former ye:irs 
Brought, mingled with iu pain,— teant, fliKxis of tears. 
Ixmg frozen at lier heart, but now like rills 
Let loose in sprin^j-time from the snowy hilU. 
And gushing wann, after a sleep of frosi. 
Through v;tll(*\h whrrf llieir flow li.id Ion-; been hiM ! 



Sad and subdued, for the first time her frame 
Trembled with horror, wlien tlie summons came 
(A summons proud and rare, which all but the. 
And she, till now, had lieard with ecslacy). 
To meet Mokanna at his place of pmyor, 
A garden oratory, cool and fair, 
By the stream's side, where still at close of day 
The l^ruphet of the Veil retired to pray ; 
Sometimes alone — but oftener far, with one. 
One chosen nymph to sliare his orison. 

Of late none found such favour in his si(;ht 
As tlie young Priestess ; and though, since tliat night 
Wlien the death-CJivems echoed every tone 
Of the dire oath tlut made her all his own, 
The Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize, 
ILid, more than once, thrown off his soul's disguise, 
And utter'd such unheavenly, monstrous tilings, 
As even across the desperate wanderings 
Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out. 
Threw st;irtling sliadows of dismay and doubt j— 
Yet z»il, ambition, her tremendous vow. 
The thought, still haunting her, of tliat bright brow 
Whose blaze, as yet from mortal eye conceal'd. 
Would soon, proud triumph ! be to her reveal'd, 
To her alone ; and tlien the hope, most dear, 
Most wild of all, that lier transgression hers 
Was but a passage through earth's grosser fire, 
From which the spirit would at last aspire, 
Even purer than before, — as perfumes rise 
Through flame and smoke, most welcome to the skiei 
And that wlien Azim's fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her in lieaven, no darkening trace 
Would on that bosom he once loved remain. 
But all be bright, be pure, be his again ! — 
Tliesc were the wildving dretmis, whose cursed deceit 
Had chain'd her soul beneatli tlie tcmpter^s feet. 
And made her think even damning falsehood iweeL 
But now that Shape, which liad appall'd her view, 
Tliat Semblance— oh how terrible, if true I — 
Which came across her frenzy's full career 
With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe, 
As wlien, in northern seas, at midnight dark. 
An isle of ice encounters some swift bark, 
And startling all its wretches from their sleep. 
By one ct>ld impulse hurls them to the deep ; — 
So came that shock not frenzy's self could bear. 
And waking up each long-luU'd image there. 
But check'd her headlong soul, to sink it in despair*. 

Wan and dejected, t}irou{;h tlie evening dusk. 
She now went slowly to tlut small kiosk, 
Wliere, pondering alone his impious schemes, 
Mokanna waited lier — too wnipt in dreams 
Of the fair-ripening future's rich success. 
To hoed the sorrow, pale and spiritless. 
That sat upon liis victim's downcast brow, 
Or mark how slow her step, how alter'd now 
From tlie quick ardent Priestess, whose light bonnd 
Came like a spirit's o'er th' uncchoing ground, — 
From that wild Zelica, whose every glance 
Was thrilling fire, whose every thought a trance ! 

Upon his couch the Veil'd Mokanna lay. 

While laiiifts around — not such as lend their ray. 

('■limmcriiig and cold, to those who nightly pray 
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infl, nrh lij^ai M lowly maidl 



Thm »urk>ul>al>aii^-u on Av.'a ilian^, 
lVbereiiQiieiii/]in«BaiT prJiile(^ig inde 
n Ihat litti nurblo of which Codi uw made ■— 



le ihil ohicli broke 



id 'niofll uid gloria lot ill nnkn lod ifn. 

id,-. 1.. abjcclbc, 



^■ai ra«. >ih1 wiilioiii tcnr nr chrrk, 
■■4 A l»K, (Vrn^ my tluinK, 
*»!, LeBg-SKnnllcMltungnrilun'lIIUr 
lW 1>hI of myrudt. blind anil ficr« 
-i f*lc4B>^ ihruu^li IbduDKnv- 



If, le Itwn'd. »ho jmpe your dull va 
'uuom ihi««», ■hn Iliink ihe liphl 



^.ir«<r.rkj«iiuny.plim.', 

^Li Unfh, «hro iruaprird Alnn|>, 
•IMTh. and (till moR Itinc tone, 
trara d (Ian*, tbr lA«ancU if tiu- Ihnng; 

v- brlincnof inrrnliblrriTnla, 
'Mrr r-m ihiB Kcarod, Iliink In nic 
I luw minrlrfk *T. lOHBd nmn Ion, 

:.*■• frjo hr1*tq|y id b<? undcnlond : 



c nn had diunk like poiiion all be aaid— 
nni >bir i»l— Doi ahuli-d. amid,— 
ilr krm no nun of f^ar Ihaa mk obo dwdb 
Bcncalh Ibe Inpiu knowi nf icirl.- 

in IboH diiBul word* lliat mdi'd bia nr, 
• Oh my Isai MUl^a ihnv wa> ( >aiind k drear. 
~ I like ilial <oin, aninan iIif ninfiil dad, 
itliirh Ihe li^^d o'tr Udl't Cm i> md. 
lat. nnu'iiaufroDi bcr. viliom nnnghl could d 

' Hi, my fair Pn»lr« !•— thiB wiih mdywtle. 
The liupmloT luro'd lo gnri Iwr^^ thou, wboae loli 



Whiiihoukll bcwiihoul Ihtc filhoullbec 
now dnil wcw i«wiT, howjojk™ liriDcy 
TltoiiHli bocDc by aniii'lm, it ihat mih oE tkiiH 
DiT banner, 'iwmhu balfdirisa. 
tuniDUnfu], child ihMenn,<hal» 
. ni|;hl— wbai;— i> ilirif glory gIMI 
»-dvii mam'tfalijEiu halh madcihe 
rekindllnn— i<o.ll.rn»l»«*mild« 

FriiniLi(;ht'iownfounlim|iplin"f hrilUasry: 



Tli'ii 






iojni« 



llol the ]IUFV "watpn of ihal Bii^pcrApl^ 

. nUi oV TBby U-h and Inpai flow, 

^tcbiag rhc gnn'i hn^bl roUilir. at ihry (;o. 

Nighi myCmiirftmrandfill il,--. i.m — 



H I l»ok'd hr not nobli 
Thciii'll hjTe lo wm^ I 
Tlnugli he, I riii, ha 
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Too ruled by thmt cold enemy of 

The world calls Virtue — we most conquer dm;>- 

Nay, shrink not, pretty ufe ; 't it not for thee 

To scan the maiet of Heaven's mystery. 

The steel must pass dirough fire ere it can yield 

Pit instrumentt for mighty hands to wield. 

This very night I mean to try the art 

Of powerful beauty on that warrioi's heart 

All that my Haram boasu of bloom and wit, 

Of skill and charms, most rare and eiquisiie, 

Shall tempt the boy; — young Minala's blue eyas, 

Whose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies ; 

Arouya's chnks, warm as a spring-day sun. 

And lips that, like the seal of Solomon, 

Have magic in their pressure ; Zeba's lute. 

And Lilla's dancing feet, that gleam and shoot 

Rapid and white as sea-birds o*er the deep! 

All shall combine their witching powers to steep 

My convert's spirit in that softening trance, 

From which to Heaven is but the next advance; 

That glowing, yidding fusion of the breast. 

On which Rch'gion stamps her image besL 

But hear me. Priestess! though each nymph of these 

Hath some peculiar practised power to please, 

Some glance or step which, at the mirror tried, 

Pirst charms henelf, then all the worid beside ; 

There still wants one, to make the victory sure, 

One, who in every look joins every lure; 

Through whom all beauty's beams concentered pass, 

Dazsling and warm, as through love's burning-glass ; 

Whose gentle lips persuade without a word. 

Whose words, even when unmeaning, are adored. 

Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine. 

Which our Hith takes for granted are divine! 

Such is the nymph we want, all warmth and light. 

To crown the rich temptations of to-night ; 

Such the refined enchantress that must be 

This hero's vanquisher, — and thou art she!* 

>Vith her hands clasp'd, her lips apart and pale, 

The maid had stood, gazing upon the Veil 

From which these words, like south-winds through a fence 

Of Kenrah flowers, came filFd with pestilence : ' 

So boldly utiei'd too! as if all dread 

Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled. 

And the wretch felt assured that, once plunged in. 

Her woman's soul would know no pause in sin! 

At first, though mute she listen'd, like a dream 
Seem'd ail he said ; nor could her mind, whose beam 
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme. 
But when, at length, he utter'd «Thou art she!* 
All flash'd at once, and shrieking piteously, 
« Oh not for worids !»• she cried — « Great God ! to whom 
I once knelt innocent, is this my doom ? 
Are all my dreams, my hopes of heavenly bliss, 
My purity, my pride, then come to this, — 
To Uve, the wanton of a fiend ! to be 
The pander of his guilt — oh infsmy ! 
And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep 
In its hot flood, drag others down as deep ! 
Others?— ha! yes— that youth who came to-day — 
Not him I loved— not him—oh ! do but say, 

' - It bcMBaoDlT nM la Pwtla. tksi Ifa mm IwMib* la lUbot 
MWt> ilail wkiA la Ja— or Jaly pawei orm that flower, tb«lerw- 
nh. It will kill U«.— TnvBTOT. 



But swear to me this moment 't is not he. 

And I will serve, dark fiend! will wonhip even theela 

« Beware, young raving thing!— in time beware. 
Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear 
Even fipom thjr lips. Go— try thy lute, thy voice. 
The boy must feel their magic — I rejoice 
To see those fires, no matter whence they rise. 
Once more illuming my fair Priestess* eyes; 
And should the youth, whom soon those eyes shall warm, 
indeed resemble thy dead lover's form, 
So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom. 
As one warm lover, full of life and bloom, 
Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb. 
Nay, nay, no frowning, sweet! those eyes were made 
For love, not anger — I must be obey'd.w 



« Obey'd ! — 't is well— yes, I deserve it all — 
I On me, on me Heaven's vengeance cannot fall 
Too heavily— but Azim, brave and true 
And beautiful — must he be ruin'd too? 
Must he too, glorious as he is, be driven 
A renegade like me from Love and Heaven ? 
Like me! — weak wretch, I wrong him — not like rac; 
No^he 's all truth and strength and ptuity! 
Fill up your madd'ning hell-cup to the brim. 
Its witchery, fiends, will have no charm for him. 
Let loose your glowing wantons ^m their bowers. 
He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers! 
Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign 
Pure as when first we met, without a stain ! 
Though ruin'd — lost — my memory, like a charm 
Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from harm. 
Oh ! never let him know how deep the brow 
He kiss'd at parting b dishonou/d now — 
Ne'er tell him how debased, how sunk is she. 
Whom once he lov'd — once! — still loves dotingly! 
Thou latigh'st, tormentor, — what ! — thou 'It brand my 
name? 

: Do, do— in vain— he 'II not believe my shame — 
I He thinks me true, that nought beneath God's sky 
, G>uld tempt or change mc, and — so once thought I. 
i But this is past— though worse than death my lot, 
j Than hell — 't is nothing, while he knows it not. 
Far off to some benighted land I 'II fly. 
Where sunbeam ne'er shall enter till I die : 
j Where none will ask the lost one whence she came, 
I But I may fade and foil without a name ! 
I And thou — curst man or fiend, whate'er thou art, 
I Who found'st this burning plague-spot in my heart, 
I And spread'st it — oh, so quick! — through soul and frame 
j With more than demon's art, till I became 
A loathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame! — 

If, when 1 'm gone » 

« Hold, fearless maniac, hold, 
Nor tempt my rage — by Heaven not half so bold 
Tlic puny bird that dares with tcazing hum 
Within the crocodile's stretch'd jaws to come! * (36) 
And so thou 'It fly, foisooth?— what!— give up all 
Thy chaste dominion in the llaram Hall, 
Where now to Love and now to Alia given. 
Half mistress and half saint, tliou hang'st as even 



' Tks iDciMt •lory ooaoeraiag tb« Trodiilat, or haaalac-bcrd. 
oaiarlaf with iaipaalty iaio theaioaib of tbo crooodil*, is firaly b«- 
lioTodaiJaT*.— Bassow's (JuMm-CUmm. 
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if^isa** tomb, 'twin bell and bearen ! 
H * — as caaily nuiy replain mn 
ti Miake oace bath fix'd h» eyes apoo; 
rnhcn cau|^t, tbc prey otay be 
rwn bi» lorio'g folds, as tbou from me. 
( m fis'd — let i^ood or ill betide, 
auDe ull death, till death Mokanna's bride '• 
1 forgot thy oath? • — 

At this dread word, 
L *bose spirit his rude taunts had stirr'd 
sl} its depths and roused an anger there, 
^a and iif^lih.'n'd even throu|;h her despair! — 
^f.-k . a* if a blight were in the breath 
s« itut word, and siaggcr'd, pale as dcatli. 

aiT sworn bride, let others seek in bowers 
i^kpl4ce — ihe rhamel-Yault was ours ! 
tf k> r.ob and balms, for thee and mc 

rvh Ueams of sweet mortality; — 
iTHB^ deatb-liehu shone wliilc we were wed, 
- (-ur KUtfftts, a row of goodly dead 
ul »{>iritfk in their time no doubt), 
-• Sini; 4irouds upon the rile look'd nut ! 
% dmu iMurtl'st more lips than tliinv repeat — 
f — iboa shuddercst, lady — was it sweet 7 
y «c pkiJgni, the chamel's clioicest \% inu, 
mad (fare — aye — body and soul all mine; 
r!M> by chains that, whether blc«s'd or curst 
bT DOW. not hell itself shall burst! 
•«i«aa. to ilie Haram, and look gay, 
m-i. kM>k — any thing but sad; yet stay— 
■»^l morr — from what tlit» night hath paas'd, 
mi know'sl me, know'st me Well at la»t. 

uid so. food thing, thou thought'st all true, 
u I love mankind ! — I do, I do — 
aa. love them ; as the sea-dog doats 
K Msall sweet fry that round him floats; 
fee 53«-bird loves the slime tliat gives 
ak aad venomous food on which she lives ! • 

i. now ihon aee'sl my sotils angelic hue, 
kf thnt ftmttnres were nncurtain'd loo; — 
Qw. whose lifbt— oh, rare celestial light! 
va rowTved to bless thy favour'd sight; 
^uriiof eyes, before wiioae slirouded might 
t «eca immortai Man kneel down and quake — 
±Mt ihcy were Heaven's lightnings for lib sake! 
B and look— then wonder, if thou wilt, 
tbnald bale, should take revenge, by guilt, 
kc band, whose mischief or whose mirth 
r ibas maim'd and monstrous upon earth ; 
I Ant race who, tliough more vile they be 
svaoig apes, are demi-gods to me ! 
jmi^t tf Hell, with all iu power to damn, 
A ocK' carse to tbc foul thing 1 am ! • — 

aJMd bis veil— the Maid tum'd slowly round, 
u bjm — ifariek'd— and sunk upon the ground ! 



groves all round illuminated; some artists of Yam- 
tcheou having been sent on previously (37) for tlie pur- 
pose. On each side of the green alley, which led to the 
Hoyal Pavilion, artificial sceneries of bamboo-work (38) 
were erected, representing arches, minarets, and towers, 
from which hung thousands of silken lanterns, painted 
by the most delicate pencils of Canton. Notlting could 
be more beautiful than the leaves of the mango-trees 
and acacia», shining in tlic light of the bamboo scenery, 
which shed a lustre round as soft as that of the nights 
of Peristan. 

1^1 la Rookh, however, who was too much occupied 
hy the sad story of Zelica and her lover, to give a 
thought to any thing else, except, perhaps, him who re- 
lated it, hurried on through this scene of splendour to 
her pavilion, — greatly to tlie mortification of the poor 
artists of Yamtcheou, — and was followed with equal 
rapidity by the (ireat Chamberlain, cursing, as he went, 
that ancient Mandarin, whose parental anxiety in lights- 
ing up the shores of the lake, where his beloved daugh- 
ter had wandered and been lost, was the origin of these 
^ntantic Oiinese illuminations. (39) 

Without a moment's delay young Feramorx was in- 
troduced, and Fadladeen, who could never make up 
his mind as to the merits of a poet, till he knew tlie re- 
ligious sect to which he belonged, was about to ask him 
whether he was a ^ia or a Sooni, when Lalla Rookh 
impatiently clapped lier hands for silence, and the 
youth, being seated upon the musnud near her, pro- 
ceeded: — 



iSnr arrival, next night, at the place of cnr.inip- 
t'l*^ w«rre surprised and delighted to find the 



PREPABE thy soul, young Aiim! — thou Iiast braved 
The bands of Greece, still mighty though enslaved : 
Hast faced her phalanx, arm'd with all its fame. 
Her Macedonbn pikes and globes of flame ; 
All this hast fronted, with firm Itcart and brow, 
But a more perilous trial waits tliee now, — 
Woman's bright eyes, a dazzling host of eyes 
From every land where woman smiles or sighs; 
Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise 
! His black or azure banner in their blase; 
And each sweet mode of warfare, from the flash 
That lightens boldly through the shadowy lash, 
To tlie sly, stealing splendours, almost hid, 
I jke swortls half-sheathed, beneath tlie downcast lid. 
Such, Azim, is the lovely, luminous host 
Now led against tlioe; and, let conquerors boast 
Their fields of lame, he who in virtue arms 
A young, warm spirit against beauty's charms. 
Who feels her brightness, yet defies her thrall. 
Is the best, bravest conqueror of them all. 

Now, through the Ilaram chambers, moving lights 
And busy sliapcs pro<*laim the toilet's riles; — 
I From room to room the ready liandmaids hie, 
Some skill'd to wrr^the the turban tastefully. 
Or hang the wil, in nt'gligencc of shade, 
O'er tho warm lt!n\hes of the youthful maid. 
Who, if hctwi-en tlie fohli* hut one eye shone, 
I jke Sheba's (>«cen could vanquish with iliat one : — « 



M»lL| 



(51111, rU.) •!•>«■« Ibb. CaMfffMatiani po- 
» •« kk MOMB hMU mU refurt. — 8oLiii r •. 
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While aome bring leayef of Henna, to imbue ' 

The fingciV encb with a bright roaeata hue,* 

80 bright, that in the mirror's depth they seem 

Like tips of coral branches in the stream ; * 

And others mix the Kohol's jetty dye, (40) 

To giTe thai long, dark languish to the eye,* 

Which nuikes the maids, whom' kings are proud to culi 

From fair Circassia's Tales, so beautiful. 

All is in motion ; rings and plumes and pearls 
Are shining every where : — some younger girls 
Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds. 
To gailier fresh cool chaplets for tlieir heads; 
Gay creatures ! sweet, though mournful, 't is to see 
How each prefers a garland from that tree 
Which brings to mind her childliood's innocent day. 
And the dear Gelds and friendships fir away. 
The maid of India, blest again to hold 
In her full lap tlie Champac's leaves of gold, ^ 
Thinks of the time when, by the Ganges' flood. 
Her little play-mates scatter'd many a bud 
Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam 
Just dripping from tlie consecrated stream : 
While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 
Of Iter own mountain flowers, as by a spell, — 
The sweet Elcoya, 4 and that courteous tree 
Which bows to all who seek iu canopy — ^ 
Sees, caird up round her by these magic scents, 
The well, the camels, and her father's tents { 
Sighs for tlie home she left with little pain, 
And wislies even its sorrows back again t 

Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls. 
Silent and bright, where nothing but tlie falls 
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard around, 
Young Azim roams bcwilder'd, — nor can guess 
What means thb mase of light and loneliness. 
Here tlie way leads, o'er tessellated floors 
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors. 
Where, ranged in caasolets and silver urns, 
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal bums; 
And spicy rods, such as illume at night 
The bowers of Tibet,^ sent forth odorous light, 
like Peris' wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pure spirit to it& blest abode ! — 
And here, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless, and bright as noon ; 
Where, in the nsidst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as the enameU'd cupola, which towers 
All rich with arabesques of gold and flowers : 

* • They iloffMi ibe eoda of her 8o(an trarlel with Ileoot, m thtt 
tb«y I WB»bla4 brmachot of coral.*— Sivry •( Primct FmUmm la Bth- 
kmrJmmmtk. 

* • Hm woomo blarkoo the latldo of thitir tfelMt with t powder 
aaaMd ibe bisek ftelwl.*— Kesnt. 

* • Tlie appeerasce of the bloMoait of the geld-ooloared Caoipa: 
oa the Mark bair of Um ladiaa woomo Wt tapplied ibe Saoicrii poaM 
with BMaj eleiaat allaaloa*.*— See MlmUt H«$emithet, toI. {r. 

* ■ A tree faaMMU lor Itt perfaae, aad oMaaioa oa the bilU of Te> 
aMa.a^XiBtoaa. 

* Of Ibe eeaaa aiaMMa, ■ which droop* iu braaebes wheaerer aay 
peraoa approacbe* it, teraiasai if it ulaled IboM who retire nndrr 
iu abade.*— ?iiKBcaa. 

* » ClAvet are a prladpal lagradloet la the ooaipoeiiloa of ilie per- 
IbMed rods, wMch awa of raak keep eoaiiaatif baralai; la their pre> 
•eaoe.*~TcasBa's IVirc 



And tlie mosaic floor beneadi shines throngli 
The sprinkling of that fountain's silvery dew, 
Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye. 
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 

Here too he traces the kind visitings 
Of woman's love, in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose fate — in bondage dirowa 
For their weak loveliness— is like her own ! 
On one side, gleaming with a sadden grace 
Through vrater, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes sl^iine , 
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine; — 
While, on the other, latticed lightly in 
With odoriferous woods of Comorin,' 
Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen, — 
Gay, sparkling toories, such as gleam between 
Tlie crimson blossoms of the coral tree * 
In the warm islos of India's sunny sea : 
Mecca's blue sacred pigeon, ' and the thruMh 
Of llindostan,4 whose holy warblings gush. 
At evening, from the tall pagoda's top;— 
Those golden birds that in the spice-tiroe, drop 
About the gardens, drunk with that sweet fbo<l (41) 
Whose scent hatli lured them o'er the summer flood;^ 
And those that under Araby's soft sun 
Ruild their high nests of budding cinnamon ; — ^ 
In short, all rare and beauteous things that fly 
Through the pure element, here calmly He 
Sleeping in light, like the green birds? tlial dwell 
In Eden's radiant fields of asphodel 1 

So on, through scenes past all inutgining, — 
More like tlie luxuries of that impious king,* 
Whom Death's dark angel, with his lightning tordi. 
Struck down and blastml even in pleasure's pordi, * 
Than the pure dwelling of a propliet, sent, 
Arm'd with Heaven's sword, for man's en franchisenianl 
Young Azim wander'd, looking sternly round, 
iiis simple garb and war-boou' clanking sound 
But ill according vrith the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place ! 

• Is this tlien,* thought the youth, • is this the wcy 
To free man's spirit from the deadening sway 
Of worldly sloth?— to teach him, while he lives. 
To know no bliw but that which virtue gives. 
And when he dies, to leave his lofty name 
A light, a land-mark on the cliffs of fame? 

' ■ C\»i d'o4 vieat le ftol* d'aloea. qaa let Arahe* a p paWta t O 
Coauri. et odal da taadal, qal s'y troara sa eraade fasaiUI^* 

D'HltBILOT. 

' «TboaMBd« of variegated loorlMTUittbeooraltreea.— Baeioi 
* • la Xeooa there are qaaaiitle* of blue pigeoBt. which aaaevi 
affright or abaM, otach leu kill.*— Pitt's AetmuH ^ tkt 



* • The Pagoda ihra«b i» ecteeaied aaMaf the Unt rhorisMn ^ 
ladia. It tit* perched oa ibe Mcred pagoda*, aad froaa ihaaesdi 
llTera Iu otelodioua loafi.*— Pa.iMAXt'a Bimdaamn. 

• Bird* of Paradise, wbiiA, at the aatoMg seaaoa, eomm la f|^ 
froas the soaibera iaiea to ladia ; aad • the atreajth of the aatasf, 
aays Tareraier, ■ so ialoticates theas, that they fall dead draak < 
the earth.* 

• aThat Mrd whirh llrelh la Arabia, aad balldoth lis neat «l 
ciaaaaMO.— Raowii'a Ymifar Errart. 

' • The apirlu of the aiartyrs will be lodged la the crops of §m 
birds.*— GiBBOK, tol. Ie, p. 411. 

* Sbedad, whoasadd the dellfioas gardeas of Iria, la iaiiuiieat 
Paradise, aad was deBtroycd by Itshtalas lbs first UaM ha swawpM 
to eater ibrsa. 
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•( M. isa^ of tW gcacnMM iboofht 
vcdeed! iliy fod-likcnfetungiit; 
X ihaK in bowers of wwHon «•••, 
cwMB naned Wr locmd enefgMO; 
k^«eotb ike enfecblui^ witbcria^ glow 
<1bI1 laxory did dioot ayrtlot grow 

•rk the wraoihodWrMranl, wliea she wontd dors 

i dreiift; bat ia dM bracing air 

-rf icaqxraBce,— of that high, rare, 

•nue, which aioac can breadie 

lih. and loatre into Freedom's wreadi ! 

I varwww% ihm epaa of eardi we praia, 
i ni life in lioM't great wiUeraen, 
-m ii<hai«a *rwixt two boundlen aeaa, 

die fuf are, two eterailiee '.— 
tl>T the hrif^c spot or leave it bare, 

aMjrht buiM him a proad temple there, 
bai Uag ehall liallow all it* space, 
ft'ii porrr M>ar« li^^h resting-place? 
«: • aaaoi be, that one, whom Cod 
u> hrvwk the wiianl Falseliood's rod,— 
t <if the Truth, wlmse miaiuon draws 
fmai Heaven, should llins profane his cause 
w.vUfs vnlgar pomps; — no, no — I sec — 
k me weak — this glare of luxury 
vwipf . Co try the eaglet gaie 
aag soal ; — sliinc on,'t will stand the Maze-!- 

■ehi ibe youth ; — but, eren while he defied 

Sift(; srene, he felt its witchery giHe 

rr<.ry smv. The perfume breatliing round 

rtading spirit; — the still sound 

' waters, tolling ax the song 

; bKs at Minset , when they throng 

W fragrant Xilira, and deep 

r MoMtoon hum thenstelves to sleep ! ■ 

tr CTko— dear miMic ! that ran touch 

II rl«e the vm\ diat lores it mudi — 
d far off, Ao far as but to seem 
lint evquiMie music of a dream. — 
o mot-h for him, too full of bliss : 

could nothing feel, that felt not this. 
>* uink upon a couch and gave 
p to sweet thoughts, like wave on wave 
e ia wnnoth Mas, when storms are laid ; — 
•I of Zelica, his own dear maid, 
F time when, full of bliaifal sighs, 
wi Inok'd into each other's eyes, 

hanpy — a« if God had given 
K worth looking at on this side heaven ! 



r loved mistress! wliose enchantments still 
ae. mand me, wamler where 1 will — 
Mse, for tliec alone 1 seek 
of glory — to liglu np diy check 
a approval — in that gentle look 
ly praise. aK in an angel's book, 
i al loiU rewarded, wlien from thee 
ade, a-orth immortality ! 
I bear the muoient, when restored 
aag heart where I alone am lord, 



^ ■ ■tt IIm lt«M M* Mf JIOMU t* ■iHf 

Jmw. 






Though of such bliss unworthy, — since the best 

Alone desanre to be the happiest ! — ■ 

When from those lips, unbreathed upon for years, 

I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears, 

.\nd find those tears warm as when last they started. 

Those sacred kisses pure as when we parted ! 

Oh my own life ! — why should a single day, 

\ moment, keep me from those arms away?* 

While thus he thinks, still nearer on the breeiu 
Ck>me those delicious dream-like harmonies. 
Each note of whidt but adds new downy links 
To tlie soft chain in which his spirit sinks. 
lie tunu him toward the sound, and, fsr away 
Through a long vista, sparkling with the play 
Of countless lamps, — like the rich track which Day 
Leaves on the waters, wltcn he sinks from lu; 
So long the path, its light so tremulous; — 
He sees a group of female forms advance, 
Some chain'd together in the mazy dance 
By fetters, forged in the green sunny bowers, 
.is they were captives to the King of Flowers;— (42) 
And some disporting round, aniink'd aiul free. 
Who secm'd to mock their sisters' slavery, 
And round and round them still, in wheeling flight, 
Went, like gay moths about a lamp at night; 
While otlkcrs waked, as gracefully along 
Their feet kept time, the very soul of song 
From psaltery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill. 
Or their own youtliful voices, hoavcnlier still i 
.Vnd now they come, now pass before his eye. 
Forms such as Nature moulds, when slie would vie 
Willi Fancy's pencil, and gave birtli to things 
Lovely beyond its fairest picturings I 
Awhile they dance before him, then divide. 
Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 
Around ihe rich pavilion of the sun,— 
Till silently dispersing, one by one, 
Tlirough many a path tliat from the chamber leads 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 
Tlieir distant bughler comes upon the wind. 
And but one trembUng njfmph remains behind, — 
Beckoning them back in vain, for they are gone, 
.Vnd she is left in all that light alone; 
No veil to curtain o'er her beauteous brow, 
In its young bashfulness more beauteous now ; 
But a light golden chain-work round her hair, (43) 
Such as tlte maids of Yexd (44) end Sliiraz wear. 
From which, on either side, gracefully hung 
.V golden amulet, in die Arab tongue, 
Engraven o'er with some immortal line 
From holy writ, or bard scarce less divine; 
While her left hand, as shrinkingly she stood, 
Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood, 
Which once or twice she touch 'd with hurried strain. 
Then took her trembling fingers off again. 
But wlien nt length a timid glance slw stole 
At Azim , the sweet gravity of soul 
i^ie saw tlirough all his features calm'd her fear, 
.Vnd, like a half-lamed antelope, more near, 
Tliough slirinking still, she came;— then sat her down 
Upon a musnud's< edge, and, bolder grown. 



* Hawadt srv cwbioffcd msu, aMslly rM«*rve4 tor 

linctioa. 
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In the pathetic mode of bfahan • 

Touch'd a preluding ttrain and thtu began ; — 

There's a bower of roMS by Bendemoer'a * ttream, 
And the ni^tingale sings round it all the day long; 

In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dream. 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 

That bower and its music I never forget. 

But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 

I think — is the nightingale singing there yet? 

Are tlie roses still bright by the calm Bendemeer? 

No, the roses soon wicher'd that hung o'er the wave, 
Dut some blossoms were gather'd, while frcslily they 
shone, 

And a dew was distill'd from their flowers, tfiat garc 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 

Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies. 
An essence that breathes of it many a year ; 

Thus bright to my soup, as 't was then to my eyes. 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer! 

•Poor maiden !• thought the youth, aif thou wert sent, 
Witli thy soft lute and beauty's blandishment. 
To wake unholy wishes in this heart, • 
Or tempt its truth, thou little know'st the art 
For though thy lip should sweetly counsel wrong, 
Those vestal eyes would disavow its song. 
But thou hast breathed such purity, thy lay 
Returns so fondly to youth's virtuous day. 
And leads thy soul — if e'er it wander'd thence — 
So gently back to its first innocence. 
That I would sooner stop the unchain'd dove, 
When swift returning to its home of love. 
And round its snowy wing new fetters twine. 
Than turn from virtue one pure wish of thine ! • 

Scarce had this feeling pass*d, when, sparkling through 
The gently-open'd curtains of light blue 
That veil'd the breeiy casement, countless eyes. 
Peeping like stars through the blue evening skies, 
Look'd laughing in, as if to mock the pair 
That sat so still and melancholy there — 
And now the curtains fly apart, and in 
From the cool air, 'mid showers of jessamine 
Which those without fling after them in play. 
Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as they 
Who live in the air on odours, and around 
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground, 
Chase one another, in a varing dance 
Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance. 
Too eloquently, like love*s warm pursuit : 
While she, who sung so gently to the lute 
Her dream of homo, steals timidly away, 
Shrinking as violets do in summer^s ray,— 
But takes with her from Azim's heart that sigh 
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 
In the world's crowd, too lovely to remain , 
Creatures of light we never see again ! 



' Th;* Pvrtiaas, llketbeaadeat Greelu, call tiMir anaical nodes 
or penlai by tb« aaaiM of diffaraal eoaairiat or eitkt^ as ika BMMI0 
of Itfchaa. tht aoda of Ink, ale. 

■ A river whiah loira aaar ika ralaa of CbilaiiBar. 



Around the white necks of the nymphs who d 
Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanced 
More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o'er 
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore; • 
While from tlteir long dark tresses, in a fall 
Of curls descending, bells as musical 
As those that, on the golden-shafted trees 
Of Eden, shake in the Eternal Breeze, > 
Rung round their steps, at every bound more sw 
As 't were the ecstatic language of (heir feet ! 
At length the chase was o'er, and they stood wre 
Within each others* arms; while soft tlicre brcat 
Through the cool casement, mingled with the U{ 
Of moonlight flowers, music that seem'd to rise 
From some still lake, so liquidly it ro«e; 
And, as it swcll'd again at each faint close. 
The car could track, through all that maze of cli 
And young sweet voices, these impasaion'd word: 

A Spirit there is, whose fragrant sigh 
Is burning now through earth and air; 

Where cheeks are blushing, the Spirit is nigh. 
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is lliere I 

His breath is the soul of flowers like these. 
And his floating eyes — oh ! tliey resemble 

Blue water-lilies, ^ (45) when the breeze 

Is making tlie stream around tliem tremble ! 

Hail to thee, liail to thee, kindling power ! 

Spirit of love, Spirit of Bliss! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour, 

And there never was moonlight so sweet as th 

By the fair and brave. 

Who blushing unite, 
Like the sun and wave, 

When they meet at night I 

By the tear that shows 

When passion b nigh. 
As the rain-drop flows 

From the heat of the sky \ 

By the first love-beat 

Of the youthful heart. 
By the bliss to meet. 

And the pain to part I 

By ail that thou hast 

To mortals given. 
Which — oh ! could it last. 

This eartli were heaven '. 

We call thee hither, entrancing Power I 

Spirit of Love ! Spirit of bliss ! 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour. 

And there never was moonlight so sweet as 

' • To tha oorth of a» (on tb« coast of tba Catptaa, aa 
was a moaaiaia which sparkled like diaaoods, arislaf trc 
(jiass aad crysials with which U aboonds.*— JMirN#jr ^ fi 
AmboMimJor to P*nia, 1 746. 

■ • To which will be addc-d the sooad of ihr b«ils, haag 
trees, which will be pot ia Boiioo by the wiad prooaediofl 
throae af God, as oftea as the blessed wUh for aasic>— Sj 

> Tha blae lotos, which grows ia Csskaere sad in Fersi 
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•f a fcene, whose himrin stole, 
', loo deep iaio \m wmiI, 
fc. ■ndat all that the youn^ heart lores most, 
mmtie, aoulea, to yield was to he lost, 
h had staned np, and lam'd away 
; l^t nymphs and their luxurious lay, 
■poa the ptciures that hun^ round,— (46) 
uf^m, that spoke without a sound, 
1^ like vifOas into fairy ground. 
Sfcan new spdb came o'er his sense;— 
hr pmcil's mute omnipotence 
U np inio life, of soft and fair, 
■»d paaMonate, was glowing there : 
M> warnv, but touch'd with that fine art 
unto of pleasure but the purer part; 
BOWS even Beaaty when half-reird is best, 
«wii radiant planet of ihe west, 
"b mhen half retired looks loveliest ! (47) 
iBf the hiatory of the Onii-King, 
trough each gay voluptuous wandering 
frnoa Saba's bowers, in whose bright eyes 
J^t to be blest is to be wise;— > (48) 
)4 Zaleika > (49) ^"otM with open arms 
rrv boy, who flies from her young charms, 
ig. tanas to gaw, and, half undone, 
lui Hearen and she could both be won ! 
* Suhaouned, bom for lore and guile, 
ihe Koran in his Msry's smile; — 
rkoos soaae kind angel from abore 
•cm text to consecrate their love ! ' 

rapid step, yet pleased and lingering eye, 
Tsofh pass these pictured stories by, 
Mra 4 to a casement, where the light 
iUb mocMB came in, and freshly bright 
4 wichont were seen, sleeping as still 

Lie reniain'd in breeie or rill, 
■fted he, while the music, now less near, 
i vah a holier language on hb ear, 
C* the balance, and that heavenly ray 
% which the soands came floating, look away 

bad been too eardily in the lay. 
ly he listen to such sounds, unmoved, 

diat hght — nor dream of her he loved ? 
m, anconscions boy I while yet thou mayst; 
; Lm bliss thy soul shall ever taste. 
't awhile her image to thy heart, 
(W hghi, that made it dear, depart. 
4 ber smiles as when thou saw'st them last, 
iruiiiful, by nought of earth o'ercast ; 
1^ tears, to tliee at parting given, 

ibrr weep, i/angeb weep, in heaven ! 
la her own uill bower she waits thee now, 
K same glow of heart and bloom of brow, 
-awl m solitude — thine all, ihine only, 
« one star above thee, bright and lonely? 
II s dream so sweet, so long enjoy'd, 
. be so sadly, cruelly dcslroy'd ! 



• • 



•f Kiof Stimmm (wW was MpfOMd ta 
m •# GMii) wiik lalkU. lb* Qmmm of SMm 
t, •mi tiM iWMM •■ lk» Ifarsa. chap. a. 
•r ^lipfcaf. tkm mamtA bj tb« OrimuU. Bar mi 
S ifc* Vtartatdi Jawvk b iha Ml^Mi af ■■■7 of iMr 




The song is hnsh'd, the laughing nymphs are flown, 
And he is left, musing of bliss, alone; — 
Alone! — no, not alone<— that heavy sigh, 
That sob of grief, which broke from some one iiigh'» 
Whose could it be? — alas! is misery found 
Here, even here, on this enchanted ground 7 
He turns, and sees a female form, close veil'd. 
Leaning, as if both heart and strength had fail'd. 
Against a pillar near; — not glittering o'er 
With gems and wreaths, such as the others wore. 
But in that deep blue, melancholy dress, < 
Bokhara's maidens wear in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or far away; — 
.Vnd such as Zetica had on that day 
He left her, — ^when, with heart too full to speak. 
He took away her last warm tears upon his cheek. 

A strange emotion stirs within him, — more 
Than mere compassion ever waked before;— 
Unconsciously he opes his arms, while she 
Springs fofward, as with life's last energy. 
But, swooning in that one convulsive hound. 
Sinks, ere she reach his arms, upon the ground; — 
Her veil falls off— her faint hands clasp his knees— 
T is she herself !—'t n Zelica he sees! 
But, ah, so pale, so changed— none but a lover 
Gould in that wreck of beauty's shrine diseover 
The once adored divinity ! even he 
Stood for some momentt mute, and doubtingly 
Put back the ringleu from her brow, and gaxed 
Upon those lids, where once such lustre biased. 
Ere he could think she was indeed his own. 
Own darling maid, whom he so long had known 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both ; 
Who, even when grief was heaviest — when loth 
He left her for the wars— in that worst hour 
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flower, * 
When darkness brings its weeping glories out. 
And spreads iu sighs like frankincense about ! 

• Look up, my Zelica — one moment show 
Those gentle eyes to me, that I nuiy know 
Thy life, thy loveliness b not all gone. 
But C^ier«, at least, shines as it ever shone. 
(>)me, look upon thy Aaim— one dear glance. 
Like those of old, were heaven ! whatever chance 
Hath brought thee here, oh ! 't was a blessed one! 
There — my sweet lids — they move — that kiss hath nm 
Like the first slioot of life through every vein, 
.Vnd now 1 clasp her, mine, all mine again ! 
Oh the delight— now, in thb very hour. 
When, had the whole rich world been in my power, 
I should have singled out thee, only thee. 
From the wliole world 's collected treasury — 
To have thee here— to hang thus fondly o'er 
My own best, purest Zelica once more 1* — 

It was indeed the touch of those loved lips 
Upon her eyes that cliased llieir short eclipse. 
And, gradual as the snow, at heaven's breath, 
.Melts off and shows the aiure flowers beneath. 
Her lids unclosed, and the bright eyes were seen 
(;aiing on his,— not as they laic had been. 
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QoicJ(, raUoM, wild, but moamfuny •oraqt ; 
As if to lie, even for that tnuaeed wumutM, 
So near his heart, bad consolation ia it; 
And thns to waks in bis belovad carats 
Took from her soul one half its wretcbodOflM. 
But when she beard him call her good and puiq, 
Oh 't was too mucb'^too dreadfiil to andufs '. 
Shuddering she broKe away from liis ambrace, 
And, hiding with both hands bar guilty faca, 
Said, in a tone whose anguish would have riren 
A hmrt of very marble, « purel—oh Ueavep.**^ 

That tone — those looks so changed-^the withering 
blight, 
That sin and sorrow leave where'er they light— 
The dead despondency of those sunk eyes, 
Wliere once, had he thus met her by surprise, 
lie would have ieen himself, too happy boy. 
Reflected in a thousand lights of joy; 
And then the place, diat bright unholy place, 
Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of luxury, as the viper weavas 
Its wily covering of ivweet balsam-leaves :*-«f 
All struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As death itself ;— it needs not to be told— 
No, no— he lees it all, plain as the brand 
Of burning shame can mark — whatc'er the hand 
That could from heaven and him such brightness sever, 
'T is done— to heaven and him sha 's lost for ever! 
It was a dreadful moment, not the tears. 
The lingering, lasting misery of years 
Could match that minute's anguish— all the wont 
Of sorrow's elements in that dark bunt 
Broke o'er his soul, and, witli one crash of fata, 
Laid the wbolo hopes of his life desolate ! 

• Oh ! cnrw me not,* she cried, aa wild he toai^d 
His desperate hand tow'rds heaven— >• Uiough I am lost. 
Think not that guilt, that falsehood made me fall. 
No, no — 't was grief, 't was madness did it all! 
Nay, doubt mo not — though all diy love bath ceased—- 
I know it hath— yet, yet believe, at least. 
That every spark of reason's light must be 
Quench'd in this brain, ere I could stray from thee ! 
They told me thou wert dead — why, Asim, why 
Did we not, both of us, that insunt die 
When we were parted?— oh I couldst thou but know 
With what a deep devotedness of woe 
I wept thy absence — o'er and o'er again 
Thinking of thee, still tliee, till thought grew pain. 
And memory, like a drop that, night and day, 
Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away ! 
Didst thou but know how pale I sat at home, 
My eyes still tum'd the way tliou wert to come. 
And, all the long, long night of hope and fear, 
Thy voice and step still sounding in my ear — 
Oh God ! thou wouldst not wonder that, at last. 
When every hope was all at once o'ercast. 
When I heard frightful voices round me say 
Atim is dead! — this wretched brain gave way. 
And I became a wreck, at random driven. 
Without one glimpse of reason or of Heaven — 

' > CoaoeraiDg the vipen, w^icli Piisj m;« vwra fraqsMt smoofT 
iha bsbsa-traes, I m»d» Tsry particaltr iaqalrf ; mtsisI wsrr 
UMsht BM aliv*. both to Vaabo aad Jidda.-— Btccs. 



All wild — apd evMi tliis quenchleas love within 

Tum'd to foul fires to Ugtit ma into sin ! 

Thou pitiesc nM**I knew thou wouldst'v-tbat sky 

Hath nought beneath it half so lorn aa I. 

The fiend, who lured ma hither'— hist I come near. 

Or thou too, ifcett art lost, if ha should hear — 

Told me such things— K>h ! with such devilisli art 

As would have ruin'd ev'n a holier heart — 

Of thee, and uf that ever-radiant sphere. 

Where, blest at l<mgth, if 1 but served him, here, 

I should for ever live in thy dear sight. 

And drink from those pure eyes eternal lighil 

Think, think how lost, how madden'd I must be. 

To hope tliat guilt could lead tp God or thee ! 

Thou weep'st for me — do, weep — oh ! tliat 1 diirst 

Kiss off that tear 1 but, no — these lips are curst, 

Tliey must not touch thee ; one divine caress. 

One blessed moment of forgetfulness 

I 'vc had within those arms, «nd Aat shall lie. 

Shrined in my soul's deep memory till I die ! 

The last of joy's last relics here below. 

The one sweet drop in all this waste of woe. 

My heart has treasured from affection's spring. 

To soothe and cool its deadly withering I ' 

But thou — yes, thou must go — for ever go ; 

This place is not for thee — for thee! oh no. 

Did I but tell thee half, thy tortured brain 

Would hum like mine, and mine go wild again! 

Enough that guilt reigns here — tliat hearts, once gom 

Now tainted, chill'd, and broken, are his food. — 

Enough, that we ar^ parted — that there rolls 

A flood of lieadlong fale between our souls, 

Whose darkness seven me as wide from tluss 

xVs hell from heaven, to all eternity !■— 

« Zelica! Zelica !* tlie youth exclaim'd. 
In all the tortures of a mind inflamed 
Almost to madness — • by that saared heaven. 
Where yet, if prayere can move, thou 'It be forgives. 
As thou art here — here, in this writhing heart. 
All sinful, wild, and ruin'd as thou art! 
By the remembrance of our once pure love. 
Which, like a cliurcli>yard light, still bums above 
The grave of our lost souls— which guilt in thee 
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in ma ! 
I do conjure, implore thee to fly henca— 
If thou hast yet one spark of innocence, 
Fly with me from tliis place. • — ' 

kWithUieclohblii 
'T is worth whole yean of torment to bear this. 
What! take the lost one with thee I — let her rova 
By thy dear side, as in those days of love. 
When we were both so happy, both so pure— 
Too heavenly dream I if there 's on earth a cure 
For tlie sunk heart, 't is tliis — day ^ter day 
To be tlie blest companion of thy way ! — 
To hear thy angel eloquence — to see 
Those virtuous eyes for ever tum'd on me; 
And in their light, re-chastcn'd silently. 
Like the stain'd web that whitens in the sun, 
Grow pure by being purely shone upon ! 
.Vnd thou wilt pray for mc — I know thou wilti- 
At the dim vesper hour, when thoughts of guilt 
Come heaviest o'er the heart, thou 'It lift thine eyas. 
Full of sweet tears, unto the darkening skies. 
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J for aw wkh Horrcn, till I tmu dart 
r mrnm weak, aiaful i^uiccs there; 
ood anndft, when they wet me cling 
ormr ifticc, pale and wo mm m§, 
thy aailie pttmomice my wtml for^^ten, 
rhcr take iky weeping tUrt to heaven ! 

*il fty wiik thee* 

Scarce had she said 
sacbleaa worda, when a voice, deep and dread 
f Moaker, waking np the dead 
ir firat * tocp — lo alartling 'l was to both— 
'Uf^ the rasement near, • Thy oath ! thy oath ! > 
■B. ikr |^aailinc» of that maid's look ! — 
. • faaiily ahe cried, while terror shook 
wc r«irc, nnr dnrst slie lift her eyes, 
throngfc the casement, wm, nought but tlie 



iiK-ui;)ii fidda were seen, calm as b^bre — 
'. and I am his — all, all is o'er — 
dM mstant, or thon 'rt ruin'd loO'- 
. aiT nsrfb. oh God ! 't is all loo true, 
tnc worm in this cold heart it is — 
•aanna's bride — his, Anm, his — 
4 mottd fwand us, while 1 spoke that toW, 
u* lipa erkowl it — I hear them now ! 
■* flared on nae, while 1 pledged that bowl, 
xra i n g bkiod — I feci it in my soul 1 
VeiTd Eridegroom — but? I 're seen to-niglil 
9i!ck kn«w mm of^— so foul a sight, 
i i ie ak ! ncwr mayrt thon see 
irre lies kai from all but hell and me ! 
wi fafca - off , off — 1 am not thine, 
!*<«'«. nor I^oWs, nor aught that is divine— 
r ani — ka ! tkiok'st thou the fiends that sever 
cABaot sunder bands? — thus, then — for ever!* 

•H tkai strength whieh madness lends the weak, 
tf away hia arm ; and, with a shriek, — 
■and, tkoogh be should linger out more yeara 
tuck e'er toM, can never leave his ears, — 
} rbraufh tkat long avenue of light, 
• taaaa dark omiDons bird of night 
ke sua, aad sooo was out of sight 



ionkh could think of nothing all day hut the 
of these two young lovers. Ilcr gaiety was 
ad ske looked pensively even upon Fadladcen. 
I lao. wifkout kaoaring why, a sort of uneasy 
f m tai lining that Arim must have been jnsl 
inQih as Fcnunon ; just as worthy to enjoy all 
kings, without any of the pangs of lliat illimve 
. which too often, like die sunny apples of bt- 
all sweetness on one side, and all bitterness 



curiosity :—^wh0n one of her attendants, who had lived 
upon the banks of the Ganges (where thk ceremony is 
so frequent, that often, in the dusk of the evening, the 
river is seen glittering all over widi lights, like the 
Oton-tala or Sea of Stan), (5 a) informed the Princess that 
it was the usual way in which the friends of those who 
had gone on dangerous voyages offered np vows for 
their safe return. If the lamp sunk immedialely, the 
omen was <lisastrou8: but if it went shining down the 
stream, and continued to bum till entirely out of 
sight, the return of the beloved object was considered 
as certain. 

La 11a Rookh, as they moved on, more than once 
looked back, to observe how the young Hindoo's 
lamp proceeded ; and, while she saw with pleasure that 
it was still unextinguished, she could not help fearing 
that all the hopes of this life were no better than that 
feeble light upon the river. The remainder of the 
journey was passed in silence. She now, for the first 
time, felt that shade of melancholy, whidi comes over 
the youthful maiden's heart, as sweet and transient as 
her own breath upon a mirror; nor was it till she 
heard the lute of Feramorx, touched lightly at the door 
of her pavilion, that she waked from the reverie in 
which she had been wandering. Instantly her eyes 
were lighted up with pleasure, and, after a few unheard 
remarks from Fadladeen upon the indecorum of a 
poet seating himself in presence of a princess, every 
thing was arranged as on the preceding evening, and 
all listened with eagerness, while the story was thus 
continued : — 



Mil 



kry paiauad along a sequestered river after snn- 
I taw a young Hindoo giri upon the bank, (5 1) 
cinployiuent seemed to them so strange, that 
ippnd their palankeens to observe her. Slie had 
s small lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, and 
; < HI an earthen diUi, adorned with a wreath of 
» kad romanilted it with a trembling hand to 
faai, and was now anxiously watching its pro> 
laaa Ike cnrrcnl, heedless of the gay cavalcade 
baldrswn up beside her. Lalla Rookh was all 



Whose are the gilded tents that crowd the way. 
Where all was waste and silent yesterday 7 
This City of War, which, in a few short hours, 
llath sprung up here, (53) as if the magic powen 
Of llim who, in the twinkling of a star, 
Ruili the high pillaKd halls of Ghilminar, * 
Had conjured up, fsr as the eye can see, 
Tliis world of tents and domes and sun-bright armory ! — 
Princely pavilions, scrcen'd by many a foM 
Of crimson cloth, and topp'd with balb of gold ;-^ 
Steeds, with their hmisings of rich silver spun, 
Tlieir chains and poitruU glittering in the sun ; 
And camels, tufted o'er with Yemen's shells, (54) 
Shaking in every breese their lighl-toned bells ! 

But ycster-eve, so motionless around, 
So mute was this wide plam, that not a sound 

! But the far torrent, or the locust-bird * 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard; — 
Yet hark ! what disiconls now, of every kind. 
Shouts, laughs and screams, are revelling in the wind ! 
The neigh of cavalry; — the tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their drivers' songs; — (55) 

' Ringing of arms, and flapping in the hrvcie 
Of streamer* from ten thousand canopies;— 
War-music, bursting out from time to lime 
With gong and tymbalon's tremendous chime; — 

I 

' TIm •diloM of (^naiBsr isd ltalb«« arc npfocaj ui have bwa 
h«lli hf iWG^aii, acftiaff aiKlvr i1m> orden of Jaa baa Jas, «W e»- 
▼erned rtw ««rM loaf berort* ib* liaM of Adaa. 

■ A oaiiTd of KhoratMB. aad allareJ aooiliward by aooat of tb«> 
• wator of a flMotala. botw a o o Sbiraa aod tapabaa, called ibo Fooa- 
laia of Birdt. of wbicb ii It so foad tbai it will fallow wberaver thai 
valor la oarriod. 
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Or, ID die pause, wlien hanher MNiiMlft are mule. 
The melkm breaihinp of tome horn or flute. 
That far off, broken by the eagle note 
Of the Abywinian trumpet, * swell and float! 



Who leads thb mighty army 7— ask ye • who?- 
And mark ye not thoee banners of dark hue. 
The Ni^t and Shadow, * over yonder tent?— 
It is the Caliph's glorious armament. 
Roused in his palace by the dread alarms. 
That hourly came, of the false prophet's arms. 
And of his host of inGdels, who hurl'd 
Defiance fierce at I&lam 3 and the world; — 
Tliough worn with Grecian warfare, and behind 
The veils of his bright palace calm reclined. 
Yet brook'd he not such blasphemy should suin. 
Thus unrevenged, Uie evening of hb reign. 
But, having sworn upon the Uoly Grave 4 
To conquer or to perish, once more gave 
His shadowy banners proudly lo the breeze. 
And with an army nursed in victories. 
Here stands to crush the rebels that o'er-run 
His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun. 

Ne'er did the march of Mahadi display 
Such pomp before ; — not even when on his way 
To Mecca's temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoil'd to feed the Pilgrim's luxur)';^ 
When round him, 'mid the burning sands, be saw 
Fruits of the north in icy freshness thaw. 
And cool'd hi« thirsty lip, beneath the glow 
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow : — « 
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that 
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat. 
Fint in the van, the People of the Kock, 7 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock ;» 
Then, chiefuins of Damascus, proud to see 
The flashing of their sword's rich marquetry : 9 
Men from the regions near the Volga's mouth, 
Mix'd with the rude bUck archers of the south; 
And Indian lancers, in white turban'd ranks 
From the far Sinde, or Attock's sacred banks, 
With dusky legions from the land of Myrrh, '® 
And many a mace-arm'd Moor and Mid-Sea islander. 

Nor less in number, though more new and rude 
In warfare's school, was the vast multitude 



• •This traapei Uortca called, ia Abyniaia. me$»eretim; whick 
•isaiCes tb« ?<ote of the Eagle.— JlTefre/ Barca* EdUtr. 

• Tbe two bUck cuadardt borae before the t:alipb» of the Hoate 
of Abba* were called, allef orically. The .Mght aad the Shadow.— See 

GiBBOX. 

s The XahoaMlaa Religlna. 

« • The Peniaa* swear by the Toaib of Shah Beaade, who U baried 
at Catltia ; aad whea oae de«ir«» aaother to aueverate a BMlter. he 
will a*k bia. if he dare swear by the Holy Grave.>— Srarr. 

• Xabadl. ia a siagle pilffriaage to Ibcca, expeaded six millioos 
of diaars of gold. 

• X^■^em Xeocaa appoiuvit. re* Iblaat aaaqaaa aat rare visa*. 
AacLrBA*. 

' Tbe iohabiuau of Hejac or Arabia Petrsra, called by aa Easiera 
writer • The People of the llMii.>— Ebs Uackal. 

■ « Tho«e horses, called by the Arabiaas lu«hlaai, of whoa a writ- 
tee geaeelojy bas beea kept for two thoasaad years. They are said 
to derive ibeir orisia froai Kiag Solomon's steeds.*— Xiucaa. 

• • Many of tbe fibres oa tbe blades of their swords are wroaeht 
ia gold or silver, or ia BMrqaetry with smmII gtmt.—Asiat. Mitf. 
vol. i. 

•• A73b or Saba. 



That, fired by seal, or by oppiesaMn wroof^d. 

Round the ^N^te slaadard of the fanpostor ihroaii^d. 

Besides his thoasands of behevert, blind. 

Burning and lieadlong as the Samiel wiad, — 

Many who felt, and more who feai'd to feel. 

The bloody Islamite's converting steel, 

Flock'd to his banner; — chiefs of the Uibdi race. 

Waving their heron crests with martial grace; ■ 

Turkomans, countless as their flocks, led fMlh 

From the aromatic pastures of the north; 

Wild vrarriors of the turquoise bilk, * — and thoae 

Who dwell beyond tlie everlasting snows 

Of Hindoo Kosh, * in stormy freedom bred. 

Their fort the rock, their camp the torrent's bed. 

But none, of all wlio own'd the Chiefs command* 

Rush'd to that banle-field with bolder hand. 

Or sterner hate, than Iran's outlaw'd men. 

Her Wurehippcrs of fire * — all panting then 

For vengeance on the accursed Saracen ; 

Vengeance at last for their dear country spam'd. 

Her throne nsurp'd, and her bright shrines o'ertHra'd. 

From Yuid's^ eternal Mansion of the Fire, 

Where aged saints in dreams of Heaven expire; 

From Badku, and those fotmtains of blue flame 

That bum into the Caspian,^ fierce they came. 

Careless for what or whom the blow was q»ed. 

So vengeance triumph'd, and their tyrants bled ! 

Such was the wild and miacellaneoos host, 
Titat high in air their motley banners tost 
Around the Prophet-Chief— all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went. 
That beacon through the battle's stormy flood. 
That rainbow of the field, whose showers woe blood I 



Twice hath the sun upon their conflict set. 
And risen again, and found them grappling yet; 
While steams of carnage, in his noon-tide bla». 
Smoke up to heaven — hot as that crimson haie 
By which the prostrate caravan is awed, (S6) 
In the Red Desert, when the wind 's abroad l 

• On, Swords of God ! • the panting Caliph cmlla,~ 

• Thrones for the liring— Heaven for him who Calls !•— 

• On, brave avenger*, on,» Mokanna cries, 

■ And Eblis blast the recreant slave that flies!* 

Now comes the brunt, the crisb of the day — 

They clash— they strive— the Caliph's troopa give way ! 

■ • The chiefs of the Ctbek Tartars wear a pleiMer^iWss 
feathers ia iheir tarbaas.*— itocMotf ^ Irnd tp tmitm 

■ ia the ■oaalaios of ^tishapoar aad Teas (ia 
fiad larqaoisei.- Ess lUrKAL. 

* For a descriptioa of these stapcadoM laafea of 
ELrai?isvo!>B*s Cambml. 

* The Ghebers or Gaehres. thoae origiaal aatlTet 9t 
adhered to their aaeieat fkith. tbe religioa of Zoraaaicr, sal 
after ibe coeqaeat of ibeir cooatry by tbe Araba. weeo a ll fca r 
eated at hoMe, or forced to beeoaM waadeters abtaad. 

• ■ Yexd, the chief resideaoe of th-iee aaeieat aativoa, who ««r> 
ship tbe Sea aad tbe Fire, whirb latter they have cwrefMlj laf« 
lighted, wiihoot beiaj once exlinjjnisb*^ for a OMMMai, abeva ArM 
ihuasaad years, ua ■ nsoaouia aear Ye.d. nailed Atar tf w a d afc. air- [ 
aifyiDC tbti iloase or Maasioo of the Fire. Oe is recLoaed ^trntj u- ' 
foriaaate who dies off thai BKHtBUia.*— Srspaaa's Pmnim. 

• • Whea the wnth.-r isbaxy. tbe spriass of .Xaptha (oaaa UhI 
near Baku) boil ap tbe btfthcr. and the Xapiha ofiea takn fva oa 
the surface of the eartb. and rvas ia a llaae iaio the aaa lo a 4i^ 
taace alawst iacredlble.— Hahwat, oa ike E M r io i liitg Fin 
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a*s «rlf pincks the Mark banner down, 
r the Orient Workl't imperial crown 
idun his |;ra«p — when, hark, that shontt 
ad \amth rhcrk'd the flying Hoalema' ront, 
r il««-y lam — titey rally — at their head 
>r -like fl»oae uigel youtht, who led, 
^Mft paiiiof»ly of liearen's own mail, 
impiom of the Faith through Beder'a ralr) * 
if pfted with ten thousand livea, 
D iH« firrre purMtera' blades, and drirea 
the malcitodinoos torrent back, 
r,pr and coiiraf>e kindle in liia track, 
earb Mcp, his bloody falchion makes 
v«taa. (lirou(>h which Tictory breaks! 
Vokanna, 'midst the general flight, 
bke the red moon on some stormy night, 
the fnf;iciTe eloods that, hurrying by, 
tthr her nnshaken in the sky '.— 
hf yella his desperate curses out, 
r»th protnisruously to all about, 
that charge, and coward friends that fly, 
■m,% of mtl tlie Great Arch-enemy ! 
aw tfkreadft — • a miracle!* throughout 
«!em mnks, • a miracle!* ihey shout, 
Jtf. oa that youth, whose coming seems 
. s fHory^ such as breaks in dreams; 
^err %word, trae as o'er billows dim 
rdic tracks the load-star, following him ! 

if low'rda Mokanna now he cleares his path, 
m rleaTe«, as though the boll of wrath 
m fmoB heaven withheld its awful burst 
««ker beads, and souls but half-way curM, 
ak e*er him, the mightiest and the worst! 
m his speed — though in that hour of blood, 
1 0ld's seraphs round Slokanna stood, 
wards of fire, ready like fate to fall, 
■a's soul would hare defied them all ;— 
m. the ruali of fugitives, too strong 
iBsn force, hurries even him along ; 
1 br struggles 'mid the wedged array 
Rf ibASHands — he is borne away ; 
It lole joy his baffled spirit knoM-s 
fwrcd flight ia— murdering, as he goes! 
im ttQfr, whom tlie torrent* s might 
K* ia some parch'd ravine at night, 
«vra ia drowning, on the wretched flocks 
with han in that snow-flood from the rocks, 
» Ar last, devouring on his way, 
a the uream he bath not power to stay! 



^ 1 Alia!* — the glad shout renew^ 
ikfaar!* >— the Caliph's in Merou. 
N« yaar gilded tapestry in the streets, 
|bt yoHT dirinca and chaunt your nraleets;' 
> of God bava trinmph'd — on hb throne 

its, and the VeiTd Chief hath flown. 
I aat tmrf ibat young warrior now, 




hj HihoBcd at B><er. be was as- 
hy ikvaa tkoMaad aagals, led by Gabriel 
tm 7%» Xanm ami im 



. er rry of iW Araha. • Alia Akbar!> tsya Ocutr. 
hMMBltMy.. 
IMI b • kfai4 af dMfaa wMdi «b« fRMMB of tbe Bati 



To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow. 

In all the graceful gratitude of power. 

For his throne's safety in that perilous honrT 

Who dpfh not wonder, when, amidst the acclaim 

Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name->- 

Mid all those holier harmonies of fame, 

Which sound along the path of virtuous souls. 

Like music round a planet as it rolls! — 

lie turns away coldly, as if some gloom 

Hung o'er his heart no triumphs can illnme*^ 

Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gaze 

Though glory's light may play, in vain it plays! 

Yes, wretched Axim ! thine is such a grief. 

Beyond all hope, all terror, all relief; 

A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break, 

Or warm or brighten,— like that Syrian Lake,* 

Upon whose surface mom and summer shed 

Tlieir smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead! — 

Hearts there have been, o'er which this weight of wot 

Came by long use of suffering, tame and slow; 

But thine, lost youth 1 was sudden — over thee 

It broke at once, when all secm'd ecstasy ! 

When Hope look'd up, and saw the gloomy past 

Melt into splendour, and bliss dawn at last — 

'T was then, even then, o'er joys so freshly blown, 

Tliis mortal blight of misery came down ; 

Even then the full warm gushings of thy heart 

W>re check'd — like fount-dropa, frozen as they start! 

And there, like them, cold, sunless relics hang, 

Each fix'd and chill'd into a lasting pang ! 

One sole desire, one paiwinn now remains. 
To keep life's fever still within his veins, — 
Vengeance ! — dire vengeance on the wretch who cast 
O'er him and all. he loved that ruinous blast. 
For this, when rumours^ reach'd him in his flight 
Far, far away, after that fatal night,— 
Bumours of armies, thronging to the attack 
Of the Veil'd Chief,— for this lie wing'd him back. 
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags unfiirl'd 
And came when all seem'd lost, and wildly hurl'd 
Himself into the scale, and saved a world ! 
For this he still lives on, careless of all 
The wreaths that glory on his patli lets hW ; 
For this alone eiists — like lightning-fire. 
To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire! 

But safe as yet that Spirit of Evil lives; 
With a small band of desperate fugitives, 
The last sole stubborn fragment, left unriven. 
Of the proud host that late stood fronting heaven. 
He gain'd Merou— breathed a short curse of blood 
O'er his lost throne — then pass'd the Jihon's flood, * 
And gathering all, whoae madness of belief 
Still saw a Saviour in their down-JbU'n chief, 
Baised the white banner vrithin Nekslieb's gates, ^ 
And there, untamed, the approaching conqueror waits. 

Of all his Haram, all that busy hive. 
With music and vt ith svreets sparkling alive. 
He took but one, the partner of hb flight. 
One, not for love — not for her beauty's light — 



■ Tba Dead Sea. whicb eoataias aeiiber aalasl 

* Tbe aadaBl Oiaa. 

* A ciiy of Traaaoftlasb. 
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For Z«lica stood nvitlierin^ 'mklit the fay. 

Wan as the hlossom thai fell yesterday 

From the Alma tree and dies, while overhead 

To-day's young flower is sjMioging m iu siead !* 

No, not for love — the deepest damn'd must be 

Touch'd with heaven's glory, ere such fiends as lie 

Can feel one glimpse of love's divinity! 

But no, she is his victim; — there lie all 

licr charms for him— charms that can never pall, 

As long as hell within his lieart can stir. 

Or one faint trace of heaven is left in her. 

To work an angel's ruin,— to behold 

As white a page as Virtue e'er unroll'd 

Blacken, beneath his touch, into a scroll 

Of damning sins, seal'd with a bnmiog soul— 

Thb is his triumph— ifak the joy accurst* 

That ranks him among demons all but first ! 

This gives the victim, that before him lies 

Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyea, 

A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 

The ghastly, writhing wretch whom it consumes! 

But other tasks now wait him — tasks that need 
All the deep daringness of tliought and deed 
VTith which the Dives* have gifted him— for mark. 
Over yon plains, which night liad else made dark. 
Those lanterns, countless as the winged lights 
That spangle India's fields on showery nights,^ 
Far as their formidable gleams they shed. 
Hie mighty tents of the belcaguerer spread. 
Glimmering along the horixon's dusky line. 
And thence in nearer circles, till they shine 
Among the founts and groves, o'er which the town 
In all its arm'd magnificence looks down. 
Yet, fearless, from his lofty battlements 
BJokanna views that multitude of tents ; 
Nay, smiles to think that, though entoil'd, beset. 
Not less than myriads dare to front him yet; — 
That, friendless, throneless, he tlius stands at bay. 
Even thus a match for myriads such as diey ! 

• Oh ! for a sweep of that dark angel's wing, 
AVho brusli'd tlie thousands of the Assyrian king( 
To darkness in a moment, that 1 might 

People Hell's chambers with yon host to-night ! 
But come what may, let who will grasp tlie throne. 
Caliph or lHt>phet, man alike shall groan ; 
Let who will torture him, priest, caliph, king. 
Alike tliis loathsome world of his shull ring 
With victim's shrieks and bowlings of tlie slave, — 
Sounds that shall glad me even within my grave !• 
Thus to himself — but to tlie scanty train 
Still left around him, a far different strain : 

• Glonoas defenders of the sacred crown 

I bear from heaven, whose light nor blood shall drown 
Nor shadow of earth eclipse ; — before wliose gemt 
The paly pomp of this world's diadems. 



' • T«« afrrm caa cMl year rjn on ikb irw, bat jom aaet iber* 
ehWr tloiuMi or huU : aad m Uw UaMoai dnipt •aderaaath oa 



IW ftoaad (whkk b frc^Matly <«v«ra4 wiik 

•awat a ). adm ooaa lortk im their Mead,* ate etc— XtBcaotv. 

* Tka 4* m o m of iha Fersiaa ■ytkology. 

* Cabkbu Mrall— ■ Uw Ifa-liat la ladia dariaj ika raiay taasoa. 
-«aakter«Mrlk 

* Sa—aAarib. called by tka orimubK^aff »r Moainl— ITfc— 
tnat. 



The crown of Gerashid, die pUlai'd tlurooe 
Of Parvix,* (57) and the heron crest that shone* 
Magnificent, o'er AU's beauteous eyes,^ 
Fade like the stars when mom is in the skies: 
Warriors, rejoice — the port, to which we *ve paas'd 
O'er destiny's dark wave, beams out at last! 
Victory *s our own— 't is written in that Book 
Cpon whose leaves none but the angeb look. 
That Islam's sceptre shall benealli the power 
Of her great foe fall broken in tliat hour. 
When tlie moon's mighty orb, before all eyes* 
From Neksheb's Holy Well (58) portentously shall 
Now turn and see!*— > 

They tum'd, and as he spok« 
A sudden splendour all around them broke, 
.\nd they beheld an orb, ample and bright. 
Rise from tlie Holy Well, and cast its light 
Round tlie rich city and the plain for miles— 4 
Flinging such radiance o'er tlie gilded tiles 
Of many a dome and fairnroof d minaret. 
As autumn suns shed round diem when they set I 
Instant from ail who saw thie illusive sign 
A murmur broke — ■ Miraculous! divine!* 
The Ghcbcr how'd, tliinking liis idol star 
Had waked, and burst impatient through the bar 
Of midnight, to inflame him to the war! 
Wliile he of Moussa's creed saw, in that ray. 
The glorious Light which, in his freedom's day. 
Had rested on the .Vrk.^ and now again 
Shone out to bless the breaking of his chain ! 

• To victory ! • is at once the cry of all — 
Nor stands Mokanna loitering at that call ; 
Rut instant the huge gates are flung aside. 
Ami forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
ln(n the boundless s^, they speed their conrae 
Right on into the Moslem's mighty force. 
The watchmen of the camp, — who, in their rounds. 
Had paused and even forgot the punctual sounds 
Of the small drum with which they count the night,* 
To gaze upon that supernatural ligtit, — 
Now sink beneath an unexpected arm. 
And in a deaih-groan give tticir last alarm. 
• On for the lamps, that light yon lofty screen,? (59) 
Nor blunt your blades wid) massacre so mean ; 
Tliere restt tlie Caliph— speed— one lucky lance 
May now achieve mankind's deliverance!* 



iCkmroca. For Um datcripiiaa of his TWaaa ar Pdaes. aaa Cu- 
•OB aad D'HstBKLOT. 

> • TW crowa af Gcraskid Is doady aad tarahkad balbra iWlMNa 
lafk of Iky tarl^a.*— Froai oaa of the clacie* or Mafft la pnte af 
All. writiaa la chaiaciar* of faU raaaid ika fallary of Akkaa*a I 
— ScaC«*t»ta. 

• The bcaaty of AJi't eye* wa« to rcaurkabia, tkat ' 
I*eniaas voald daacrlbe aay tbiaf a« vary lortly, they tay It b Aya 
Uali. or ike Eyea of Ali.-4:a«>»i«. 

« •Ilaaa«paMiaMdeaKBMblapc«plaaalsvlllade] 
ra faiMBt aortJr toaiaa lt$ aaiu da tomd d'aa poiu aa 1 
aeaxMMblable k U laae, qal poruit m laaUra jaaqali la 
de pla«Jean ■tna».>— DTUbkimot. Baaca ba vaa oalM 
aMb, or tbe Mwoa ■aker. 

• Tba SchaehiMh, called Saklaai la ibe 
cbaf.U. 

• Tba parti of Ike aicbi are aada bMwa aa «aU by b 
■ack. a* by the roeadt of tbe watcbMoa wiib criat aad 1 
—See Be »»>•'• Onmlml C uumm t , vol. i. p. 1 19. 

f Tbe ScTfaparda, bifb mtvco« of red detk. il l BlSid «<lk csaa. 
aajd to ladaaa a Baa>hbral>b tfmtt mmmi tka rayal lania.- 
ealAr 
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tK>e die — soch as ihcy only cast 
for a woHd, and stake their last, 
loader with him — blade for blade 
ip to aiecf tlieai thronph the glimmering thath.*, 
htp- Hash ia heard, new legions soon 
be sftoC,— like bees of Kaiiscroon,* 
irill limbrers sommons, till, at length, 
xtf caoap swarms out in all its strength, 
k u> Nekaheb's gales, corering the plain 
kIooi slaughter, drires the adrenturons train ; 
iic Lm of whom, the Silrer Veil 
htyrm^ at times, like the white sail 
cnsa'd vesMrl, on a stormy night, 
tenpesi's momentary light ! 



kath not thi» brought the proud spirit low * 
i'd ht4 brow, nor check'd hi* daring? No. 
hAif the wretches, whom at night he led 
tc% snd victory, lie disgraced and dead, 
■iDf; hears hioa, with unshrinking crest, 
HI of tbroBca and nctory, to the rest; — 
T helieva him ! —Oh, the lover may 
tihit look which steals his soul away ; — 
« rnjiy cease to think thai it can play 
•r*«nV rainbow; — alchy mists may doubt 
lUBg gold their crucible gives out — 
Ci. fanafic Faith, once wedded hut 
e dear falsehood, hugs it to the last. 

wll the Impostor knew all lures and arts, 
infrr e'er Uuglit to tangle hearts : 
M i)««e Use bold workings of his plot 

sen's aouh, is Zdica forgot 
I Zelica ! bad reason been 

ikroo^ half the horrors thou hast seen, 
pver coaldst have home it — Deatli had come 

aad taken thy wrung spirit home. 
■m DOC so— a torpor, a suspense 
fjkt. aimoat of life, came o'er the intense 
■v«aae struggles of that fearful night : 
HT last hope of peace and heaven took flight ; 
»aeh. at linnet, a gleam of frenzy broke— 
a^ wMBe JuH volcano's Tcil of smoke 
• ftaahiogs now and then will start, 
ihow the fire 's still busy at its heart; 
> ifar moatly wrapp'd in sullen gloom, — 
^ m Aliai's, brooding o'er ils doom, 
>m wahoat, as is tlie brow of death 
Msy woma arc gnawing underneath ! — 
I blank and pulseless torpor, free 
hi ■till or pain, a seai'd up apathy, 
left ber oft, with scarce one livmg thrill, 
UL pale victim of her tortnrei's will. 

a, as IB Merou, he had her deck'd 
■sH oat, the priestess of the sect; 
d her gKnering forth before the eyes 
fttde traia, as to a sacrifice; 
as sbe, iht young devoted bride 
farce Tde, when, deck'd in all the pridft 
piial pomp, she sinks into his tide !> 



htm «kt srww af w c»- i t— i atKaaiwoea, iW beet cull • 

t IT «jn HhalMiBf M ikU iay mom to sm lo prove ibai 

• jsoag Tirgia to ihs God of iho 



And while the wretched maid hung down her head, 
And stood, as one just risen from die dead, 
Amid that gazing crowd, the fiend would tell 
His credulous slaves it was some charm or spell 
Possess'd her now, — and from that darken'd trance 
Should dawn ere long their Kaidi's deliTeranee. 
Or if, at times, goaded by guilty shame. 
Her soul was roused, and words of wildneas came, 
Instant the bold blasphemer would translate 
Her ravings into oracles of fote. 
Would hail Heaven's signals in her flashing eyes. 
And call her slirieks the language of tlie skies'. 

But vain at length his arts — despair is seen 

Gathering around ; and famine comes to glean 

All that the sword had left unreap'd : — in vam 

At mom and eve across the northern plain 

He looks impatient for the promised spears 

Of the wild Hordes and Tartar mountaineers : 

They come not — while his Gercc beleaguercrs pour 

Engines of havoc in, unknown before, (60) 

And horrible as new;'— javelins, that fly 

Enwreathed with smoky flames through the dark sky, 

And red-hot globes that, opening as they mount. 

Discharge, as from a kindled Naptha fount, (61) 

Showers of consuming fire o'er all below ; 

Looking, as through the illumined night they go. 

Like those wild birds' tliat, by the Magians oft. 

At festivals of fire, were sent aloft 

Into the air, with blazing faggots tied 

To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide ! 

All night, the groans of wretches who expire, 

In agony, beneath these darts of fire, 

Ring through the city— while, descending o'er 

Its shrines and domes and streets of sycamore; — 

lu lone bazaars, witli their bright cloths of gold. 

Since the last peaceful pageant left unroU'd; — 

lu beauteous marble baths, whose idle jets 

Now gush with blood ;— and its tall minarets, 

Tlial late have stood up in the evening glare 

Of the red sun, unhallow'd by a prayer;— 

Ocr each, in turn, the dreadful flame-bolts fall. 

And death and conflagration throughout all 

Tlie desolate city hold high festival ! 



Mokanna sees the world is lm no more; 
One sting at parting, and his grasp is o'er. 
■ What '. drooping now ?•— thus, with unblushing cheek. 
He hails the few, who yet can hear him speak. 
Of all tliose fkmish'd slaves, around him lying. 
And by the light of blazing temples dying;— 
•What! drooping now?— now, when at length we press 
Home o'er the very thrcsliold of success! 



TtU ; for tbej sow aokc s »ttl«o of cartb ia tbapc of • firl, lowfcJA 
ife«y give ibo MM* of tbe Beirotbod Brido. sad throw It loM iko 
rlTer.»— Sata»t. 

' The Grtok Ira, wMck wssocxa«loMll7 loot Wy iW Eoforws M 
their allict. altirst,* MjtGlbboa. . elthw ItoiKfcod la rid bothsib 
of atOBO aad Iroa, or dartod la arrows aad JaveliDt. twUtcd roaad 
with lai aad tow. which had deeply l-blbed tbe iotaaoable oil.* 

» . At tbe great fealiTal of ire. enlled tbe Sbab-8oa«, they oaad to 
■at Ird to Urge baoobea of dry eoaibaaUblaa, fc H— d ra^d aiU 
heasu aad bird*, which boiag iboa lot loeta. ike air aod aartk ap- 
peared ooe groat illaaiaatio* ; aad a* iheae tarrltod oreauma aata- 
ralty lad to the w«Mi fw •beliar. It Uaaay M 
tloM they pradMOd.*— HMa«aaao«'« 
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When Alia from our ranks hath thinn'd away 

Those grosser branches, that kept out his ray 

Of ^Tour from us, and we stand at length 

Heirs of his light and children of his strength. 

The chosen few, who shall surviTe the fall 

Of kings and thrones, triumpliant oTer all I 

Hare you then lost, weak murmurers as you are. 

All hith in him, who was your Light, your Star? 

Have you forgot tlie eye of glory, hid 

Beneath this Veil, the (lashing of whose lid 

Could, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 

Millions of such as yonder Giief brings liitherT 

Long have its lightnings slept — too long— but now 

All earth shall feel tlie unveiling of this brow 1 

To-night 1 yes, sainted men ! this very night, 

I bid you all to a fair festal rite. 

Where, — having deep rcfresh'd each weary limb 

With viands such as feast Heaven's cherubim. 

And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim, 

With tliat pure wine the dark-cycd maids above 

Keep, seal'd with precious musk, for those they love, — • 

I will myself uncurtain in your sight 

The wonders of this brow's ineffable light ; 

Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse 

Yon myriads, howling through the universe!* 

£ager they listen — while each accent durts 
New life into tlieir chill'd and hope-sick hearts; — 
Such treacherous life as the cool draught supplies 
To him upon the stake, who drinks and dies ! 
Wildly tliey point their lances to the light 
Of the fast-sinking sun, and shout m to-night !• — 
• To-night, « their Chief re-echoes, in a voice 
Of fiend-like mocker/ that bids hell rejoice ! 
Deluded victims — never hath this earth 
Seen mourning half so mournful as their mirth T 
Here, to the few, whose iron frames had stood 
This racking waste of fominc and of blood. 
Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the sliout 
Of triumph like a maniac's laugh broke out; — 
TherCy others, lighted by the smouldering fire, 
Danced, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre. 
Among the dead and dying, strcw'd around; — 
While some pale wretch look'd on, and from his wound 
Plucking the fiery dart by which he bled, 
In ghastly transport waved it o'er hb head ! 

T was more tlian midnight now — a fearful panse 
Had follow'd the long sliouts, the wild applause. 
That lately from those royal gardens burst. 
Where the Veil'd demon held his feast accurst. 
When Zelica— alas, poor ruin'd heart. 
In every horror doom'd to hear its part I — 
Was bidden to the banquet by a slave. 
Who, while his quivering lip the summons gave. 
Grew black, as though the sliadows of the grave 
Compass'd him round, and, ere he could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeluM at her feet ! 
Shuddering she went — a soul-felt pang of fear, 
A presage that her own dark doom was near. 
Roused every feeling, and brought reason back 
Once more, to writhe her last upon the ruck. 
All round seem'd tranquil — even tlie foe had ceased, 
As if aware of that demoniac feast, 

' • Tb« ri|hia<Mit shall b« glTMi to driak of port wiao, teolad ; 
; fhsMolwWrwfslMUboaiosk.*— JUwM,ckop.lu&Ui. 



Hb fiery bolts; and tliough the heavens look'd red, 
'T was but some distant conflagration's spread. 
But hark !— she slops — she Ibtcns— dreadful tone ! 
T b her Tormentor's Uugh— and now, a groan, 
A long deatli-groan comes witli it — can thb be 
The place of mirth, the bower of revelry? 
She enters — Holy Alia, what a sight 
Was there before her ! By the glimmering light 
Of tlie pale dawn, -mix'd with the flare of brands 
That round lay burning, dropp'd from lifeless hands, 
She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread. 
Rich censers breathing— garlands overhead,— 
The urns, the cups, from which they late haul quafFd, 
All gold and gems, but — what had been the draught? 
Oh ! who need a«k, that saw those livid guests, 
With their swoll'n heads sunk blackeiiing on the 

breasts. 
Or looking pale to Heaven with glassy glare. 
As if they sought but saw no mercy there ; 
As if they felt, though poison rack'd them through, 
Remorse, the deadlier torment of tlic two ! 
While some, the bravest, hardiest in tlic train 
Of their false Chief, who on the batUc-plain 
Would have met death with transport by lib side. 
Here mute and helpless gasp'd; — but as they died, 
Look'd horrible vengeance with their eyes' hist strain. 
And clcnch'd the slackening hand at him in vain. 

Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare, 
The stony look of horror and despair. 
Which some of these expiring victims cast 
Upon their souls' tormentor to the last; — 
Upon that mocking Fiend, whose Veil, now raised, 
Sliow'd them, as in death's agony they gased, 
Not tlic long promised light, tlie brow, whose beaminf 
Was to come forth, all conquering, all redeeming. 
But features horribler than Hell e'er traced 
On its own brood ! — no Demon of the Waste,' 
No church-yard Gholc, caught lingering in the light 
Of the bless'd sun, e'er blasted human sight 
With lineaments so foul, so fierce as those 
The impostor now, in grinning mockery, shows.— 
■ There, ye wise Soints, liehold your Light, your Star,— 
Ye would be dupes and victims, and ye nrt. 
Is it enough? or must I, while a thrill 
Lives in your sapient bosoms, cheat you still ? 
Swear that the burning death yc feel within 
Is but the trance with which Heaven's joys begin; 
That thb foul visage, foul as e'er disgraced 
Even monstrous man, is — after God's own taste ; 
And that— but see !— ere I have half-way said 
My greetings through, the uncourtcous souU are fled. 
Farewell, sweet spirits! not in vain ye die. 
If Ebib loves you half so well as I. — 
Ha, my young bride!— 't b well — take thou thy seat; 
Nay, come — no shuddering — didst thou never meet 
The dead before ?-^hey graced our wedding, sweet; 
And tliese, my guests to-night, have brimm'd so tros 
Tlieir parting cups, that tliou slialt pledge one loa 
But— how b thb? — all empty? all drunk up? 
Hot lips have been before thee in the cup, 

* > Tbe ArglnaD* boiirve each of the Daaeroo* ■olilodot sod 4» 
•erttof iheirooaoiry to b« iobabiied bj a loaelydeaMo, wboa tks 
oali tbe Gboolee BcMbaa. or Spirit of ibe Wa«te. Tbej ofteo Illai 
uoio tbti wildooM of auy aoqiitfciorwl tribe, by Mjlof, tbe| artnl 
•• tbo Djiooo of tbe Waste.*— ELraiattoii'a duUot 
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■fte, — Tcc suy^-ooe preciouft drop remains, 

► -wr^rva a senile Pntaltai Tcins; — 

it — and ftliould thy lover't conquering 8m» 

»rr. «rc thy lip loge all its charms, 

tMit liaif thib venom in thy kiis, 

>r|pTe my haughty rival's bliis I 

ic — I tuo most die — but not like these 
Ua^ tbin|;s, to fester in the brcde; 
hi» bruw in ruffian triumph shown, 
ieatli's grimness added to its own, 
f* Just beneath tlie taunting eyes 
esrlainiinf; • Tliere his Godsliip lies! • — 
•I'd race — since first my soul drew breath, 
xm my dupes, and ahull be, even in death. 
*i yoa eastern in the shade — 't b fill'd 
nittf, drugs, for this last hour distill'd; — (62) 
i 1 plun|;e me, in that liquid flame— 
A U«e a dying Prophet's frame I 
rail, ail — ere pulse of thine shall hH — 
' on<r liaib l«> tell mankind the tale. 
BT voCasies, wheresoe'er lliey rave, 
tbak Ueaven took back the Saint il gave; — 
- bat *anisti'd from this earth awhile, 
aipafB. iKttb bright, unslirouded smile; 
ibry buaJd mc altan in their xcal, 
aa«e% sliall minister and foob sliall kneel ; 
a;iii may mutter o'er her mystic spell, 
IB blood — and Bigotry may swell 
be spreads for Heaven with blasts from IIcll ! 
ory banner, through long ages, be 
yiag siipn of fraud and anarchy; — 
ri uabom shall rue Mokanna's name, 
Mifh 1 die, my spirit, still the same, 
alk abroad in all the stormy strife, 
III and blood, that were ils bibs in life! 
ri 1 ibcir haltering engine shakes the wall — 
tt m ahake — thus I can brave them all. 
« of mr shall greet them, when they come, 
an tfvat thy faith, for— thou 'It be dumb, 
ark how readily a wretch like me 
balil plunge commences Deity ! • 

pnmg and sank, as the last words were said — 

timed ibe burning waters o'er hb head, 

ttttM was left — within the ring 

K Vide walb the only living thing; 

lSt vretobed one, still curs^ with breath, 

ikal fr%fatful wildemen of death I 

bloodlew ghost,— such as, they tell. 

Cities of the Silent • dwell, 

aasem of all but Alls, sit 
ij m own pale carcase, watching il. 

b ap, and a fresh warfare stirs 
the camp of the beleaguerers. 
of fire (the dread artillery, lent 
to conqaering Mahadi), are spent; 
ow ibc acorpioa's shaft, the quarry sent 
hqgb balascas, and the shielded throng 
'afs swinging the huge ram along, — 




fM Agrau 
) all hy ik« fMliml 
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fw barialiifToaadi, wkkkiWy 
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All speak the impaUcnt Ismalite's nient 

To try, at length, if tower and battlement 

And bastion'd wall be not less hard to win. 

Less tough to break down, than the hearts within. 

First in impatience and in toil b he. 

The burning Axim— oh ! could he but see 

The Impostor once alive within hb grasp, 

Not the gaunt lion's hug, nor boa's clasp, 

(>>uld match that gripe of Vengeance, or keep pace 

With the fell heartiness of Hate's embrace I 

Loud rings the ponderous ram against the walb ! 
Now shake the ramparts, now a buttress fells. 
But still no breach — • once more, one mighty swing 
Of all your beams, together thundering!* 
There— the wall shakes— the shouting troops exult— 

• Quick, quick discharge your weightiest catapult 
Right on that spot, and Ncksheb b our own !• — 
'Tb done— The battlemenU come crashing down, 
And the huge wall, by that stroke riven in two. 
Yawning, like some old crater, rent anew, 
Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through ! 
But strange ! no signs of life— nought living seen 
Above, below — what can tlib stillness mean ? 

A minute's pause suspends all hearts and eyes — 

• In through the breach, • impetuous Azim cries; 
But the cool Caliph, fearful of some wile 

In thb blank stillness, checks the troops awhile.— 
Just then a figure, with slow step, advanced 
Forth from the ruin'd walb; and, as lliere glanced 
A sunbeam over it, all eyes could see 
The well-known Silver Veil l— . 'Tb He, 'tb He, 
Mokanna, and alone S they shout around ; 
Young Azim from hb steed springs to the ground — 
k Mine, holy Caliph! mine,* he cries, ■ the task 
To crush yon daring wretch — 't b all I ask.* 
Eager he darts to meet the demon foe. 
Who still across wide heaps of ruin slow 
And falteringly comes, till they are near; 
Then, with a bound, rushes on Azim's spear, 
! And, casting off the Veil in falling, sliows— 
' Oh !— ' t b hb Zelica's Ufe-blood that flows! 

• I meant not, Azim,* soothingly she said, 
.Vs on hb trembling arm she leav'd her head. 
And, looking in his hoe, smt anguish there 
Beyond all wounds tlie quivering flesh can bear — 
• I meant not C/kou shouJdst liave the pain of thb; — 
Though death, witli thee thus tasted, b a bliss 
Thou wouldst not rob me of, didst thou but know 
How oft I 've pniy'd to God I might die «o ! 
But the Fiend's venom was too scant and slow; — 
To linger on were maddening — and I thought 
If once that Veil — nay, look not on it — caught 
The eyes of your fierce soldiery, I should be 
Struck by a thousand deatli-darts instantly. 
But thb b sweeter — oh ! believe me, yes — 
I would not change thb sad, but dear caress* 
Thb death within thy smis 1 wauld not give 
For the most smiling life the happiest live ! 
Ail that stood dark and drear before the c^-c 
Of my stray'd soul, b passing swiftly by ; 
A liglit comes o'er me from tliose looks of love. 
Like the first dawn of mercy from above; 
And if thy Ups but tell me I 'm forgiven. 
Angel* will echo the blest words ia ttcaveii '. 
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But lire, my Arim ;— oh I to call thee mine 

Thus once a(^in ! mjr Anm — dmm dinne ! 

Live, if thou ever lovedst roe, if to meet 

Thy Zelica hereafter would be tweet. 

Oil live to pray for her — to bend the knee 

Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom pure lipa and hearts without a stain, 

As thine are. Azim, never breathed in vain, — 

And pray that He may pardon her, — may take 

Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, 

And, nought rememberini* but her love to thee, 

Make her all thine, all Mis, eternally I 

Go to those happy fields where fint we twined 

Our youthful hearts togetlier^^very wind 

That meets thee there, fresh from die well-known 

flowers, 
Will bring the sweetnen of those innocent hours 
Back to thy soul, and thou mayst feel again 
For thy poor Zelica as thou didst then. 
So shall thy orisons, like dew that fli<« 
To Heaven upon the morning's sunshine, rise 
With all love's earliest ardour to the skius ! 
And sliould they — but ala^! my senses fail — 
Oh, for one minute! — should thy prayers prevail — 
If pardon'd souls may from that World of Blisa 
Reveal their joy to thoae they love in this, — 
I'll come to thee — in some sweet dream — and tell — 
Oh Heaven — I die — dear love ! ferewell, farewell.* 

Time fleeted — years on years had pais'd away. 
And few of thoae who on that mournful day 
Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden's death and tlic youth's agony. 
Were living still — wlien, by a rustic grave 
Beside the swift Amoo's transparent wave. 
An aged man, who had grown aged there 
By that lone grave, morning and night in prayer. 
For the last time knelt down — and, though the shade 
Of death hung darkening over him. there play'd 
A gleam of rapture on his eye and cheek, 
Tliat brightcn'd even death — like the last streak 
Of intense glory on the horiion's brim. 
When night o'er all the rest hangs chill and dim. — 
His soul had seen a Tision, while he slept; 
She , for whose spirit he had pray'd and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all dress'd 
In angel smiles, and told him she was bless'd! 
For this the old man breathed his thanks, and died. — 
And there, upon the banks of that loved tide. 
He and his Zelica sleep side by side. 



Tbb story of the Veiled Prophet of Khorassan being 
ended, tliey were now doomed to hear Fadladeen's cri- 
ticisms upon it. A series of disappointments and acci- 
dents had occurred to this learned Chamberlain during 
the journey. In the first place, those couriers stationed, 
as in the reign of Shah Jelian, between Delhi and tlie 
Western const of India, to secure a constant supply of 
mangoes for the royal table, had by some cruel irregu- 
larity, failed in their duty ; and to eat any mangoes but 
those of Naiagong vwis, of course, impossible. (63) In the 
next place, the elephant, laden with his fine antique 
porcelain. (64) had in an unusual fit of liveliness sliattered 
ilie whole set to pioces : — an irreparable lots, as many 



of the vesseb were so exquisitely old as to have beea 
used under the Emperors Tan and Chun, who reigned 
many ages before the dynasty of Tang. His Kofui too. 
supposed to be tlie identical copy beCweeii die leaves of 
which Mahomet's fevourite pigeon used to nettle, liad 
been misdaid by his Koran-bearer three whole davs: 
not without much spiritual alarm to Fadladeen, who, 
though professing to hold, with other lofyal nod oilho- 
dox Mussulmans, that salvation could only be fbaod in 
the Koran, was strongly suspected of belierini; in his 
heart, that it could only be found in hit own particular 
copy of it. Wlien to all these grievances is added th^ 
obstinacy of the cooks, in putting the pepper of Canan 
into his dishes instead of the cinnamon of Serendib, «e 
may easily suppose that he came to the task of criti- 
cism with, at least, a sufficient degree of irritability for 
the purpose. 

• In order,* said he, importantly twinging about hii 
cliapiet of pearls, ■ to convey with cleameas my opinion 
of the story this young man has related, it it n eeau n 

to take a review of all the stories that have ever • 

• My good Fadladeen!* exclaimed the Princetti inier- 
rupting him, ■ we really do not deterve that yoa 
should give yourself so much trouble. Year opisioB 
of the poem we have just heard will, I Iutc do doabl. 
l>e abundantly edifying without any farther waste of 
your valuable erudition.* • If that be all, • replied the 
critic, — evidently mortified at not bein^ allowed to 
show how much he knew about every thing, bM ikr 
subject immediately before him — ■ if that be all thai 
is required, the matter is easily dispatohed.* He then 
proceeded to analyse the poem, in that strain (to wdl 
known to the unfortunate bards of Delhi), wboae cen- 
sures were an infliction from which few recovered, and 
whose very praises were like the honey extracted froa 
the bitter flowers of the aloe. Tlie chief pertoni^ea of 
the story were, if he rightly understood tbeai, aa iU- 
fdvoured gentleman, wiUi a veil over hit ffaee;— a 
young lady, whose reason went and came aceofdia^ as 
it suited tlie poet's convenience to be senaible or odier- 
wise; — and a youth in one of thote hideous Bneharna 
honnciK, who took the aforesaid gentleman in a veil 
for a Divinity. • From such materials, • taidhe, awbal 
can \iti expected? — after rivalling each other in leaf 
speeches and absurdities, through aonw thonaandl of 
lines as indigestible as the filherdt of Berdaa, oar 
friend in the veil jumps into a tub of aqnafbrtia; die 
)-oung lady dies in a set speech, whose only reoonmo- 
dation is that it is her last; and the lover livct on to a 
good old age, for the laudable purpose of aeeiiif kr 
ghost, which he at last happily accompliahea and c»> 
pircs. This, you will allow, is a fsir tammary of d» 
story; and if Nasser, the Arabian merchaBt, loM as 
better, our Holy Prophet ( to whom be all honoor md 
glory !) had no need to be jealont of hit abilitict fcr 
stor>'-telling.«( 

With respect to the style, it was wordiy of dw atf- 
ter; — it had not even those politic contrrvaBett tf 
structure, which make up for tlie commoDiien of dK 
thoughts hy the peculiarity of the 
stately poetical phraseology by which 




* La lectare de on Fables plaiMit tl fort a ax Aimbsa, qos^ 
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in tlienMdTM, like the blacksmith's* apron conTcrtcd 
into a bannefi are so easily gilt and embroidered into 
c«»nsequence. Then, as to the versiiication, it was, to 
say no worse bf it, execrable : it had neitlier the co- 
pious Bow of Ferdou, the sweetness of Hafex, nor the 
senleolions march of Sadi; but appeared to him, in 
the uneasy heaviness of its movements, to have been 
modelled upon the gait of a very tired dromedary. 
The licenses too in which it indolged were unpardon- 
able; — for instance this line, and the poem abounded 
with such— 

Lite lbs fUB>. Mqalthc aatlc oft dnaa. 

• What critic that can count,* said Fadladeen, nand 
has his full complement of fingers to count withal, 
would tolerate for an instant suefa syllabic superflui- 
ties!* — He here looked round, and discovered that 
moat of his audience were asleep; while the glimmer- 
ing lamps seemed inclined to follow their example. It 
became necessary, therefore, however painful to him- 
self, to put an end to his valuable animadversions for 
the present, and he accordingly concluded, with an air 
of dignified candour, tlium: — ■Notwithstanding the 
observations which I liave thought it my duty to make, 
it is by no means my wish to discourage the young 
man : — so far from it, indeed, that if he will but to- 
tally alter his style of writing and thinking, I have very 
little doubt that I shall be vastly pleased with him. ■ 

Some days elapsed, after this harangue of the Great 
Chamberlain, b^ore Lalla Rookh could venture to ask 
fur another scory. The youth was still a welcome guest 
in the pavilion; — lo one heart, perhaps, too danger- 
nusly welcome — but all mention of poetry was, as if 
l>y coounon consent, avoided. Though none of the 
parry had mach respect for Fadladeen , yet his ccn- 
surea, thus magisterially delivered, evidently made nn 
impressioo on them all. The Poet himself, to whom 
criticism was quite a new operation (being wholly un- 
known in that Paradise of the Indies, Cashmere), felt 
the shock as it is generally felt at first, till use has 
aiade it more tolerable to the patient; — the ladies bc- 
;;an to suspect that they ought not to be pleased, and 
neemed to conclude that there must have been much 
{;ood sense in what Fadladeen said, from its having set 
them all so soundly to sleep; — while the self-compla- 
cent Chamberlain was left to triumph in the idea of 
liavini;, for the hundred and fiftieth time in his liFc, 
extinguished a poet Lalla Uookh alone — and Love 
knew why — persisted in being delighted with all she 
had heard, and in resolving lo hear more as speedily as 
possible. Her manner, however, of first returning to 
the subject was unlucky. It was while they rested 
during the heat of noon near a fountain, on which 
some hand had rudely traced those well-known words 
from the Garden of Sadi, — aBlany, like mc, have 
viewed this fountain, but tliey are gone and tlicir eyes 
are closed for evcrS — that she took occasion, from 
the melancholy beauty of this passage, to dwell upon 
tlie charms of poetry in general. * It is true,* she said, 

• few poets can imitate that sublime bird, which flies 
always in the air, (65) and never touches the earth :> — it is 
only once in many ages a genius appears, whose words, 

> Ths BladuMkh Cm. whoHMOSMfdlf mjclwl ths ijrssl Zsbak. 
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like those on the Written Mountain, last for ever :— (6^ 
hut still there are some, as delightful perhaps, tliongh 
not so wonderful, who, if not stars over our head, are 
at least flowers along our path, and whose sweetness of 
the moment we ought gratefully to inhale, without 
calling upon them for a brightness and a durability 
beyond their nature. In short, * continued she, blush- 
ing, as if conscious of being caught in an oration, • it 
is quite cruel that a poet cannot wander through his re- 
gions of enchantment, without having a critic for ever, 
like the old Man of the Sea, upon his back!*t — Fadla- 
deen, it was plain, took this last luckless allusion to 
himself, and would treasure it up in his mind as a 
whetstone for his next criticism. A sudden silence en- 
sued ; and the Princess, glancing a look at Feramorz, 
saw plainly she must wait fur a more courageous mo- 
ment. 

But the glories of nature , and her wild fragrant airs, 
playing freshly over the current of youthful spirits, will 
soon heal even deeper wounds than tlie dull Fadladeens 
of this world can inflict. In an evening or two after, 
they came to the small Valley of Gardens, which had 
been planted by order of the Emperor for his favourite 
sister Rochinara, during their progress to Cashmere, 
some years before ; and never was there a more spark- 
ling assemblage of sweets, since the Gulzar-c-Irem, or 
Rose-Bower of Ircm. Every precious flower was there 
to be found, that poetrv, or love, or religion has ever 
consecrated; from the dark hyacinth, to which Hafez 
compares his mistress's hair, (67) to tlic Camalata^ by 
whose rosy blossoms the heaven of India is scented. (68) 
As they sat in the cool fragrance of tliis delicious spot, 
and I^lla Rookh remarked that slie could ^cy it the 
abode of that Flower^loving Nymph whom they wor- 
ship in the temples of Kathay,(69) or of one of those Peris, 
those beautiful creatures of the air, who live upon per^ 
fumes, and to whom a place like tliis might make some 
amends for the Paradise they have lost, — the young 
Poet, in whose eyes she appeared, while she spoke, to 
be one of the bright spiritual creatures she was describ- 
ing, said, hesitatingly, that he remembered a story of a 
Peri, which, if the Princess had no objection, he would 
venture to relate. • It is, * said he, with an appealing 
look to Fadladeen, • in a lighter and humbler strain 
than the other;* then, striking a few careless but me- 
lancholy chords on his kitar, he thus began : — 



PARADISE AND THE PERI. 



Oxi mom a Peri at the gate 
Of Eden stood disconsolate; 
And as she listen'd to the Springs 

Of Life within, like music flowing. 
And caught the light upon her wings 

Through the half-open portal glowing, 
She wept to think her recreant race 
Should e'er have lost that glorious place I 

• How happy,* exclaim'd this child of air, 

• Are the holy spirits who wander there, 

'Mid flowers that never shall fade or foil ; 

■ Th« SU>ry of Siabad. 
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Though mine are the garden* of earth and tea. 
And the stars themselves have flowers for me , 

One blossom of heaven out-blooms them all ! 
Though sunny the lake of cool Cashmere, 
With its plane-tree isle reflected clear,* 

And sweetly the founts of that valley fall; 
Though bright are the waters of Sing-su-hay, 
And the golden floods that thitherward stray,^ 
Yet— oh, 'tis only the Blest can say 

How the waters of heaven outshine them all ! 

• Go, wing thy flight from star to star, 
From world to luminous world, as far 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres. 
And multiply each through endless years. 

One minute of heaven is worth them all ! • 

The glorious angel, who was keeping 
The gates of light, beheld her weeping; 
And as he nearer drew and listcn'd 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisien'd 
Within his eye-lids, like the spray 

From Eden's fountain, when it lies 
On the blue flower, which — Bramins say- 
Blooms no where hut in Paradise ! (70) 
• Nymph of a fair, but erring line ! • , 
Gently he said — • One hope is thine : 
'T is written in the Book of fate, 

The Peri yet may be forgiven, 
fFho brings to thit Eternal Gate 

The Gift that is most dear to Heavent 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin ; — 
'T is sweet to let the pardon'd in !• 

Bapidly as comets run 

To the embraces of the sun — 

Fleeter than the starry brands. 

Flung at night from angel hands' 

At those dark and daring sprites 

Who would climb the empyreal heights — 

Down the blue vault the Peri flies. 

And, lighted earthly by a glance 
That just then broke from morning's eyes, 

Hung hovering o'er our world's expanse. 

But whither shall the Spirit go 

To find diis gift for Heaven ? — « I know 

The wealth,* she cries, • of every urn, 

In which unniimber'd rubies bum, 

Beneath the pillars of Chilminar; — 4 

I know where the Isles of Perfume are, (71) 



' • Nvmeroat mall iaUndt eaerg* froa tb* Lake of Caibaer*. 
Oae U called GhnrClMaaar, fron the plane-iree* apoa ii.*— Fomteb. 

* • Tbe Altaa Kol, or Goldea Rirer of Thil(et, which raat ioto the 
Lake* of Siafna-hay. ha* abaadanoe of |p>ld la iu Mads, which ea*- 
ploy* the iahahiuau ail taaaer la faiheriag it.»— Oner^Mi •/ 
7Y/«<, la PiBUBtoa. 

* • The ■ahovetaas aappoM that falliB|;-sttn are the flrebrands 
wherewith the good aagei* drive away the bad. whoa they approach 
loo Dcor the enpyraaa or verge of the heaveat.*— Fania. 

* The Forty Pillars ; io the Persiaas rati the nsias of Persepolis. 
It U imagined by them that this palaoe aad the ediloee at Balbec 
were baill by Ceoii, for the parpose of hidiag la their sahterraao- 
oas caverns iaoMase traasaros, which still reaaia there.— D'Haaaa- 
LOT, VoLan'. 



Many a fathom down in the sea, 
To the south of sun-bright Araby ; — ' 
I know too where the Genii hid 
The jeweird cup of their king Jamshid,' 
With Life's elixir sparkling high — 
But gifts like these are not for the sky. 
Where was there ever a gem that shone 
Like the steps of Alla's wonderful throne? 
And the Drops of Life — oh 1 what would tli 
In the boundless Deep of Eternity?* 

While thus she mused, her pinions fann'd 
The air of that sweet Indian land, 
Whose air is balm; whose ocean sprcids 
O'er coral rocks and amber beds; (72) 
Whose mountains, pregnant by the beam 
Of the warm sun, with diamonds teem ; 
Whose rivulets are like rich brides. 
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides; 
Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice 
Might he a Peri's Paradise ! 
But crimson now her rivers ran 

With human blood^the smell of death 
Came reeking from those spicy bowers. 
And man, the sacrifice of man, 

Mingled his taint with every breath 
Upwafted from the innrcent flowers! 
Land of the Snn ! what font invades 
Thy pagods and thy pillar'd shades — (73) 
Thy cavern shrines and idol stones, 
Thy monarclis and their thousand thrones 
'T is He of Gazna! ^ — fierce in wrath 

He comes, and India's diadems 
Lie scatter'd in his ruinous path. — 

His blood-hounds he adorns with gems. 
Torn from the violated necks 

Of many a young and loved sultana; — 4 

Maidens within their pure Zenana, 

Priests in the very fane he slaughters, 
And choaks up with the glittering wrecks 

Of golden shrines the sacred waters! 

Downward the Peri turns her gaze. 
And, through the war^field's bloody haze. 
Beholds a youthful warrior stand, 

Alone, beside his native river, — 
The red blade broken in his hand. 

And tlie last arrow in his quiver. 

• Live,* said the conqueror, ■ live to shart 

The trophies and the crowns I bear ! « 

Silent that youthful warrior stood — 

Silent he pointed to the flood 

All crimson with his country's blood, 

Then sent his last remaining dart. 

For answer, to the invader's heart. 



* Tha Isles of Paachsia. 

' •TheeapofJamschld, discovered, they say, whea d! 
the fooodalioDS of Persepolis.*— Ricrardsox. 

* Mahmond of Gana, orGhisni, who oooquered India i 
fiaaiag of the eleventh ceatory.- See bis Uisiorg in Dow 1 
Malcolm. 

* alt is reported that the hnniingcquipaffe of the So! 
■MMid wasso ■aufniliceat, that be kept foar bondred freyhc 
bloodhoands, eoidi of which wore a oollar set with jewels, 1 
variflf edged with gold and pearls.*— rn<iwrfa/JlJs«e*y, v 
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Falie flew the shaft, though pointed well; 
The tyrant lived, the hero fell !— 
Yet mark'd the Peri where he lay, 

And, when the rush of war waa past. 
Swiftly descending; on a ray 

Of morning light, she caught the last — 
Last glorious drop his heart had shed. 
Before its frcc-horn spirit fled ! 

■ Be thL<s* fthc cried, as she wing'd her flight, 

■ My wclrnuic gift at the Gates of IJght, 
Though foul are the drops that oft distil 

On the fiL'ld of warfare, hlood like this. 

For Liberty shed, so holy is, (75) 
It would not stain the purest rill. 

That itparkles anL9ng the Bowers of Bliss! 
Oh ! if there be, on this earthly sphere, 
A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear, 
'T Is the last libation Liberty tlraws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in'her cause !<• 

• Swi'i.'t,- siiid llie Angel, as she gave , ^ 

The (;ift into his radiant hand, 
« Swirct is our welcome of the brave, 

Who (liu thus for their native land. — 
Rut see — alas! — the crystal bar 
Of Kdcn moves not — holier far 
Than cvi:n this drop the boon must be, 
That nj>cs the gates of heaven for thee !■ 

Iler first fond hope of Filcn blighted, 

Now among Afric's Lunar Mountains,' (76) 
Fur to the south, the Peri light:.'d ; 

And ^lerk'd her plumage at the fountains 
Of that Kgyplian tide, whose birth 
Is hidden from the sons of earth. 
Deep in those Kolilary woods, 
W'licre oft the Genii of the Floods 
Dance round the cradle of their Nile, 
And hail the ntrw-lxirn Giant's smile!' 
Thrncc, (jvlt Kjjypl's palmy groves. 

Her grotK and sepulchres of kings,^ 
The exiled Spirit sighing roves; 
And now hangs listening to the dove* 
In wurm Uosetta's vale4 — now loves 

To watch the moonlight on the wings 
Of the white pelicans that break 
Tlie azure calm of Mcrris' I^ke.' 
T was a fair scene — a land more bright 

Never did mortal eye behold ! 
Who could have thought, that saw this night 

Those valleys and their fruits of gold 
Backing in heaven's serenest light ; — 
Those (^roupft of lovely date-trees bending 

languidly their leaf-crown'd headft. 
Like youthful maids, when iileep descending 

Warns them to their silken beds; — * 

' ■ The ■oaDiaint of lli<f Mood, or ibn MootM Lanar of ■■tlqoiiy, 
It the fool of whicbtbu Nil« i» tupposed to arlM.*— Bb«u. 

' • Tbu ftiie, which the AbyMioba* know bf tha aaaea of Abey 
lail Alawy or the Giant. >~A«ia/. RnemreA, Tol. i. p. U^. 

> 8ae PttKr'a Kimc o/iAt LtPomt, for an aoooaat «>f tb« Mpnlchret 
n L'ppar Tbebas, and the aaaaberloM f rut*, oovand all OTar with 
lieruglyphia, in the moaaiaiat of Upper Egypt. 

' • The orchardc of Rocdtu are flllad with tartle-dovaa. • ^ Sob ■ 1 ■ 1 . 

• Satabt MMntions the peiicana npoa Lalto Mffria. 

• > The anperb date-tree, whoae bewd lanf aidly radinat, like thai 
tf a handaont* woaua overaome with alaep.*— D«f 4a» u U4a«». 



Tliote virgin liliet, all the night 

Bathing tlieir beauties in the lake. 
That tliey may rise more fresh and bright. 

When their beloved sun 's awake; — 
Those ruin'd shrines and towers that teem 

« 

The relics of a splendid dream ; 

Amid whose fikiry loneliness 
Nought but die lapwing's cry is beard. 

Nought seen but (when the shadows, flitting 
Fast from the moon, unsheatli its gleam) 

Some purple-winged Sultana* sitting 
Upon a column, motionless 
And glittering, like an idol bird! — 
Who could have thought that tlierc, e'en there. 
Amid those scenes so still and fair. 

The Demon of the Plague hath cast 

From his hot wing a deadlier blast, 
More mortal far tlian ever came 
From the red Desert's sands of flame ! 
So quick, tliat every living thing 
Of human shape, touch'd by liis wing. 

Like plants where the Simoom hatli past, 
At once falls black and vrithering ! 

The stin went down on many a brow. 

Which, full of bloom and freshness then, 
Is rankling in the pest-house now. 

And ne'er will feel that sun again ! 
And oh ! to see the unburied heaps 
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps — 
The very vultures turn away. 
And sicken at so foul a prey ! 
Only the fierce hyirna stalks' 
Throughout the city's desolate walks (77) 
At midnight, and his carnage plies — 

Woe to the half-dead wretch, who meets 
The glaring of those large blue eyes' 

Amid the darkness of the streets! 

« Poor race of men ! » said the pitying Spirit, 

■ IKrarly ye pay for your primal Fall — 
Some flowrcts of Eden ye still inherit. 

But the trail of the Serpent is over them all!* 
She wept — the air grew pure and clear 
Around her, as the bright drops ran ; 
For there *s a magic in each tear 
Such kindly Spirits weep for man ! 

Just then beneath some orange trees, 
Whose fruit and blossoms in the breeze 
Were wantoning togetfier, free, 
Like Age at play with Infancy — 
Beneath that fresh and springing bower, 

Close by tlie lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this silent hour. 

Had thither stolen to die alone. 

' • That haaatlfal bird with plaaMge of ibe flneat ihiainy bine, 
with porple beak and lejt, the aataral and liTing omanent of the 
teaplm and palaoes of the Greeks and Remaaa, which, froai the 
«tatellne«* of lit port, aa well at ibe brilliancy of iu rolonr*. baa 
obtained the title of Salttna.*— Soaaim. 

* J«ci.»oB, apoakJaf of the plagae that ooearred In Weat Barbery, 
whrn he waa there, aaya, • TW birda of the air lied away froaa the 
abodes of mn. The hysnaa, on the coatrary, visited the cenw- 
teriea.* elr. 

* Barr.k. 
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One who in life, whero*«r he moved, 

Drew after him the hearts of maayi 
Yet now, as though he nc^er were lored, 

Die» here, luneen, unwept by any! 
None to watch near him— none to sUke 

The fire that in hii boeora lies, 
With even a sprinkle from that lake 

Which shines so cool before his eyes. 
No Toice, well-known through many a day, 

To speak the last, the parting word, 
Which, when all other sounds decay, 

Is still like distant music lieard : 
That tender ferewell on the shore 
Of thb rude world, when all is o'er, 
Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts off into the unknown Dark. 

Deserted youth '. one thought alone 

Shed joy around his soul in death—' 
That she, whom he for years had known. 
And loved, and might have call'd hb own. 

Was safe from this foul midnight's breath ;- 
Safe in her father^s princely halls, 
Where the cool airs from fountain falls, 
Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
Of the sweet wood from India's land. 
Were pure as she whose brow they fann'd. 

But see, — who yonder comes (78) by stealth. 

This melancholy bower to seek, 
IJke a young envoy, sent by Health, 

W^itli rosy gifts upon her cheek? 
T is she — far off, through moonlight dim, 

lie knew his own betrothed bride. 
She, who wo«ild rather die with him. 

Than live to gain the world beside I— 
Her arms are round her lover now, 

His livid cheek to hers she presies. 
And dips, to bind his burning brow, 

In the cool lake her looaen'd tresses. 
Ah ! once, how little did he think 
An hour would come when be should shrink 
With horror from tliat dear embrace. 

Those gentle arms, that were to him 
Holy as is tlie cradling-place 

Of Eden's infant cherubim ! 
And now he yields — now turns away. 
Shuddering as if the venom lay 
All in those proffer'd lips alone— > 
Those lips that, then so fearless grown. 
Never until that instant came 
Near his unask'd or without shame. 
• Oh ! let me only breathe the air. 

The blessed air, that's breathed by thee, 
And, whether on its wings it bear 

Healing or death, 't is sweet to me! 
There,— drink my tears, while yet they fall, — 

Would that my bosom's blood were balm. 
And, well thou know'st, I 'd shod it all. 

To give thy brow one minute's calm. 
Nay, turn not from me that dear Hce — 

Am I not thiae — thy own loved brido— 
The one, the chosen one, whose place 

In life or death b by thy side ! 
Think'st thou that she, whose only light 

In thb dim worid, ftom tliee hath shone, 



Could bear the long, the cheerless night, 

That must be hers when thou art gone? 
That I can live, and let thoe go. 
Who art my life itself 7 — No, no— 
When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too ! 
Then turn to me, my own love, turn, 
Before like thee I fade and bum ; 
Cling to tlicM yet cool lips, and share 
The last pure life that lingers there ! » 
She fails — she sinks — as dies the lamp 
In chamel airs or cavern-damp. 
So quickly do hb baleful sighs 
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes ! 
One struggle — and hu pain is past — 

Her lover' b no longer living ! 
One kiss the maiden gives, one last. 
Long kiss, which she expires in giving. 

• Sleep,* said the Peri, as softly she stole 
The farewell sigh of that vanbhiog soul, 
As true as e'er warm'd a woman's breast — 
■ Sleep on, in visions of odour rest. 
In balmier airs than ever yet stirr'd 
Tlic enchanted pile of that lonely bird. 
Who sings at the last his owq death lay,' 
And in music and perfume dies away !* 
Thus saying, from her Ups she spread 

Unearthly breathings through the place. 
And shook her sparkling wreath, and shed 

Such lustre o'er each paly face, 
Tliat like two lovely saints they seem'd 

Upon the eve of dooms-day taken 
From their dim graves, in odour sleeping; — 

While that benevolent Peri bcam'd 
Like their gooil angel, calmly keeping 

Watch o'er tlicm till tlieir souls would wa 

But morn b blushing in the sky ; 

Again the Peri soars above. 
Bearing to Heaven (hat precious sigh 

Of pure, self-sacrificing love. 
High throbb'd her heart, with hope elate, 

The Elysian palm she soon shall win. 
For the bright Spirit at the gate 

Smiled as she gave that offering in ; 
And she already hears the trees 

Of Eden, with their crystal bells 
Ringing in that ambrosial breeze 

That from the Throne of Alia swelU; 
And she can see the starry l>owls 

That lie around that lucid lake, 
Upon whose banks admitted souls 

Their first sweet draught of glory take !' 

But ah ! even Peris' ho])es are vain — 
Again the Fates forbade, again 

' • Ib the Ent, tliey tappow the pb^nik to btve Ifty m 
bUMII, wkidiaraeoDli«a«diohU l«ll; ■■d ih*t, utUrr Ih 
tbosMod jv»n, he bvllda hiaielf • foaeral pile, tiaf* ■ ■• 
Airof dHlaremh«r«KMile« thr(Ni|>h bk flfty orRan pipe*. I 
iriBfi with • Telocity «hkh mu 6n> 10 the wood, aad ooaaaa 
■etf.a— RicaiBBiow. 

• aOa the A or e > of ■ qaadraagalar laha »taBd atbooMod 
■ade of tian, oat of which loaU pradeetlaed to enjoy Midi 
the eryttal wave.*— Frooi Ca«rB*r »!•■»'■ Deecrlptioa of th 
■OUB PsrodlM, la hl« BiM*fii»« tf (%HMimml^. 
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The immortal barrier doted — < notyat^a 

The angel said as, with rc^t, 

lie »hut from her that glimpie of f lory*^ 

» True was the maiden, and her ttory. 

Written in li^ht o'er Alla's head. 

By seraph eyes sliall long be read. 

But Peri, ace — the crystal bar 

Of Eden mores not — holier far 

Tlian even this sigh tlie boon miut be 

That opes the Gates of Ucaven for thae.* 

Now, upon Syria's land of roses* 
Softly tlic light of Eve reposes, 
And hke a glory, (he broad sun 
Ilangs over sainted Lebanon, 
Whose head in wintry grandeur towers. 

And whitens with eternal sleet. 
While summer, in a vale of llowers, 

Is sleeping rosy at his feet. 

To one who look'd from upper air 

O'er all the enchanted regions tliere, 

How beauteous must have been the glow^ 

The life, the sparkling from below ! 

Fair gardens, shining streams, with ranks 

Of goMeu melons on their banks. 

More golden where the sun-light falls i — 

Gay lizards, glittering on the walls; — 

Of ruin'd shrines, busy and bright 

As they were all alive with light;— ' 

And, yet more splendid, numerous flocks 

Of pigeons, settling on tlie rocks. 

With their rich restless wings, that gleam. 

Variously in the crimson beam 

Of the warm west — as if inlaid 

With brilliants from the mine, or made 

Of tearless rainbows, such as span 

Tlie unclouded skies of Perbtan ! 

And tlien, the mingling sounds that come, 

Of shepherd's ancient reed,^ with hum 

Of the wild l>ees of Palestine, (79) 

Banqueting through the flowery vales; — 
And, Jordan, thoM: sweet banks of thine, 

And woods, so full of nightingales! (80) 

But nought can charm the luckless Pea ; 
ller soul is sad — her wings are weary- 
Joyless slic sees the sun look down 
On that great Temple, once his own,4 
Whose lonely columns stand suldime, 

FUnging their sliadows from on liigh, 
Like dials, which the wixard. Time, 

ILid raised to count his ages by '. 

Yet haply there may lie concoal'd, 

Beneath those Chambers of the San, 
Some amulet of gems, anneal'd 

* RicvftMio* tbinki ihsi Syris bad iu bsim froa 8«ri,s bsaatiful 
■«l delloila tiiccie* of rnte for wbtrh tbal Mwatry hat bsu aJwS}* 
■■MMU :— boaoe. 8ari«MB. ibe Laad ot Boms. 

* - Tbo aoalior of liiank I taw one daj la tba fTMl eoait of tbo 
>aipln of Uie Son at Rallter ■boobkhJ to BMay ikoaiandi ; tbj 
Toawl. ibe walb, aad atooos of tbo raiaad Iwlldiafa, wora covered 
rith iboa.*— BaccB. 

s •TbeSfrins. or Pao'a fiipe, ia aiill a paaloral iMftnuaaat ia 
tyris.a — BL-Mti.. 
« Tbo TeapU of ib« Sua at Balbse. 



In upper firet, some tablet stafd 
With the great aame of Solomon, 
Which, spell'd by her illumined eyes, 

May teach her whore, beneath the moon, 

In earth or ocoan lies the boon, 

The charm that can restore so soon, 
An erring Spirit to the skies I 

Clicer'd by this hope, she bends her thidiar ; 

Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven, 

Nor have the golden bowers of Even 
la the rich West begun to wither ; — 
When, o'er the vale of Balboc winging 

Slowly, she sees a child at play, 
Among the rosy wild-flowers singing. 

As rosy and as wild as they ; 
Chasing, with eager hands and eyes, 
The beautiful blue damsel-flies, > 
That fluttered round the jasmine stems, 
Like winged flowers or flying gems : — 
And, near the boy, wlio tired with play, 
Now nestling 'mid the roses lay. 
She saw a wearied man dismount 

From his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret's rustic fount (81) 

Impatient fling him down to drink. 
Then swift his haggard brow he tum'd 

To the fair cliild, wlio fearless sat, 
Though never yet hatli day-beam bum'd 

Upon a brow more fierce than that, — 
Sullenly fierce — a mixture dire, 
Like thunder-cbiids, of gloom and fire ! 
In which the Peri's eye could read 
Dark tales of many a rnthless deed ; 
The ruin'd maid — ^tlie shrine profaned—' 
Oaths broken — and the thresliold stain'd 
With blood of guests'. — there written, all. 
Black as the damning drops that fall 
From the denouncing Angel's |ien, 
Ere mercy weepa them out again ! 

Yet tranquil now that man of crime 
(As if the balmy evening time 
Sof ten'd his spirit) look'd and lay. 
Watching the rosy infant's play :— 
Though still, whene'er his eye by diance 
Fell on the boy's, its lurid glance 

Met that imclouded joyous gaxe. 
As torches, that have burnt all night 
Through some impure and godless rite, 

Encounter morning's glorious rays. 

But hark ! the vesper-call to prayer, 

As slow the orb of daylight sets, 
Is rising sweetly on the air, 

From Syria's thousand minarets! 
The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid his head, 
And down npon tlie fragrant sod 

Kneels, (82) with his forehead to llie south. 
Lisping the eternal name of God 

From purity's own clierub mouth, 

' ■ Vo« bahoU ihare a oaaaideraUe aaaber of a rraMrbabb ape- 
Hn of heaatifal Iwacta, tbo ala f a acf of wbMo appearaaea aad iboir 
auira procarod for iboa ibo aaaoof DaaueU.*— Sovaiai. 
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'And looking, while his hands and eyes 
Are' lifted lo the glowing skies. 
Like a stray babe of Paradiw, 
Just lighted on that flowery plain, 
And seeking for its home again ! 
Oh 'twas a sight — that HcaTen — that child — 
A scene, which might hare well beguiled 
^ven haughty Eblis of a sigh, 
?or glories lost and peace gone by '. j 

And how felt he^ the wretched man | 

Keclining there — while memory ran ■ 

iYjt many a year of guilt and strife, 

Flc M o'er the dark flood of his life, 

Nor found one sunny resting-place. 

Nor brought him back one branch of grace ! i 

• There was a time, • he said, in mild ' 

Heart-humbled tones — • thou blcMfcdchild ! j 

When, young and haply pure as thou, 

I look'd and pray'd like thee — but now — • 

He hung his head — each nobler aim I 

And hope and feeling, which had slept | 

From lioyliood's hour, that instant caiuo 

Fresh o'er him and he wept — he ^*ept ! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence I 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is felt the first, llie only sense 

Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 

• Tliere's a drop,- said tlie Peri, • that down fn>m 

the moon 
Falls through the withering airs of June 
Upon Ejn^-pt's land,! of so healing a |M>wer, 
So huluiy a virtue, that even in the hour 
That drop descend;*, c<inta|*ion dies. 
And hcallli rvaniuiaieH eardi and skies I — 
Oh, is it not thus, thou man of sin. 

The precious ti.'ars of rrpentance fall ? 
Though f<»iil thy fiery plugmrs within, 

One heavenly drop hath disiHrll'd them all!* 

And now — Itehold him kneeling there 
By the e|iild'» hide, in humble pniyirr. 
While the same sun-lR*am shines upon 
The guilty and the guiltlem one. 
And liyiiinKof joy proclaim through he;iven 
The triumph of a soul fttrgiven ! 

'T was when the golden orb had set, 
While on ihcir knei*s they linger'd yet. 
There full a light more lo«-ely far 
Than ever came fn»m nun or sLir, 
Upon the tear tlut, warm and meek, 
I)ew'd that repentant sinncr^s cheek : 
To morLiI eye tlm light inight seem 
A northern flash or nurteor beam — 
But well the enr.iptured Peri kn<;w 
T was a bright smile the angel threw 
Fn>ui heaven's gate, to hail that tear 
Iter hiirhinger of glory near! 

' TW Ttmcu, or XiraraloM Drop, « hick fall* ia EffTpi priritHy on 
ilsiatJ«ka's<la«, ia Jaaa, sad U Mppoacd to kava tW affect of 
•loppiaf iha pUf aa. 



• Joy, joy for erer ! my task is done — 
The gates are pass'd, and heaven is won ! 
Oh ! am I not happy? I am, I am — 

To thee, sweet Eden ! how dark and lad 
Are the diamond turrets of Shadukiam,^ 

And the fragrant bowen of Amberabad ! 

Farewell, ye odours of earth, that die. 
Pausing away like a lover's sigh ; — 
My feast is now of the Tooba-Tree,» 
Whose scent is the breath of eternity! 

« Farewell, ye vanisliing flowers, that shone 

In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief, — 
Oh I what are the brightest that e'er hare blown, 
To the lote-tree, springing by Alla's thron«*,' 

WhoM: flo>ners have a soul in every leaf 7 
Joy, joy for ever! — my task is done. 
The gates are po^'d, and heaven is w<hi ! 



. I 

k Amd this,* said the Oreat (Ihamberlain, • is poctn! | 
this flimxy manufacture of the brain, which, in compa- , 
rivm with the lofty and durable monuments of genius. 
is as till' gold fillagre«*-work of Zamara beside the etcr- ' 
nal architrrtnre of Egypt!- After this gorgeous *m- 
tence, which with a few more of the same kind, Fad- 
ladeei) kept hy him for rare and important orcasira», 
he proeeedeil to the anatomy of the short po«-m juci 
recitixt. > The lax and easy kind of metro in whirS it 
was written ought to Ik> denounced,* he said, ■ asone«>f 
llie li;:uiiug causes of the alarming growth of poetry io : 
our tiiaes. If some rlieck were not given to this lawle^ 
f.icility, we !»hould soon Im; overrun by a race of banl« 
as numen>us and as shallow as the hundred and tvicniy 
llious.ii)d streams of Basra.! They who succeeded in 
this slylir deM.*rved 4-h.islis<Mnent for their very succc«i. 
— .IS >Karriors lia%c been punished, even after gaining a 
\i(-tory, iHMMust; they had taken the lilMrty of gaining it 
ill an irregular or iiiurslahlishe<l manner. What, tlien, 
w.is lo lie Sii'u\ to tliOM' who faileii? to those who prc- 
suiiuil, as in the presi'iit l.imentahle instance, to iuji- 
Liie llie license and easi; of the bolder sons of s<»ng, 
\^i(lit»ut any of that (;raee or \igoiir which gave a dit^nirr 
e\( II lo negligeiici;. — who, like them, flung the jcrved' 
eaiflevsly, but not, like them, to the mark; — anil 
who.* s.iid In;, raising his voire to e\cite a proper de- 
(;rec of wakefulness in his hearers, > contrive to appear 
liiMW and constrained in the midst of all the latitude 
ilii-y ha\e allowt^d themselves, like one of those young 
pa|;.iiis that dance before the Princess, who h^s llu* 
ini;enuity to nio\c a?» if her limlis were fetteml. in 

' Tlir ('naotry of [)«li|;h!,— ih^ aaine of • iirovlacr ia tha kla-doa 
<if Jiuuiaiao. ur Fair; l^aad, ibo capital ofwhiih israllari dw Cii; 
of Jewfl*. ^mlteraliad ia anuiber of ib« oitia* uf JiauttaB. 

* The irmTooba, ibat ftlaodt in IHiradi«c. ia ihc |iai»tv of Saho- 
idkI. S.'^Sti-i't Prfitm. /ilijt-.— >Ti>al>a.a uy* D'li>k»EL«r, aMi^a^ 
Ijc* U-aiitiMic, or cU-rnal ba|i|iiaea«.* 

* SUboMpt it d«a4-rilied. la ihf J3d ilhaptrr of lb« Kotaa, as Wv- 
iag term the mrnxnl (tahriel • l>y tbe ioie-ire>.., l«yoad whidi ibcivh 
no |Hi*iia|; : arar it i* tbn (tardra of Eirraai Aliodp.*'— Thi« liar, 
•ay ib«.'i.o«iiB0otalor». kUadt ia tbo se«cnUi ilravca, oa ikc risht 
baB«t of tb« ihnMieoi (ioil. 

* • It it Mid tbai ib« river* or ttreaaa of Basra ware rachoaad ia 
the liai.- of ik-UI i-cn Abi Uordob, aad aaKMaicd to ihc aaaliar al 
OBchaadrcd aad tweoij tbooaaad •trvaaa.a->Bi« UkvmtL. 

* Tbeaaaeefiha jawlia with whidi the EaMaras •(• 
Soe CitiiLLtv, Jftrcn Jn OriUatMit, loai. lii, p. id. 
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a pair of the li([htest and loosest drawers of Masulipa- 
tam*> 

• It was but little suitable, • be continued, « to the 
i;rave march of criticism to follow this finntastical Peri, of 
wltom they had just heanl, through all her fli(;hts and 
adTcnturcs between earth and heaTen ; but he could not 
help adrertinf^ to the puerile conceitedness of the Three 
Gifts which she i% suppoiied to carry to the skies: — a 
drop of bloo<l, forsooth, a sigli, and a tear! How the 
first of these articles was deliTcred into the Angel's 
* radiant hand,' he professed himself at a loss to dis- 
cover; and as to the safe carriage of the sigh and the 
tpar, such Peris and such poets were beings by far loo 
incomprehensible for him cren to guess how they ma- 
naged such matters. Rut, in short,* said he, ait is 
a waste of time and patience to dwell longer u|M)n a 
thing so incurably frivolous, — puny even among its 
nwn pimy race, an<l such as only the Banyan Hospital (83) 
for Sick Insects* should undertake. « 

In vain did Lalla Rookh try to soften this inexorable 
crilir; in vain did she resort to her most eloquent com- 
mon-places. — reminding him that poets were a timid 
and sensitive race, whose sweetness was not to be drawn 
forth, like that of the fragrant grass near the Ganges, by 
crushing and trampling upon them; (84) — that severity 
often «h?siroyed every chance of the perfection which it 
(lomnnded ; and that, after all, perfection was like the 
Mountain of :he Talisman, — no one had ever yet reacli- 
rd its summit.' Neither these gentle axioms, nor tlie 
fttill gentler looks with which they were inculcated, 
could lower for one instant the elevation of Fadlade«?n's 
•rye-brows, or charm him into any thing like encou- 
ragement, or even toleration of her poet. Toleration, 
indeed, was not among the weaknesses of Fadladetm : 
— he carried the same spirit into matters of poetryand 
of religion, and, though little versed in the beauties or 
sublimitii^s of either, was a perfect niitster of the art 
of persecution in both. His xeal, too, was the same in 
cither pursuit; whether the game before him vras pa- 
p-.ins or poetasters, — worshippers of cows, or writers of 
epics. 

Tlwry had now arrived at the splendid city of Lah<»rc, 
whose mausnieums and shrines, magnificent and nuni- 
l>crlcM, where Death seemed to share equal honours 
with Heaven, would have powerfully affcete<l the heart 
ami imagination of Lalla Uookh, if feelings mmv of 
this earth had not taken entire possession of her already. 
She was here met by messengers dispatched from (lish- 
mere, who informed her that the king had arrive<l in 
the valley, and was himself supcTintending the sum|>- 
tuoiis preparations that were making in the saloons of 
the Shalimar for her reception. The chill she felt on re- 
ceiving this intelligence, — which to a bride whose heart 
w:is free and light would have brought only images of 
affection and pleasure, — convinced lier that her |M'acc 
was gone for ever, and that she was in love, irretriev- 
ably in love, with young Feramorz. The veil, which 
this passiou wears at first, hail fallen off, and to know 
that she loved was now as painful as to love without 
knowing it had been delicious. Feramorz, too — what 

* For ■ detiriplioa of ibU Hocpital of Ibe Bsayias, see P«Bioa'« 
Traftit, p. 361. 

> IfMr tbU U A Mriou bill, callad Koh TsIUm. tho MoaaUia of 
lh« TalUmiB. b«aaM. aeronliaf lo iba inMlliioa* of ibe ooaairy, 
•o penoa eTM- taoowdad ia gaiaiaff ito Maaii.«-.KisiuB. 



misery would be his, if the sweet hours of intercourse 
ho imprudently allowed them should have stolen into 
his heart the same fotal fascination as into hers; — if, 
notwitlistanding her rank, and the modest homage he 
always paid to it, even he should have yielded to the 
influence of those long and happy interviews, where 
music, poetry, the delightful scenes of nature, — all 
tended to bring their hearts close together, and to wa- 
ken by every means tliat too ready passion, which often, 
like the young of the desert-bird, is warmed into life by 
the eves alone ! ■ She saw but one way to preserve her- 
self from being culpable, as well as unhappy, and this, 
however painful, she was resolved to adopt. Ferainorjc 
must 110 more l>e admitted to her presence. To have 
strayed so far into the dangerous labyrinth was wrong, 
hut to linger in it, while the clew was yet in her hand, 
wouhl be criminal. Though the heart she had to offer 
to the King of Bucharia might be cold and broken, it 
should at least lie pure; and slie must only try to for- 
(jet the short vision of happiness she had enjoy<nl, — like 
that Arabian shephenl, who, in wandering into the wil- 
derness, caught a glimpse of the Gardens of Irim, and 
then lost them again for ever !» 

The arrival of the young Bride at Ijihore was cele- 
brated in the most enthusiastic manner. The Rajas and 
Omras in her train, who had kept at a certain distance 
during the journey, and never encampwl nearer to the 
Princess than was strictly necessary for her safeguanl, 
here rode in splen<lid cavalcade through the city, and 
distributed the most costly pms4*nts to the crowd. En- 
gines were erertwl in all the squares, whieli cast forth 
sliowei-8 of confectionary among the |>eople; while the 
arti7^ms, in chariots (85) adorned with tinsel and flying 
streamer!*, exhibited tIiebad(;eH of their respective trades 
through the streets. Such brilliant displa3fs of life and 
pageantry among the palaces, and domes, and gilded 
minarets of I^hore, made the city altogether like a 
place of enrhantment; — particularly on the day when 
Lilla Rookh w!t out again upon her journey, when she 
was accompani(Hl to the gate by all the fairest and 
richest of the nobility; and rode along between ranks of 
beautiful boys and girls, who wav»?d plates of gold and 
silver flowers over their heads *(8f») as they went, and 
then threw them to l)e g:itliered by the popiiLice. 

For many days after their departure from I^hore a 
considenible degree of gloom hung over the whole party. 
Lilla Rookh, who had intended to make illness her ex- 
ruse for not admitting the young minntrel, as usual, to 
the pavilion, soon found that to feign indisposition was 
unneci.fisary; — Fadladeen felt the loss of the good road 
they had hitherto travelled, and was very near cursing 
Jehan-Guire (of hlesse<t memory!) for not having con- 
tinued his delectable alley of trees,4 (87) at le:ist as far as 
the mountains of Cishinere; — while the ladies, who hail 
nothing now to do all day but to be fanneil by peacocks' 
feathers and listen to Fadladeen, seemeil heartily wc:iry 
of the life they led, and in spite of all the («n>:tt Cham- 
berlain's criticism, were Listeless enough lo wish for 
the |>oet again. One evening, as they were proceetling 
to their place of rest for tlie night, the Princess, who, 

' Tbi> ArahlaBc heiieva tbat lb« otlrithn haii-h tbclr joaag by 
oaly lookia^ at tbeia.— P. VASfitit. lUimi. ^Egjftc, 

' Sjq S«li'« Kommt Bote, vol. ii, p. i^\. 

> FcrUbia. 

* The fian road mado hy ibfi Empfn<r Jebaa^Oairo TroiB .Vera t» 
Liliore, plaaied wiib iroe* on eacb <ide. 
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T«U aw BOl Af joy* above. 

If ikat world caa (ive ao blltc, 
Tra^r. happirr tkaa tb« Love 

Wh\A CBAUvet oar tools la tliU ! 

Tell ae aot of Iloaris' eyi^ :— 

Far froa me. tk.'ir daa.'jeroat glow, 

ir ibmir lookt that llp.bt the tkiet 
Wouad like tom» that bara below '. 

Who that feelt what Love u here. 

All lu faltrbood-all iu pala — 
Woold, for evea Elytiaa'ft kphere. 

Bi(k the ftul dreea aeaia T 



for the freer enjoyment of the air, had monnied her , of an ancient Fi«-Temple. buiU by lfa«e GUen or 
favourite Arahian palfrev, in pa>»ine by a wnall grove, ; Persian, of the old religion, who many hnndred ymn 
heard the notes of a luti from within its leaves, and a since, had fled hither ft»m their Arab conquerors, ^to, 
voice, which she but too well knew, singmg the follow- ' preferring liberty and their altan in a fora^land la 
inp words — ^^ alternative of apostacy or penecutxm m Ibcw own. 

^ ; It was impowible, he added, not to feel iniereated in die 

many glorious but unsuccessful struggles, which had 
l>een'made by tl»c«! original natives of Persia to ost off 
ihe \-oke of their bigoted conquerors. Like their on 
Fire in the Burning Field at Bakou.» when auppRMed 
in one place, they had but broken out with ft>esh flaw 
in another; and,' a< a native of Cashmere, of that fair 
and Holy Valley, which had in the same manner be- 
come the prey of strangers, (90) and seen her ancicnl 
xhrineit and native princes hvnpt away before the march 
of her intolerant invaders, he felt a sympathy, be owned, 
will the sufferings of the peraecuted Ghebers, which 
Who. that -id., a de^rt-. heat -er>- monument like this before them but leoded more 

Sect the waim fade away, jiowfrfully to awaken. 

Woald aot rather die thaa aieec It wa« the first lime that Feramors had ercr vcntared 

StreaaM agaia a» falM a« ihcy t ^^^^ ^ much ;»ro«e before Fadladeen, and it may 

, . . . j .-asilv be ronccivcil what effect such prose aa thb mMt 
The tone of melancholy defiance in which «bcsc ] ^ _^^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ^^,,^^j ^^ ,,,^o„ p.^^ 

words were utbirwl w.rnt to Ulla Rookh's heart ;— and , j^^^.^^ penonage. He sat for some minutes aghal, q»- 
cis she reluctantly rode on, she could not help feeling it ^ ^^^^^^^^ only at intervaU . Bigoted conquerors!— «ym|»- 
as a sad but sx^eci certainty, tliat Fcramorz was to the j,,^.^j,jj Fi^.^orsluppor»'..— while Fcramon, happy to 
full as enamoured and miserable as herself. ^j^^ advantage of this almost speeehkM horror of the 

The place where tliey encamped that evening w:i* the (^;,,3„i^riain^ proceeded to sav that he knew a melaiK 
first delightful siH>t tliey ha.l come to siucc llit-y left ! ^^^^^ ^^^^ connected with the evenU of one of tbose 
Uliorc. On one side of them wa* a grove full of small 1 ^^^^ «niggles of the Fir«-worsliippers of Perria againl 
Hindoo temples, and planted with the most gniccful ! ^.^^^^ j^^^^ masters, which, if U»e evening was not too 
trees of the Fast; where the tamarind, the cassia, and ; ^^ advanced, he should have much pleasure in being 
the silken plantains of Cc^-Ion were mingled in rich | .,||„^.^.,j ^ ^^.j^te to the Princess. It was impotable for 
contrast with the high fan-like foliage of the Palmyra, I |^^||^ Kookh to refuse;— he had never before kmked 
—that favourite free of the luxurious bird that lights up ^^,^^^ ^ animated, and when he spoke of Ihe Holy 
tlM chambers of its nest with fire-Hies.' In the middle y^n^^ i,;, ,.yc had sjiarkled, slie thought, like the talii^ 
of the lawn where the pavilion stood there vrn* a bank ' ,„a„ic characters on tlie scimitar of SolomoD. Her 
surroimded by small mangoe-lrees, on the clear cold ^.^n^m y^, tlierefore most readily granted, and while 
waters of which floated multitudes of the iKMutifiil red [ i .idiadwin sat iu un»peakablc dismay, expcctini; ireaioo 
lotus; (88) while at a distance stood tlie ruins of a strange ^„j jj^mination in every line, the poet lhu» began his 
and aiK-ful-looking tower, wliich seemed old enough to ^^^y of llie Fire-wor>ihipper8 :— (91) 
have been the temple of some religion no longer ^ 

known, and whirh spoke the voice of desolation in the 
midst of all that bloom and loveliness. This singular 
ruin excited the wonder and conjectures of all. Italia 
Uookh guessed in vain, and the all-prett;nding Fad- 
ladeen. who had never till this journey been bc>'ond the 

precincU of Delhi, was proceeding most learnedly to 

hliow that lie knew nothing whatever alwut the matter, 
1 when one of the laiii<-s AUggestetl, that [>crhaps Fera- 

mon could satisfy their curiosity. They were now ap- 
proaching his native mountains, and this tower might 

l»e a relic of some of those dark superstitions, which j 

had prevailed in that country before tlie light of Islam i 

dawned upon it. The Chamberlain, who usually pre- ! 

ferred his own ignorance to the best kno'wlcdtie that: 

any one else could give him, was by no moans plcasetl ; 

with this officious reference; and the Princess, too, was i 

about to interpose a faint word of objeetiun, hut, be- ■ 

fore cither of them could speak, a slave was dis|>atche«l i 

for Feramori, who, in a ver\' few mintii<.-s, ap[)carctl : 

before them.— looking so pale and unhappy in I^lla | 

Rookh's eyes, that she already repented of her cruelly . 

in having so long excluded him. ' 

Tliat veneniblc towi?r, lie told thcn», was the reinainn 

i 

* The Bay*, ur lodian GroM-Deak.— 8» W. Josm. 
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THE FIRE-WORSHIPPERS. 



T 1$ mooidight over Oman's 8ca;» 

Her banks of pearl and palmy isles 
Bask in the night-beam beauteously. 

And her blue waters Meep in smiles. 
'T is moonlight in Harmoaia's^ walls, 
And through her emir's porphyry halls. 
Where, some hours since, was heard the swell 
Of tnuiip«t and the clasli of iel,4 
Biilding the bright-eyed sun farewell ;— 
The peaceful sun, whom IwMlcr suite 

The music of the bulhul's nest. 
Or the light touch of lovers' lutes. 

To sing him to his goUlcn rest! 
All husird— there 's not a breew in motion ; 
The shore is »ilent as the ocean. 



I 
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* The • .\|:ar ardent.* dewrlbed by Kivrru. A* 

* The Pertiaa Calf, toiMUaaa so called, which 
bora* of Persia aad Arabia. ^^ 

» The preseat ftoiabamoa. a inwa on iha Paralsa •»Am of lh«G«lr> 

* A Muorub iatlmoieni of BiD«ic. 
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If Mphtn. CO.K, » 1iEl.< rt«r rnine. 


A> lie tliall know, well, ilearl; knrnr. 


Kor Icrf U «Wd DW w.»r i> dri™ ; 




The ■ind-lnworon <l.c Emir", rt-n*' 


Tranquil*, if hi. apirillar 


Can lurdly win a brcalh from hoKn. 


Beiralm-d in Haareo'a approving ray 1 




Sleep DO— fer purer t^ ilian ihine 


Erni he. ih=I irnnt Anib. ulnni 


ThoKwa.aanhuah'd.tfaaaeplaDcUahine. 


Clm-iAll. I Diiida rDnnd him w«p.; 




Whil. cUBM Itmd liiB «ir t,. br«ll«, 


By tlie while mwra-beam'i iiMus ]•*>;- 


And hWlAm, rrnmnndumber'd >l>atlii 


None hut till loiine and the loted 


Jut tunmR ID .YtnBO lli» "hame 


Sbauia he awake at ihia nteel hour. 


Hi. r*M hilh hroi-ghl on InnV n.ine. 






And Ke-»hare. hi|h abore Ihw rock* 


'Xid «T« Ihiil wxp undnrDrdi Dial Hrikei— 


Tlial n'er the d«p ibeir ihadowl fling. 




V™ n,rr««««i.i--l«ire <l»n lock^ 


Tn fdnuRa and' lb* Rnnn (I'm, 


A.g1«.y.>.b.ro»'.iring 




Upon the lurban of a king. ' 


■ Lia.l,drJir«IB.Iiiill,b.;.~™. 


1[ane from ■U!.ni«. Inng and wild.- 


One. oho will p>i»c in.) kneel un>hod 




In ihe HiriTi Mond hi> hanil hilh poui'd, 


All irulli and undemoH jind giUei!. 


Tn miitler n'er mme leiC oF Trfid 


ThDU|;h bom of .ucb unciinllerare;— 


Fnnraven no hii reeking nrsrd ; — ' 




I(»T, vi-lio ran fwllTnohi iha line, 




Tlie leiwr of ihoK wnrdi dirinii, 


Oh •- what a pure and uered Uiing 


Xn «hirli hit hlide, villi tarching an. 


1. Beauty, eurlain'd tmm tlic liglil 


llul uink inlD iM Ticiim'i hearl I 


OfllieBn»"™i1J.Jll'""'"'"e 




One only mansion *ilh her lifihi ! 


lu.I Allal whel oiuiu he thy lank, 




When >iirh a wrelch I>cFoit iIi« Mandi 


The llower. ihal bloouu Ix^nealli the tea 


D<>hl«.hinx. nilh Ihy a-ercd Bwk.- 


Ton deep fur aunbcam., dulli not lie 


Tumine >l» le.«a«rti l.lD„d-.ulo-d lumd-, 


IlidiEmorechLiMeob^urily! 


And wmiing^ni in (UEiiHiblime 


So, llinda, hare Ihy face andjnind. 


Hii eread n( loat >nd h.« and mmeT 


Like holy myilcriet, lain anahhned. 


Ekb u ihoK 1>M of Tnhiiond.— 


And obwrkaltnntpotlfnrl lover 


Wliirh Fnim die •uddIcU flower* ihal glad 


To)ltnbeMillhalahaae,il«mo'otl- 


Will. Ihrir fan .ndlo the Ranlen. mnnd. 


LikoihoM, who all alonee, JiKHtec 


Dnw toiatn fsnh thai dritet men mad I * 


In Ihe luiu dup MtHK! fairy thore, 


Merer dulfio.ceAralna«nd 


When mortal nmer imd before. 


A vlrap fnnh mort direlT rrreal ; 


And aleep and wake in denied air. 


Sner vat Inn dwun'd tu bend 


So lip had ever brsadied hut IlieLnl 


Beneath a yoke dF deadlier waichf. 




Mnihrnnehnd Fnll'n— lier |>ri.lfl wu cnuh'd— 


Beanlifnl are llie maid, thai elide. 


Ber »ii> w-re »iilin(| .laTe^ no* bluUi-d, 




In iheir own land.-no onre Uieir owB.- 


And hriutii ihe slanriDg iiwki Il>L7liide 


To trfuet heneath a .mnEC-a Arum 


BL'liind Iheir liilerm' ™eale vailii- 


Her lowe™. where Kiihra ™>« had humd 


Andhrideo,~>d>lM:BI>aadhir 




A> lh« white iaaaiiae flowcn ihry wea<, 


Wlwa alaxia. conTened by il>e aword. 


llalh YL-n»n in bar Uiiaful elima. 


nieirmean iipn«aoiwi>r>liip|»Br'd, 


Wlu>, luU-d in cool kioak or bower, (91) 


And rui»l die Failh lh<dllilHaJ«*d. 




Yei hai ihc liearu. 'mid all Ihia ill. 


And gmwallll lovelier every hour. 


r^crall Ihh wreck hJRh bnoyuiuill 


Bnl never yelhalh bride oriwid 


With haytmni *tn(!«nt«:— hearu Iliat y«.— 


In Araby'tgayilanim. smiled, 


Like geou. in daikiio i«.inti ran 


Whoae boaued bnghlne. would no) Fade 


Thej'>e Inunred from itaWB dial'aael,— 




Beam alt 1l« lighlof lonc-W dara' 




Anri iwunli ilie liaih. HOI weak nor alvw 


l,iKl'la.lbe.,,Belib.p«l1l.lhh« 


To tecoml all Hieh hean. can dd»i 


An infanl'i dnain, yel not iha lea 








With eysao pur>,<hulADmlheir ray 
Dark Vice would turn ahaal.'d away. 


. iH |.»v~' "1 =uil«« •f ■!■'. ■"! — Ji-I ■*• »e~.— It 


"Tir.. i. Ik. .~ .«-.■ .«.. 1" Ik. .-Pl» »( P—ta..- 






> .n.lrklM>>«plB>..eIU><4kR°»' (■tf-n-pw it. 




rif*>tiM.H.h.a,i.(..n.in>T — B...... 


■ Il,l.^ribrf.._^„.. 








„.„ O. b. «.^ .p.. .«l .!« kw, l)«~dri» r-Tl— «>-• 
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Blinded, like ierpento when they ffuut 
Upon the emerald's virgin blaie! — > 
Yet, fiird with all youth'* sweet desires, 
Mingling the meek and vestal fires 
Of other worlds with all the bliss. 
The fond, weak tenderness of this! 
A soul, too, more than half divine. 

Where, through some shades of earthly feeling, 
Religion's soften'd glories shine, 

Like light through snmmer foliage stealing. 
Shedding a glow of such mild hue, 
So warm, and yet so sliadowy too. 
As makes the very darkness there 
More beautiful than light elsewhere ! 

Such is the maid who, at this honr, 

Hath risen from her restless sleep, 
And sits alone in that high bower. 

Watching the still and shining deep. 
Ah ! 't was not thus, — with tearful eyes 

And beating heart, — she used to gaze 
On the magnificent earth and skict. 

In her own land, in happier days. 
* Why looks she now so anxious down 
Among those rorks, whose rugged frown 

Blackens the mirror of the deep? 
Whom waits she all this lonely night? 
Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep, 
For man to scale that turret's height ! — 

So deem'd at least her thoughtful sire. 

When high to catch the cool nig!it-air. 
After the day-beam's withering fire,* 

lie built her bower of freshness there. 
And had it dcok'd with costliest skill. 

And fondly thought it safe as fair. — 
Think, reverend dreamer! think so still, 

Nor wake to learn what Love can dare — 
Love, all-defying Love, who sees 
No charm in trophies won with case; — 
Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 
Are pluck'd on Danger's precipice ! 
Bolder than tliey, who dare not dive 

For pcarU, but when the sea 's at rest, 
'Love, in the tempest most alive. 

Hath ever held that pearl tlie best 
He finds beneath the stormiest water ! 
Yes — Araby's unrivall'd daughter, 
Thougli high that tower, tliat rock-way rude. 

There 's one who, but to kiss thy cheek. 
Would climb the untrodden solitude 

Of Ararat's tremendous peak, 3 (94) 
And think iu steeps, though dark and dread. 
Heaven's path-ways, if to thee they led ! 
Even now thou seest tlie flashing spray, 
That lights his oar's impatient way; 
Even now thou heai'st tlie sudden shock 
Of hi* swift bark against the rock. 
And stretchcst down thy anns of snow. 
As if to lift him from below! 

' « Tkfy My tkat if ■ nalM or Mrpeat Ix hit eyes oa the lattre of 
tboM ttoiiM (eaerakU), h« iaaMdialaij Hmniw blind.— .iaaw 
MR Ara*L*ut, TrmtiM0m JImwA. 

■ ■ At GoabsrooB aad tks hU of Oraaa It k mmmUmm m hot 
that the (leopleare obliged to lie all day la the water.*— Xabco Polo. 

* TUt BMaataia U seMrally lappoMd to be laaooeMible. 



Like her to whom, at dead of night. 
The bridegroom, with his locks of light,* 
Came, in the flush of love and pride. 
And scaled the terrace of Iiis bride; — 
When, as she saw him raslily spring, 
And mid-way up in danger cling, 
She flung him down her long black hair, 
Exclaiming, breathless, > There, love, there 
And scarce did luanlier nerve uphold 

Tlis hero Zal in that fond hour, 
Than wings the youtli who, fleet and bold, 

Now climbs tlic rocks to Uinda's bower. 
See — light as up their granite steeps 

The rock-goats of Arabia clamber,' 
Fearless from crag to crag he leaps, 

And now is in the maiden's chamber. 

She loves — but knows not whom she loves, 

Nor what his race, nor whence he came; 
Like one who meets, in Indian groves, 

Some beauteous bird, without a name. 
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze, 
From isles in the undiscover'd seas, 
To show hix plumage for a day 
To wondering eyes, and wing away ! 
Will he thus fly — her nameless lover? 

Alia forbid ! 't was by a moon 
As fair as this, while singing over 

Some ditty to her soft Kanoon,3 
Alone, at this same witching hour, 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower. 

Where nightly now they mix their sighs; 
And thought some spirit of the air 
( For what could waft a mortal there?) 
Was pausing on his moonlight way 
To listen to her lonely liiyl 
This fancy ne'er hath left her mind : 

And — though, when terror's swoon had ) 
She saw a youth, of mortal kind. 

Before her in ol)cisance cast, — 
Yet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awful words, — and gleams have bi 
From his dark eyes, too bright to bear. 

Oh ! she hath fear'd her soul was given 
To some unhallow'd child of air, 

Some erring Spirit, cast from heaven. 
Like those angelic youths of old. 
Who bum'd for maids of mortal mould, 
Bewilder'd left the glorious skies. 
And lost their Heaven for woman's eyes ! 

Fond girl ! nor fiend nor angel he. 
Who woos thy young simplicity; 
But one of earth's impassion'd sons. 
As warm in love, as fierce in ire, 



* la oae of the books of the Sb4h IS'Sbneb. when Zal (a m 
bero of P«raia, rMDirkablr for bit wbit« hair) oonn to lb« 
of bit MittrtsM. Rodbarer. at aichi, the let* dowo her loog t 
■mUi him io hie aMeat;— be, however, naoaffee io a leM 1 
way, by fi^lag bU crook ia a projecting beam.— See Cbahpk 
dmi. 

* ■ Ob ibe lufty bills of Arabia Petraea are rork.goals.— 7 

* ■CaooB, eapioe de pealterloa. aTee des conlee de bort 
damet en loacheat dans le serrail. avec des d^eallles, a'r 
pointes de oooo.<— Tosaaiai. tranalatad by Da Cowaitsa. 
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As die best heart whose current runs 
Full of the Day-God's living fire! 

But quench'd to-night that ardour seems, 

And pale his check, and sunk his brow;— 
Never before, but in her dreams, 

Had she beheld him pale as now : 
And those were dreams of troubled sleep. 
From which 't was joy to wake and weep ; 
Visions, that will not be forgot. 

But sadden every waking scene. 
Like warning ghosts, that leave the spot 

All wither'd where they once have been ! 

• How sweetly,* said the trembling maid, 
Of her own gentle voice afraid. 

So long had they in silence stood. 
Looking upon that tranquil flood — 

• How sweetly does the moon-beam smile 
To-night upon yon leafy isle! 

Oft, in my fancy's wanderings, 

I 'vu wish'd that little isle had wings, 

And we, within iu fairy bowers. 

Were wafted off to seas unknown, 
Where not a pulse should beat but ours. 

And we might live, love, die alone ! 
Far from the cruel and the cold, — 

Where the bright eyes of angels only 
Should come around us, to behold 

A paradise so pure and lonely ! 
Would this be world enough for thee? — " 
Playful she tum'd that he might see 

The passing smile her cheek put on ; 
But when she mark'd how mournfully 

His eyes met hers, that smile was gone ; 
And, bursting into heart-felt tears, 

• Yes, yes,* she cried, • my hourly fears, 
My dreams have boded all too riglit— 
We part— for ever part — to-night ! 

1 knew, I knew it could not last — 

T was bright, 't was heavenly, but 't is past! 

Oh ! ever tlius, from childhood's hour, 

I 'vc ftocn my fondest hopes decay; 
I never loved a tree or flower , 

But 't was the first to fade away. 
1 never nursed a dear gaielle, 

To glad me with iu soft black eye, 
But when it came to know me well. 

And love me, it was sure to die ! 
Mow too — the joy most like divine 

Of all ] ever dreamt or knew, 
To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine. 

Oh, misery ! must I lose Aat too? 
Yet go — on peril's brink we meet; 

Those frightful rocks— that treacherous sea- 
No, never come again — though sweet. 

Though Heaven, it may be deatli to thee. 
Farewell— and blessings on thy way, 

Where'er thou gocst, beloved stranger! 
Better to sit and watch tliat ray, ^ 

And think thee safe, Uiough'far away. 

Than liave thee near me, and in danger!* 
« Danger!— Oh, tempt me not^ boast — * 
The youth exclaim'd— • thou little know'st 
What he can brave, who, bom and nurst 
In Danger's paths, has dared her worst! 



Upon whose ear the signal-word 
Of strife and death is hourly breaking; 
Who sleeps with head upon the sword 
His fever'd hand must gra^ in waking ! 
Danger! — • 

« Say on — thou fear'st not tlien, 
And we may meet — oft meet again ?• 

• Oh ! look not so, — beneath tlie skies 

I now fear nothing but those eyes. 

If aught on earth could charm or force 

My spirit from its destined course, — 

If aught could make this soul forget 

The bond to which its seal is set, 

'T would be those eyes; — tliey, only they, 

Could melt that sacred seal away! 

But no — 't is fix'd — my awful doom 

Is fixed — on this side of tlie tomb 

We meet no more— why, why did Heaven 

Mingle two souls that earth has riven, 

Has rent asunder wide as ours? 

Oh, Arab maid ! as soon the Powers 

Of Light and Darkness may combine. 

As 1 be link'd with thee or thine ! 

Thy Father • 

• Holy Alia save 
His grey head from that lightning glance ! 
Thou know'st him not — he loves the brave; 

Nor lives there under heaven's expaniw 
One who would prize, would worstiip thee, 
And thy bold spirit, more than he. 
Oft when, in childhood, I have play'd 
With the bright folchion by his side, 
1 've heard him swear his lisping maid 
In time should be a warrior's bride. 
And still, whene'er, at Haram hours, 
I take him cool sherbets and flowers. 
He tells me, when in playful mood, 
A hero shall my bridegroom be. 
Since maids are best in battle woo'd. 

And won witli shouts of victory ! 
Nay, turn not from me — thou alone 
Art iform'd to make both hearts thy own. 
Go— join his sacred ranks — thou know'st 

The unholy strife tliese Persians wage:— 
Good Heaven, that frown ! — even now thou glow'st 

With more than mortal warrior's rage. 
Haste to the camp by morning's light. 
And, when that sword is raised in fight. 
Oh still remember Love and I 
Beneath its shadow trembling lie ! 
One victory o'er those Slaves of Fire, 
Those impious Ghebers, whom my sire 

Abhors • 

• Hold, hold — thy words are death — » 
The stranger cried, as wild he flung 
His mantle back, and show'd beneath 

The Gheber belt that round him clung.— ■ (95) 
I Here, maiden, look — weep — blush to sx» 
All that tliv sire abhors in me! 



' a They (the Ghcbert) lay to aadi ttm* 00 their oatbee, or oir- 
die, M Bot to dare to b« ■• letteai witboat Ii.>— Gtott'* V^ftft.— 
■ Le jeuoe hoaaw aia d'abord la diMe; naitayant M64^mlM de 
M robe, at la large oeialare qa'il poruit coaiaM Gbebr.* etc eir.— 
D'HiKBWkOT, art. Afdaaai. 
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Yes — / am of tliat impious race. 

Those Slares of Fire who, morn and cren, 
Hail their Creator^s dwellini^pbce 

Amouf; the tiring lights of lieavcn I ' (96) 
Yes — / am of that outcast few, 
To Iran and to vengeance true, 
>Vho curse the hour your Arabs came 
To desolate our shrines of flame, 
And swear, before God's burning eye, 
To break our country's chains, or die! 
Thy bigot sire — nay, tremble not — 

11c, who gave birth to those dear eyes, 
AVith me is sacred as the spot 

From which our fires of worship rise ! 
But know— 't was he I sought that night. 

When, from my watch-boat on tlie sea, 
I caught this turret's glimmering light. 

And up the rude rocks desperately 
Rush'd to my prey : — thou know'st tlie rest — 
I climb'd the gory vulture's nest. 
And found a trembling dove within ; — 
Thine, thine the victory — thine the sin — 
If Love hath made one tliought his own, 
Tlial Vengeance claims first — last — alone ! 
Oh ! had we never, never met, » 

Or couhl this heart even now forget. 
How link'd how blcss'd we might have been. 
Had Fate not frown'd so dark between ! 
Hadst thou been bom a Persian maid. 

In neighlMMiring valleys had we dwelt. 
Through the same fields in childhood play'd, 

At the same kindling altar knelt, — 
Tlion, then, while all those nameless tics 
In which the charm of Country lies. 
Had round our hearts been hourly spun. 
Till Iran's cause and thine were one; — 
>Vhilc in thy lute's awakening sigh 
I heard the voire of d»\% gone by. 
And saw in every smile of thine 
Returning hours of glor>' shine I-— 
While the wrong'd Spirit of our Land 

Livwl, look'd, and spoke her wrongs through tliec, 
Go<l ! who could then this sword withstand? 

Its very flasli were victory! 
But now — estrangi'd, divorccil for ever. 
Far as the praRp of Fate can sever; 
Our only ties what Love has wove,— 

Faith, friends, and country, sunder'd wide; — 
And then, then only, true to love, 

When false to all that's dear beside! 
Thv father Inin's deadliest foe — 
Thysi'lf, perhaps, even now — but no— 
Ibte nev«.T look'd so lovely yet ! 

No — sarred to thy soul will be 
The land of him who could forget 

All but that bleeding land for tbee! 
When other eyes shall see, unmoved. 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, 
Tliou 'It think how well one Gheber loved. 

And for his sake tliou 'It weep for all ! 

But look • 

With sudden start he tum'd 

And pointed to the distant wave, 

' Thry toppoap tbe Tbroae of ibe Uaiglity li MMtod la th« Ma. 
aaJ beaoe ibeir wonbip of that laaiaary. — Havwai. 



Where lights, like chamel meteors, bnm'd 

Bluely , as o'er tome seaman's grave ; 
And fiery darts, at intervals,' 

Flew up all tpftrkling from the muD, 
As if each star that nightly hlls. 

Were shooting back to heaven again. 
> My signal-lights! — 1 most away — 
Both, both are roin'd, if I stay. 
Farewell — sweet life! thon cling^st iu Tain — 
Now — Vengeance! — I am thine again.* 
Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp'd. 
Nor look'd — but from the lattice dropp'd 
Down 'mid the pointed crags beneath. 
As if he fled from love to death. 
While pale and mute young Hinda stood* 
Nor moved, till in the silent flood 
A momentary pinnge below 
Startled her from her trance of woe; — 
Shrieking she to the lattice flew, 

• I come — I come — if in that tide 
Thou slccp'st to-night — I *11 sleep diere too. 

In death's cold wedlock by thy side. 
Oh ! I would ask no happier bed 

Than the chill wave my love lies under; — 
Sweeter to rest together dead. 

Far sweeter, than to live asunder!* 
But no — their hour b not yet come- 
Again she sees hb pinnace fly. 
Wafting him fleetly to hb home. 

Where'er that ill-starred home may lie; 
And calm and smooth it seem'd to was 

Its moonlight vray before the wind. 
As if it bore all peace within. 

Nor left one breaking heart bdiind! 



The Princess, whose heart was sad enough alreadv, 
could have wbhed that Fcramort had chosen a less 
melancholy story; as it b only to the happy that tears 
arc a huury. Her ladies, however, were by no means 
sorry that love was onCe more the Poet's theme; for. 
when he spoke of love, they said, hb Toice was as sweet 
as if he had chewed the leaves of that encbanled tree, 
wh ich grows over the tomb of the musician, Tan-fiein.(97' 
Their road all the morning had lain throngjh a vcrr 
dreary country; — through valle3fs, covered with a lew 
bushy jungle, where, in more than one place the awfnl 
signal of the bamboo-staff, (98] with the white flag at in 
top, reminded the traveller that in thatveryspot Ifae 
had made some human creature hb victim. It 
therefore with much pleasure that they arrived at 
in a safe and lovely glen, and encamped under one of 
those holy trees, whose smootli columns and spreading 
roo^seem to destine them for natural temples of religioa. 
Beneath the shade, some pious hands had erected(99) pil- 
lars ornamented with tlie most beautiful porcelain, 
now supplied tlie use of mirrors to the young 
as they adjusted their hair in descending front die 
palankeens. Here while, as usual, the IVint f si ssl 
Ibtening anxiously, with Fadladeen in one of his loftieU 
moods of criticbm by her side, the yonng Poet, 
against a branch of the tree, thus continued his 



■ > Tb« lUaielakt ibai were !a lb« oiber boat, whaa U 
■aed to •hoot op a •ort of fieij ■rroirt iaio -the air, wbidk la 
Beasare rtfMabljd lieblaiasor fblliag •UHS.*— BAaaaMikB. 
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The mom hath riaen clear and calm. 

And o'er the Green Sea ' palely shines. 
Revealing Bahrein's groYes of palm. 

And lighting Kishma's * amber vines. 
Fresh smell the shores of Arahy, 
While breezes from the Indian sea 
Blow round Selama's ^ sainted cape, 

And curl the shining flood beneath,— 
Whose waves are rich virith many a grape, 

And cocoa-nut and flowery wreath. 
Which pious seamen, as they pass'd, 
Had toward that holy headland cast — 
Oblations to the Genii there 
For gentle skies and breezes fair! 
The nightingale now bends her flight (loo) 
From the high trees, where all the night 

She sung so sweet, with none to listen; 
And hides her from the morning •star 

Where thickets of pomegranate glisten 
In the clear dawn,— bespangled o'er 

With dew, whose night-drops would not stain 
The best and brightest scimitar 4 
That ever youthful Sultan wore 

On the first morning of hb rdgn I 

And iec — the Sun himself! — on wings 
Of glory up the East he springs. 
Angel of Light ! who, from the time 
Those heavens began their march sablime, 
Hath first of all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker's steps of fire! 

Where are the days, thou wondrous sphere , 
When Iran, like » sun-flower, tum'd 
To meet that eye where'er it bum'd ? — 

When, from the banks of Bendemeer 
To the nut-groves of Samarcand, 
Thy temples flamed o'er all the land? 
Where are they 7 ask the shades of them 

Who, on Gadessia's ^ bloody plains, 
Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem 
From Iran's broken diadem, 

And bind her ancient faith in chains: — 
Ask the poor exile, cast alone 
On foreign shores, unloved, unknown, 
Beyond the Caspian's Iron Gates,' 

Or on the snowy Mossian mountains, 
Far from his beauteous land of dales. 

Her jasmine bowers and sunny fountains ! 
Yet happier so than if be trod 
His own beloved but bKghted sod, 
Beneath a despot stranger^s nod I— 
Oh I he would rather houseless roam 

Where Freedom and his God may lead. 



' TlMPvrelaa Gulf.— ■ Todkefoi pearU la tb« Graea 8e«, or 
enian Golf.*— Sit W. iosut. 

• I»iaad« In iIm Golf. 

* Or Sel«B«h, ibe geooioa mmc of Um hoodlaod st tho eatrance 
f Um Golf, oomoioBly called Capo Mauoldoai. aTko lodiaot, 
boa tbey poM ibe prononiory. tbrow coooa-aau, fralu, or flowera 
ito the sea to lecun* a propitioot voyaje.*— Mobibi. 

* la •poakio^ of tho clinaie of Shirat, Fb4ickus aayi, • the dew 
of sock a parv natore, that, If tka brifklMl tclaiUr sboald be 
ipoted to it all aigbt, it woald aot redaiva the leaat rott.* 

■ The place where the Per«iaot were flaally defeated by the Arabs, 
•d tk^r ancient monarjby de«iroyed. 

• Dorbaod.— • Lee Tanv appelleat cetle villa Deantr Capl, Pone 
I For; oe loat let Catpir Portr daaaaclaaa."— D'HaaaaftOi. 



Tlian be the sleekest slave at home 

That crouches to the conqueror's creed ! 
Is Iran's pride then gone for ever, 
Quench'd with the flame in Mithra's caves? — 
No — she has sons that never — never — 
Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves, 
While Heaven has light or earth has graves. 
Spirits of fire, that brood not long. 
But flash resentment back for wrong; 
And hearts where, slow but deep, the seeds 
Of vengeance ripen into deeds. 
Till, in some treacherous hour of calm. 
They burst, like Zeilan's giant palm, ■ 
Whose buds fly open with a sound 
That shakes (he pigmy forests round ! 

Yes, Emir ! he, who scaled that tower, — ' 

And, had he reach'd thy slumbering breast, 
Had taught thee, in a Gheber's power 

How safe even tyrant heads may rest — 
Is one of many, brave as he. 
Who loathe thy haughty race and thee; 
Who, though liiey know the strife is vain. 
Who, though they know the riven chain 
Snaps but to enter in the heart 
Of him who rends its links apart, 
Yet dare the issue, — blest to be 
Even for one bleeding moment free, 
And die in pangs of liberty ! 
Thou know'st them well — 't is some moons since 

Thy turban'd troops and blood-red flags. 
Thou satrap of a bigot prince ! 

Have swarm'd among these Green Sea crags ; 
Yet here, even here, a sacred band, 
Ay, in the portal of that land 
Thou, Arab, darest to call thy own, 
Tlieir spears across tliy path liave thrown ; 
Here— ere tlie winds half wing'd thee o'er — 
Rebellion braved thee from tlie shore. 

Rebellion ! foul, dishonouring word, 

Whose wrongful blight -so oft has stain'd 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 

Of mortal ever lost or gain'd — 
How many a spirit, bom to bless. 

Hath sunk beneath that withering name. 
Whom but a day's, an hour's success 

Had wafted to eternal fame ! 
As exhalations, when they burst 
From the warm earth, if chill'd at first. 
If check'd in soaring from the plain. 
Darken to fogs and sink again ; — 
But, if they once triumphant spread 
Their wings above the mountain-head, 
Become enthroned in Upper air, 
And turn to'aun-bright glories there ! 

And who is he, that wields the might 
Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink, 



' Tha Talpot or Talipot trae. • TbU boaatlfal paln-trae, which 
l^rowB ia the heart of the faroala, nay be clawed aaoag the iofiiae: 
ireaa, aod baooaMs ttill higher when on the point of bantinff forth 
from iu laaff tanall. The sheath which thea cotelopes the ficnror 
it very larfa, and, whoa It barala, niaket aa explotion like the re- 
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Before whovisabre't danling light (loi) 
The eye» of Yemen's warrion wink? 

Who comes embowered in the spean 

Of Kerman's hardy mountaineers? — 

Those mountaineers that truest, last, 
Cling to their country's ancient rites, 

As if that God, whose eyelids cast 
Their closing gleam on Iran's heights. 

Among her snowy mountains threw 

The Ust light of his worship too! 

'T is Hafed— name of fear, whose sound 

Chills like the muttering of a charm; — 
Shout but that awful name around. 

And palsy shakes the manliest arm. 
'T is Hafed, most accurst and dire 
(So rank'd by Moslem hate and ire) 
Of all the rebel Sons of Fire! 
Of whose malign, tremendous power, 
The Arabs, at their mid-watch hour, 
Such tales of fearful wonder tell, 
That each affrighted sentinel 
Pulls down his cowl upon lib eyes. 
Lest Hafed in the midst should rise! 
A man they say, of monstrous birth, 
A mingled race of flame and earth, 
Sprung from those old enchanted kings, ■ 

Who in didrfiiiry helms, of yore, 
A feather from the mystic wings 

Of the Simoorgh resistless wore; 
And gifted by the Fiends of Fire, 
Who groan'd to see their shrines expire, 
Witli charms that, all in Tain withstood, 
Would drown the Koran's light in blood ! 

Such were the tales that won belief. 

And such the colouring Fancy gave 
To a young, warm, and dauntless Chief,— 

One who, no more than mortal brare. 
Fought for the land his soul adored. 

For happy homes, and altars free, — 
His only talisman, the sword, 

His only spell-word. Liberty ! 
One of that ancient hero line, 
Along whose glorious current shine 
Names, that hare sanctified their blood ; 
As Lebanon's small mountain flood 
Is rcnder'd holy by the ranks 
Of sainted cedars on iu banks! ' (102) 
*T was not for him to crouch tlie knee 
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ; — 
'T was not for him, whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past. 
Whose melanch^Hy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of (he dead, 
Tliough framed for Iran's happiest years. 
Was bom among her chains and tears ! — 
'T was not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slarish heads that shrinking bow'd 

' TabaurM,aDd otber ancleat Kingi of Pertia ; rnhme adTeniarM 
in V»\rf-LanA aoMMi tba Pvria aad Divataay be lomnd ia ltiea4k»- 
•oii't earioat Dts$*r$Hllmt. Tbe frlfBn 8iM<Mirgh, ibey My, took mmbo 
fMihon froa Wr braasl Ibr Takanarat. with wkidi be aJorncsd kit 
keloMt, and tniBMBiuod tkoai afterwards to bit deaoeedaBto. 

* TkU rlTstec, mj« Davmsi, U called tke Boly RiTer, froa the 
• oedarMiata • aaMMg wkich It rltaa. 



Before the Moslem, as he pass'd, 

Like shrubs beneath the poison-blast — 

No — far he fled — indignant fled 

The pageant of his country's shame; 
While every tear her children shed 

Fell on his soul, like drops of flame ; 
And, as a lover hails the dawn 

Of a first smile, so welcomed he 
The sparkle of the first sword drawn 

For vengeance and for liberty ! 

But vain was valour — vain the flower 
Of Kerman, in that deathful hour, 
Against Al Hassan's whelming power. — 
In vain they met him, helm to helm. 
Upon the thresliold of that realm 
He came in bigot pomp to sway. 
And with their corpses block'd his way — 
In vain— for every lance they raised. 
Thousands around the conqueror blazed, 
For every arm that lined their shore. 
Myriads of slaves were wafted o'er — 
A bloody, bold, and countless crowd. 
Before whose swarm as fwu. they bow'd. 
As dates beneath the locust-cloud ! 

There stood — but one short league away 
From old Harmozia's sultry bay — 
A rocky mountain, o'er the sea 
Of Oman beetling awfully : (io3) 
A last and solitary link 

Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From the broad Caspian's reedy brink 

Down winding to the (ireen Sea beach. 
Around its base the bare rocks stood. 
Like naked giants, in the flood. 

As if to guard the gulf across; 
While , on its peak, that braved the sky, 
A ruin'd temple tower'd, so high 

That oft tlic sleeping albatross ' 
Struck the wild ruins with her wing. 
And from her cloud-rock'd slumbering 
Started — to find man's dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dash'd, like midnight revelleVs, in; — 
And such the strange mysterious din 
At times throughout tliose caverns roll'd, — 
And such the fearful wonders told 
Of restless sprites imprison'd tliere. 
That bold were Moslem, who would dare, 
At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber's lonely cliff. (104) 

On the land side, those towers sublime. 
That seem'd al>ove the grasp of Time, 
Were sevcr'd from the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen. 
So fothomlcss, so full of gloom. 

No eye could pierce the void between ; 
It seem'd a place where Gholes might come 
With their foul banquets from the tomb, 



I Tbeae birds sleep la ibeair. Tbey are 
fjipe of Good Hope. 
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iBdia its cavcfm feed 
hkr 4iaMamt thmmdtr, from below, 

TW mattwtd oi manj torrenli 
T'v 4eep for eye or car to know 
If t vrre che tee's isBprison'd flow, 

(ir flcM>ds of ever-resileis flame. 
W each ravine, cadi rocky spirt 
-tf dui vast momitaia stood on fire;* 
tLSii. iboafh for eier past the days 
*'va God was wonhipp'd in liie blue 
T^ from it» lofty altar shone, — 
TbM((k fled tko pr•e8t^ the votaries gone, 
!X:tl did ibe mifbty flame burn on (io5) 
TSnsfb ckance and change, throngh good and ill, 
Ike « o«vn God's efemal will, 
kcp, I i m s t s H i, bright, umpMnchable! 
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ibe vawpmli'd Hafed led 
y's last remains: — 
glen!* be said, 
that EblisT self might dread, 
to hioB wbo flies from chains!* 
sarrow bridge-way, known 
■ and 10 bis chiefs alone, 
rrai^d ilie chasm and gain'd the lowen;- 
• he cried,'* at least u ours — 
bleed, nnmock'd by hymns 
triiunph o'er our bead ; 
f iail, nor leave our limbs 
•o the Moslem's tread, 
d ea Aia rock, while vultures' beaks 

on oar yet warm cheeks, 
happy that no tyrant's eye 

may die!* 



T «a» night when to those towers they came, 

ted tJLotmuhf the fitful flame, 

TW from the min'd altar broke, 

'•«Rd on his fSeatnres, as he spoke : — 

• T a o'er — what men could do, we 've done — 

V Iraa will look tamely on, 

terf mt her priests, her warriors driven 

lefore a seoaual bigot's nod, 
4 vTdcfa, who takas his lusts to heaven, 

iad aMkea a pander of his God ! 

V ^ prond sons, her high-born louls, 
Ika , in whose veins— oh, last disgrace ! 

TSr blood of Zal, and Rustam > rolls,— 

If Aey awll eoort thb upstart race, 
Aad tmrm froon Milhra's ancient rav, 
T* kaed af shrines of yesterday ! 
' larr will cnmcb to Iran's foes, 

^liy let them— till the land's despair 
Cne» oat to Heaven, and boodage grows 

Too vSe for even the rile to bear! 
Till shame at last, long hidden bums 
TWw inmnet core, and conscience turns 
Each coward tear the slave leto h\\ 
Bsrk on bis heart in drops of gall ! 
Bm Wr«, at Icaat, are armt unchain'd, 
Aad sonb that thraldom never stain'd; — 
at least, no foot of slave 

•vw MUHaiTSoaoM 
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Or satrap ever yet profened ; 

And, though but few — though fast the wave 
Of life is ebbing from our veins. 
Enough for vengeance still remains. 
As pantliers, after set of sun. 
Rush from the roots of Lebanon 
Across the dark sea-robber's way,' 
We'll bound upon our startled prey; — 
And when some hearts that proudest swell 
Have felt our falchion's last forewell — 
When Hope 's expiring throb is o'er. 
And even Despair can prompt no more. 
This spot shall be the sacred grare 
Of the last few who, vainly brave. 
Die for the land they cannot save!* 
His chiefs stood round — each shining blude 
Upon the broken altar laid — 
And though so wild and desolate 
Tliose courts , where once the Mighty sate ; 
Nor longer on those mouldering towers 
Was seen the feast of fruits and flowers. 
With which of old the Magi fed 
The wandering spirits of their dead;* 
Though neitlier priest nor rites were there, 

Nor charmed leaf of pure pomegranate ;i 
Nor hymn, nor censer's fragrant air. 

Nor symbol of their worshipp'd planet;! 
Yet the same God that heard their tires 
Heard Aemi while on tliat altar^s fires 
Tliey swore (loC) the latest, holier deed 
Of the few hearty still left to bleed, 
Should be, in Iran's injured name. 
To die upon that Mount of Flame — 
The last of all lier patriot line. 
Before her last untrampled shrine! 

Brave suffering souls ! they little knew 
How many a tear llieir injuries drew 
From one meek maid, one gentle foe. 
Whom Love first touch'd with others' woe — 
Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 
Slept like a lake, till Love tlirew in 
His talisman, and woke the tide. 
And spread its trembling circles wide. 
Once, Emir! thy unheeding child, 
'Mid all tliis havoc, blf>om'd and smiled, — 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 

The Persian lily sJiines and towers, (107) 
Before the combat's reddening stain 

Hath fallen upon her golden flowers. 
Liglit-hearted maid, unawed, unmoved. 
While Heaven hut spared the sire she loved, 

* Sm RcMit't 400MBI of the panthan attackiaf travellart la tba 
nighi OB the Ma-«bore aboat tka roois of Loliaaoo. 

* • AaKmg oiber cereoMiaia*. lb« Magi a««d to placa apoo tka top* 
of high towan varioat klaUa of ricb Tiaailt, opoa «birb it was cap- 
poaed tb« Perl* aad tba tpiritt of tbair daparted brroca rajalcd 
ibc-oiMlTaa.* — RicaAaaaoa. 

' la tbaoaraaMmiatof tba Gbaben roaad tbair Fira. a* daacribad 
by Loaa. ■ tbe Daroe.* b.< Mfa, > girotb tbcai waiar to driak. aad a 
poaaipvaaie leaf to cbew ia tbe aMMtb, to daaaM ibaoi froa iaward 
oadaaaBeu.* 

* > Early io tbe MoraiBf . tbay (ibe Paraaaa or Gbaber* at Oalaa) 
CO ia crowd* to pay ibeir davotioot to tba Saa, to wboai apoa all 
tbe aliart tbera are apbera* coaMcrattd. aada by aaf Ic, raarnhliag 
Ibe citHet of tbe taa. aad wbaa tba taa rlaea, ibeM> orba Moai to be 
loOaaMd, aad to tara rooad witb a great aalae. Tbet bare etory oaa 
a oeaaar ia ihair baada, aad olbr iaceoaa to tbe aaa.*— kaaai Ba«- 
J4ais. 



38 



MOORE*S WORKS. 



Once at thy erening tales of blood 
Unlbteiitiif; and aloof die stood — 
And oft, when thoa hast paced along 

Thy Haram halls with furious heat, 
Hast thou not cursed her cheerful soog. 

That came across thee calm and sweet. 
Like lutes of angels, touch'd so near 
Hell's confines, that die damn'd can hear? 
Far other feelings Love hath brought — 

Her soul all flame, her brow all sadness. 
She now has but the one dear thought, 

And thinks that o'er, almost to madness! 
Oft doUi her sinking heart recal 
His words — • for mjr sake weep for all; ■ 
And bitterly, as day on day 

Of rebel carnage fast succeeds, 
She weeps a lover snatch'd away 

In every Gheber wretch that bleeds. 
There 's not a sabre meets her eye. 

But with his life-blood seems to swim ; 
There 's not an arrow wings the sky. 

But fancy turns its point to him. 
No more she brings with footstep light 
Al Hassan's falchion for the fight; 
And, had he look'd with clearer sight — 
Had not the mnts, that ever rise 
From a foul spirit, dimm'd his eyes, — 
He would have mark'd her shuddering frame. 
When from the field of blood he came. 
The faltering speech — the look estranged — 
Voice, step, and life, and beauty changed — 
He would have mark'd all this, and known 
Such change is wrought by Love alone! 
Ah ! not the love, that should have bless'd 
So young, so innocent a breast; 
Not the pure, open, prosperous love, 
That, pledged on earth and scal'd above. 
Grows in the world's approving eyes. 

In friendship's smile and home's caress, 
G>llecting all the heart's sweet ties 

into one knot of happiness! 
No, Uinda, no— thy fatal flame 
Is nuned in silence, sorrow, shame. — 

A passion, without hope or pleasure. 
In thy soul's darkness buried deep, 

It lies, like some ill-gotten treasure, — 
Some idol, without shrine or name. 
O'er which its pale-eyed votaries keep 
Unholy watch, while others sleep! 

Seven nights have darken'd Oman's Sea, 

Since last, beneath the moonlight ray, 
She saw his light oar rapidly 

Hurry her Gheber's bark away, — 
And still she goes, at midnight hour. 
To weep alone in that high bower. 
And watch , and look along the deep 
For him whose smiles firs! made her weep,— 
But watching, weeping, all was vain. 
She never saw his bark again. 
The owlet's solitary cry. 
The night-hawk, flitting darkly by, 

And oft the hateful carrion-bird. 
Heavily flapping his clogg'd wing. 
Which rcek'd with that day's banqueting— 

Was all she saw, was all slic heanl. 



T is the eigfadi mom — Ai Uaasan's brow 

Is brighien'd widi vnusoal joy — 
What mighty aiischief glads him now. 

Who never amiies but to destroy? 
The sparkle upon Herkend's Sea, 
When tost at midnight fariooshr,* 
Tells not of wreck and ruin ni^. 
More surely than that smiling eye! 

• Up, dau(^ter, up— the Kema's" breath 
Has blown a blast would waken deadi. 
And yet thou sleep'st — up, child, and see 
This blessed day for Heaven and me, 

A day more rich in Pagan blood 

Than ever flash'd o'erOnuin's flood. 

Before anodier dawn shall shine. 

His head— heart— limbs— will all be mine; 

This very night his blood shall steep 

These hands all over e'er I sleep!* — 

• His blood!* she faintly scream'd — her nund 
Still singling one from all mankind — 

• Yes — ^spite of his ravines and tow«f«, 
Hafed, my child, this night is oon. 
Thanks to all-conquering treachery. 

Without whose aid the links accviat. 
That bind these impious slaves, would be 

Too strong for Alla's self to burst! 
That rebel fiend, whose blade has spread 
My path with piles of Moslem dead. 
Whose baffling spells had almost driven 
Back from their course the Swords of Heaven, 
This night, with all his band, shall know 
How deep an Arab's steel can go, 
When God and vengeance speed the blow. 
And — Prophet I — by that holy wreath 
Thou worest on Ohod's field of death,* 
1 swear, for every sob diat parts 
In anguish from these headien 
A gem from Persia's plundered mil 
Sliall glitter on diy Shrine of Shrines. 
But ha ! — she sinks — that look so wild — 
Those livid lips— my child, my child. 
This life of blood befiu not thee. 
And thou must back to Araby. 

Ne'er had 1 risk'd tliy timid aex 
In scenes that man himself might drend« 
Had I not hoped our every tread 

Would be on prostrate Persian necks — 
Curst race, they offer swords instead ! 
But cheer thee, maid — the wind that now 
Is blowing o'er thy feverish brow. 
To-day shall waft thee from the shora; 
And, ere a drop of this night's gore 
Have rime to- chill in yonder towers. 
Thou 'It see dty own sweet Arab bowers!* 
His bloody boast was alt too true- 
There lurk'd one wretch among the few 
Whom Hafed's eagle eye could count 
Around him on that Fiery Mount— 

* ■ It U obMrred, with rMp«Gt to cIm 8m of Bcrkaad, A 
it U toued by usmpMioAat wind* It tparklMlilw Ira.* — 7 
tw» Makmmmtdtius. 

> A kiad of traapet ;— it • wM that awd byT — a ri a— . il 
of wbi(A it d«crib«d at aoooaiMoaiy drcadfal, aad to load 
baard at ib« dituncaof taveral nilat.*-— RicaAaaaaa. 

> ■ XobaaaMd bad two belmett, aa iaterior and atftrrior < 
latter ot which. caUed Al Hawaahah, the fUet wraatb. or « 
earlaad, ha wore at th« battle of Ok»i.-^Vmiimf»al aimnjf. 



LALLA ItOORH. 



39 



One miMrcant, who for gbld betray'd - 

The path-way through the valley's shade 

To those high towers where Freedom stood 

In her last hold of flame and blood. 

Left on the field last dreadful night, 

When, sallying from their Sacred Height, 

The Ghebere fbught Hope's farewell fight, 

He lay — but died not with the brave; 

That sun, which should have gilt his grave, 

Saw him a traitor and a slave; — 

And, while tlie few, who thence retum*d 

To their high rocky fortress, moam'd 

For him among the matchless dead 

They left behind on Glory's bed. 

He lived, and, in the ^ce of mom, 

Laugh'd them and Faith and Heaven to scorn ! 

Oh fur a tongue Co curse the slave. 

Whose treason, like a deadly blight. 
Comes o'er the councils pf the brave, 

And blasts them in their hour of might! 
May Life's unblessed cup for him 
Be drugg'd with treacheries to the brim, — 
Willi hopes that but allure to fly — 

With joys that vanish while he sips, 
Like Dead-Sea fruits, that tempt the eye, 

Rut turn to ashes on the lips! (108) 
His country's curse, his children's shame, 
Outcast of virtue, peace, and fome. 
May he, at last, with lips of flame 
On the parch'd desert Uiirsting die,—; 
While lakes that shone in mockery nigh (109) 
Arc fading off, untouch'd, untasted. 
Like the once glorious hopes he blasted ! 
And, when from earth his spirit flies, 

Just Prophet, let the damn'd-one dwell 
Full in the sight of Paradise, 

Beholding Heaven, and feeling Hell! 



Lalla Rookb had had a dream the night before, 
which, in spite of the impending fate of poor Hafed, made 
her heart more than usually cheerful during the mom- 
in(;, and gave her checks all the freshened animation 
of a flower that the Bidmusk has just passed over.(i 10) 
She fancied tliat she was sailing on that Eastern Ocean, 
where the sea-gipseys, who live for ever on tlie wa- 
t^r, (ill) enjoy a perpetual summer in wandering from 
isle to isle, when she saw a small gilded bark approach- 
ing her. It was like one of those boaU which the Maldi- 
vian islanders annually send adrift, at the mercy of 
winds and waves, loaded with perfumes, flowers, and 
odoriferous wood, as an offering to tlie Spirit whom 
diey call King of the Sea. At first this little bark ap- 
peared to be empty, hut on coming nearer 

Site had proceeded thus far in relating the dream to 
her ladies, when Feramon appeared at the door of the 
pavilion. In his presence, of course, every tiling else 
was forgotten, and the continuance of the story was in- 
stantly requested by all. Fresh wood of aloes was set 
to hum in the cassoleU; tlie violet sherbets (11 a) were 
hastily handed round, and, after a sliort prelude on his 
lute in the pathetic measure of Mava,(li3) which is al- 
ways used to express the lamentations of absent lovers, 
the poet thus continued : — 



Thb day is lowering — stilly black 
Sleeps the grim wave, while Heaven's rack. 
Dispersed and wild, 'twixt earth and sky 
Hangs like a shatter'd canopy! 
There's not a cloud in that blue plain 

But tells of storm to come or past ; — 
Here , flying loosely as the mane 

Of a young war-horse in the blast ; 
There, roll'd in masses dark and swelling. 
As proud to be the thunder^s dwelling ! 
While some, already burst and riven. 
Seem melting down the verge of heaven ; 
As though the infont storm had rent 

The mighty womb that gave him birth. 
And, having swept the firmament. 

Was now in fierce career for earth. 
On earth 't was yet all calm around, 
A pulseless silence, dread, profound. 
More awful than the tempest's sound. 
The diver steer'd for Ormus' bowers, 
And moor'd his skiff till calmer hours; 
The sea-birds, witli portentous screech, 
Flew fast to land ; — upon the beach 
The pilot oft had paused, with glance 
Tum'd upward to that wild expanse; 
And all was boding, drear and dark 
As her own soul, when Hinda's bark 

Went slowly from the Persian shore — 

No music timed her parting oar,' 
Kor friends upon the lessening strand 
Linger'd, to wave the unseen hand. 

Or speak the farewell, heard no more; — 
But lone, unheeded, from the bay 
The vessel takes its mournful way, 
Like some ill-destined bark that steers 
In silence through the Gate of Tears. ' 
And where was stern Al Hassan then ? 
Could not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodshed and devotion spare 
One minute for a farewell there? 
No — close within, in changeful fits 
Of cursing and of prayer, he sits 
In savage loneliness to brood 
Upon the coming night of blood. 

With that keen, second-scent of death. 
By which the vulture snuffs his food 

In the still warm and living breath ! ^ 
W^hile o'er the wave his weeping daughter 
Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter, — 
As a young bird of Babylon,^ 
Let loose to tell of victory won. 
Flies home, witli wing, ah ! not nnstain'd 
By the red hands that held her chain'd. 



' ■ Tba Eaturnt nsad to set oat on their lonfer voyage* whk nn- 

* • The Gate of Tean, the Mraiu or pauage iato the Red Sea. oom- 
mooly called Babelmandei. It receivwl ihit nane froa the old Ara- 
bjanc, OB acoouol of iba dangei of the DaTi(]rai!un, and the nambcr 
of ihipwrvckt by which it wa» diaiiB^aithcd ; which iodaced then 
to cootider a* dead.aud 10 wear noarainefor. all who had ihe bold- 
ne»« tn hatard the pasMse throagb it into the EihiopicOoaan.* — 

RlCBAaOMX. 

> ■ 1 have been told that wbenioeTer »n aaimal fall* down dead, 
one or more vaitaret, noMen before, inttaoily appear."— Pkjisaht. 

* • They fatten sobiu writing to the wingt of a Bagdat, or Babylo- 
Bian pigeon.*— rrw«/« 0/ certain EuftiiMmem. 
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And does the Icm^-lcft home ahe seeks 

Light up no gladness on her cheeks? 

The flowers die nursed — the welMknown grores, 

Where oft in dreams her spirit rores — 

Once more to see her dear gaielles 

Come bounding with their nlver beUs; 

Her birds' new plumage to behold, 

And the gay, gleaming fishes count. 
She left, all filleted with gold, 

Shooting around their jasper fount. — ■ 
Her little garden mosque to see. 

And once again, at evening hour, • 

To tell her ruby rosary (i 14) 

In her own sweet acacia bower. — 
Can these deligliU, that wait her now. 
Call up no sunshine on her brow? 
No — silent, from her train apart, — 
As if even now she felt at heart 
The chill of her approaching doom, — 
She sits, all lovely in her gloom. 
As a pale Angel of the Grave; 
And o'er the wide tempestuous wave. 
Looks, witli a shudder, to those towers, 
>\1iere, in a few sliort awful hours. 
Blood, blood, in steaming tides shall run. 
Foul incense for to-morrow's sun ! 
• Where art thou, glorious stranger! thou, 
5>o loved, so lost, where art thou now? 
Foe — Gheber— infidel — whate'er 
The unhallowed name thou *rt doom'd to be^ 
Still glorious — still to this fond heart 
Dear as its blood, whate'er thou art! 
Yes— Alia, dreadful Alia! yes— 
If there be wrong, be crime in this. 
Let the black waves, that round us roll, 
Whelm me this instant, ere my soul. 
Forgetting failh, — home,— father, — all — 
Before its earthly idol fall. 
Nor worship even Thyself above him. — 
For oh ! so wildly do I love him. 
Thy Paradise itself were dim 
And joyless, if not shared with him !• 

Her hands were clasp'd — her eyes nptum'd. 

Dropping their tears like moonlight rain ; 
And, though her lip, fond raver ! bum'd 

With words of passion, bold, profone, 
Yet was there light around her brow, 

A holiness in those dark eyes, 
Which show'd — though wandering earthward 
now, — 

Her spirit's home was in the skies. 
Yes — for a spirit, pure as hers. 
Is always pure, even while it errs; 
As sunsliine, broken in the rill, 
Tliough tum'd astray, is sunshine still ! 

So wholly had her mind forgot 
All thoughts but one, she heeded not 
The rising storm — the wave that cast 
A moment's midnight, as it pass'd — 

I > TIm Eapi«M of JcbaB-Cnire asad u» divert benelf with feci.- 
!■( UMc a*b ia h«r canal*, mom of wkick ware Baay yean afijr- 
wards kaown by flileu of (old. which the oaaaod to ba pat roaod 
tbaai.* — Haibm. 



Nor heard the frequent shout, the tread 
Of gathering tumult o'er her bead — 
Clash'd swords, and tongues that aeem'd to vie 
With the rude riot of the sky — 
But hark I— that war-whoop on the deck — 
That crash, as if each engine there^ 
Blast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck, 
'Mid yells and stampings of despair ! 

Merciful Heaven ! what can. it be? 

*T is not the storm, though fearfully 

The ship has shuddered as she rode 

O'er mounuin waves — • Forgive me, God ! 

Forgive me>— shriek'd the maid, and knek. 

Trembling all over,— for she felt 

As if her judgment hour was near; 

While crouching round, half dead with fear. 

Her handmaids clung, nor breathed, nor stirKc 

When, hark !— a second crash— a third— 

And now, as if a bolt of thunder 

Had riven the labouring planks asonder. 

The deck falls in— what horrors then ! 

Blood, wares, and tackle, swords and men 

Come mix'd t(^;ether through the chasm; — 

Some wretches in their dying spasm 

Still fighting on— and some that call 

> For God and Iran !• as they fall! 

Whose was the hand that tum*d away 
The perils of the infuriate fray. 
And snatch'd her breathless from beneath 
This wilderment of wreck and deadi? 
She knew not — for a fsintaess came 
Chill o'er her, and her sinking frame 
Amid the ruins of that hour 
Lay, like a pale and scorched fkvwer. 
Beneath the red volcano's shower! 
But oh I the si^u and sounds of dread 
That shock'd her, ere her senses fled! 
The yawning deck — the crowd that strove 
Upon the tottering planks above — 
The sail, whose fragments, shivering o'er 
The strugglers' heads, all dash'd with gon^ 
Flutter'd like bloody flags— the dash 
Of sabres, and the lightning's flash 
Upon their blades, high toss'd aboat 
Like meteor brands' — as if duroa{^ioot 

The elements one fury ran. 
One general rage, that left a doobc 

Which was the fiercer, Heaven or Man ! 



Once too<~bnt no^it could not 

'T was fancy all— yet once she Iboaglit, 
While yet her fading eyes could aee. 

High on the ruin'd deck she cmnf^l 
A glimpse of that imearthly form. 

That glory of her soul,- 
Amid the whirl of wreck and 

Shining above his fellows-men. 
As, on some black and troublous nigM, 
The Star of Egypt,' whose proud l%ht 
Never hath beara'd on those who 
In the White Islands of the West,* 

' The aMtaon that Plixt eallt faeaa. 

■ ■ The hrtlUaDt CaaofNit, oaaaea la 

* See WiLroKDs leaned EM»aja m Kbe ffamsrflifca «■ ila fftat 
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Burn* throogh the storm with looks of flame 
Tlial put Heaven's cloudier eyes to shame ! 
But no — *t was but the minute's dream — 
A fantasy — and ere the scream 
Ilad half-way pass'd her )>ailid lips, 
A dcntl»likc swoon, a chill eclipse 
Of soul and wnse its darkness spread 
Around lier, and she sunk, as dead ! 

How calm, how beautiful comes on 
Tlie stilly hour, wlicn storms are (|^ne ; 
When warring; winds have died away, 
And clouds, beneath the glancing ray. 
Melt off, and leave the lands and 
Slt^rping in bright tranquillity,— 
Fresh a» if Day again were bom, 
Again n|>on the lap of Mom ! 
When the light blossoms, rudely torn 
And hcattcr'd at the whirlwind's will, 
Hang floating in the pure air Mill, 
Filling it all with precious halm. 
In i;ratiiud(: for this sweet calm; — 
Ami j.'vrry drop the thimder-showers 
llavn Irft upon the grass and flowers 
Sparkhr*, as 't were that liglitning-gem< 
>VliO!S4; liquid flame is bora of them ! 

\Vlnrn, *«t«ad of one unchanging breexc, 
Tlirn; blow a thousand gentle airs. 
And «Mrh a different perfume bears, — 

\% if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone. 
And waft no other breath than theirs! 
When tlie blue waters rise and fell, 
In sleepy snnsliine mantling all ; 
And even tliat swell the tempest leaves 
U like the full and silent heaven 
()f lover's hearts, when newly blest, 
Too newly to be quite at rest ! 

Such was the golden hour that broke 
l'|>on the world when flinda woke 
From her long trance, and heard around 
No motion but the water's sound 
Rippling against the vosAel's side, 
\s slow it mounted o'er the tide. — 
But whore in *he? — her eyes are dark. 
Arc wilder'd still — is thin the bark, 
Tlie ftame, that from flarmoiia's bay 
Bore her at morn — whose bloody way 
The iM:a-<Iog track'd ? — no — »trangc and new 
Ia all tliat meets her wondering vic\i-. 
Upon a galliot's deck she lies. 

Beneath nu rich pavilion'M sliade. 
No plumcK to fan her Kle<>ping eyes, 

Nor jasmine on her pillow laid. 
Rut the rude litter, roughly spread 
>Vitli war-cloaks, is her homely bed. 
And Khaul and msIi, on javelins hung. 
For awning o'er her head are flung. 



' Apre^itMM ttoiie of ibaladlef. ralird hy tb««BrieBUCer«aninni, 
*Wm it «•• tappoMKl 10 he fraad In plaeet whrre ihoadiw bad 
*llra. TtiTCLLuv uyt It h«« ■ HiiUftrins ■ppMraane, at if ih^'re 
•4 Iwra ir« is it; aiid th» anlbor of iIm DiiieHattmt in nAKRts'* 
'fjw^ •oppo*r« It lo he the ofial. 



Shuddering she look'd around— •there lay 

A group of warriors in tlie sun 
Resting their limbs, as for tliat day 

Their ministry of death were done. 
Some gaiing on the drowsy sea, 
Lost in unconscious reverie; 
And some, who seem'd but ill to brook 
That sluggish calm, with many a look 
To the slack sail impatient cast. 
As loose it flagg'd around the mast. 

Blest Alia ! who shall save her now? 

There 's not in all that warrior-band 
One Arab sword, one turban'd brow 

From her own Faithful Moslem hmd. 
Their garb— the leathern belt' that wraps 

Each yellow vest'— that rebel hue — 
The Tartar fleece upon tlicir caps — ^ 

Yc»— yes— her fears are all too true. 
And Heaven hath, in this dreadful hour, 
Aliandon'd her to Ha^^d's power; — 
Hafed, the GhelMirl — at the thought 

Her very heart's blood chills witliin; 
He, whom her soul was hourly taught 

To loatlie, as some foul fiend of sin. 
Some minister, whom Hell had sent 
To spread its blast, where'er Ite went. 
And fling, as o'er our earth he trod. 
His shadow betwixt man and God ! 
And she is now his captive, — thrown 
In his fierce hands, alive, alone; 
His the infuriate band she sees, 
All infidels — all enemies! 
What was the daring hope that then 
Cross'd her like lightning, as again, 
With boldness that despair had lent, 

She darted through that armed crowd 
A look so searching, so intent, 
Tlial even the sternest warrior bow'd 
Abash'd, when he her glances cauglit. 
As if he guem'd whose form ihey sought. 
But no — she sees him not — 't is gone, — 
The vision, that before her shone 
Through all the maae of blood and storm. 
Is fled — *t was but a phantom form — 
One of those passing rainbow dreamt. 
Half light, half shade, which Fancy's beams 
Paini on the fleeting mists that roll 
In trance or slumber round the soul ! 

But now the bark, with livelier bound. 

Scales the blue wave— the crew 's in motion — 
Tlie oars are out, and with light sound 

Break the bright mirror of the ocean, 
Scattering its brilliant fragments round. 
And now she sees — with horror sees 

Their course is lowanl that mountain hold, — 
Thow towers, that make her life-blood frcc/e. 
Where Mecca's go<lless enemies 

Lie, like belcaguer'd scorpions, roll'd 
In their last deadly venomous fohl ! 

' D'Hixnor. Art. Ajdmamt. 

' ■ The Gaebret are kaown by a dark yellov c^loar, wbith lb« mea 
•ffart ia their do(bet.*—TaiTBaor. 

* ■ Tb« Kolak, or cap, wnra by the PertlaM, Is aada of ibp tkia 
of the ibeep of Tartary.* — W«a»«. 
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Amid the illttmined land and flood, 

Sanlett that mighty mouDtaiD Mood; 

Sare where, above its awful head, 

There shone a flaming doud, blood-red. 

As 't were the flag of destiny. 

Hung out to mark where death would be ! 

Had her bewildered mind the power 

Of thought in this terrific liour, 

She well might manrel where or how 

Man's foot could scale that mountain's brow; 

Since ne'er had Arab heard or known 

Of path but througli the glen alone. — 

But every thought was lost in fear, 

When, as their bounding bark drew near 

The craggy base, shr felt the waves 

Hurry them toward those dismal caves 

That from the deep in windings pass 

Beneath that mount's volcanic mass-^ 

And loud a voice on deck commands 

To lower the mast and light the brands!— 

Instantly o'er the dashing tide 

Witliin a cavern's mouth they glide. 

Gloomy as that eternal porch 

Through whicfi departed spirits go;— 
Nor even the flare of brand and torch 

Its flirkering light could further throw 

Than the thick flood that boil'd below. 
Silent they floated — as if each 
Sat breathless, and too awed for speech 
In that dark chasm, where even sound 
St-em'd dark,— so sullenly around 
The goblin echoes of the cave 
Muttei'd it o'er the long black wave. 
As 't were some secret of the grave ! 
But soft — they pause — the current turns 

Bcneatli them from its onward track; — 
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns 

The vexed tide, all foaming, back, 
And scarce the oar^s redoubled force 
Can stem the eddy's whirling course; 
When, hark ! — some desperate foot has sprung 
Among the rocks — the chain is flung— 
The uars arc up — the grapple clings, 
And the toss'd bark in moorings swings. 

Just then, a day-beam through the shade 
Broke tremulous — but, ere the maid 
Can see from whence the brightness steals. 
Upon her brow she shuddering feels 
A viewless hand, tliat promptly ties 
A bandage round her burning eyes; 
While the rude litter where she lies. 
Uplifted by the warrior throng. 
O'er the steep rocks is borne along. 

Blest power of sunshine ! genial day. 
What balm, what life is in tliy ray! 
To feel thee is such real bliss, 
That had tlie world no joy but this. 
To sit in sunshine calm and sweet, — 
It were a worid too exquisite 
For man to leave it for the gloom, 
Tlie deep cold shadow of the tomb ! 
Even Hinda, thougli slie saw not where 
Or wluthar wound tb« periloos road. 



Yet knew by that awakening air, 

Which suddenly around her glowM, 
Tliat they had risen from darkness then. 
And breathed the sunny worid again ! 

But soon this balmy freshness fled — * 
For now the steepy labvrinth led 
Through damp and gloom — mid crash of 1 
And fall of looMn'd crags that rouse 
The leopard from his hungry sleep, 

Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey, 
And long is heard from steep to steep. 

Chasing them down their thundering wa' 
The jackal's cr>' — tlie distant moan 
Of the hy.Tna, fierce and lone; — 
And that eti>mal, saddening sound 

Of torrents in the glen beneath. 
As 't were the evcrwlark Profound 

Tliat rolls beneath the Bridge of Death ! 
All, all is fe;)rful — even to see. 

To gaxe on those terrific things 
She now but blindly hears, would be 

Relief to her imaginiuf^ ! 
Since never yet was sliape so dread. 

But Fancy, thus in darkness thrown. 
And by such sounds of horror fed. 

Could frame more dreadful of her own. 

But does she dream? has fear again 
Perplex'd the workings of her brain. 
Or did a voire, all music, tlien 
Come from the gloom, low whispering neai 
• Tremble not, love, thy Gheber 's here!* 
She does not dream — all sense, all ear, 
Slie drinks the words, • Thy Gheber 's here. 
'T was his own voice — slie could not err^- 

Throughout the breathing world's extent 
Tlierc was but one such voice for her. 

So kind, so soft, so eloquent I 
Oh ! sooner shall the rose of May 

Mistake her own sweet nightingale. 
And to some meaner minstrel's lay 

Open her bottom's glowing veil,> 
Tlian Love shall ever doubt a tone* 
A breath of the beloved one ! 
Though ble^t, 'mid all her ills, to think 

She has that one beloved near, 
Who«e smile, thougti met on ruin's brink. 

Hath power to make even ruin dear,— 
Yet soon this gleam of rapture, cross'd 
By fears for him, is chill'd and lost. 
How shall the ruthless Hafed brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look. 
With aught but curses in his eye. 
On her — a maid of Arahy — 
A Moslem maid — the child of him. 

Whose bloody banner's dire success 
Hath left their altars cold and dim. 

And their fair land a wilderness ! 
And, wofM than all, that night of blood 

Which comes so fast — oh ! who shall stay 



' A fr«q«Mt iBSfc aaKMf tb« orisstti pMt«. ■ Tb« aifl 
warbM dwir McbaaiJnf noiM, aad rant iks tkia t«U« of « 
bad Sad Um roM.*— >J*au 
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•■tml, dial •ao* halh taatad food 
PnwiH hesrt^ or turn its way7 
I arm •bail iImb the Tielim cover, 
rviB her fuller ihiekl her lover? 

tr him. my God !* the inly cries — 
•r Kun ilm Bighi — and if thine eyes 
nt ever welcomed with delight 
■maer'ft tears, tJie sacrifice 
' Montfr's hearts — gnard him this night, 
brre. before tliy throne, I swear 
3 my tteart's inmost core to tear 
<««. iiope. remembrance, though diey be: 
i Willi each quivering life-string there, 
il (pve it bleeding all to thee ! 
■.la (ml live, the burning tear, 
m-.Ha. to sinful vet so dear, 
h liavr been all too much hn own, 
from this bour be Heaven's alone. 
b pass'd in penitence, and age 
I.' .And painfal pilgrimage, 
^tc no traces of tlic llaiiie 
A j«tt.-s nie now — nur shall his name 
I '!v> my lips, but when I pray 
« licar spirit, that away 
if from lU angelic ray 
lipie of earth, he tuo may shine 
in'd. all glorioos and all thine! 
. — tboik what victory to win 
fciunt soail like his from sin ; — 
> mdering star of virtue back 
wvn aalire, heaven-ward track! 
B bat live, and both are tliine, 
tftber thine — for, blest or crosi, 
•r dead, Im doom is mine, 
I ilke perish, both are losl!i» 



evrning Lalla Roukh was entreated by her 
Dtmue the relation of her wonderful dream; 
irfnl iBterest that hung round the fate of 

b«T lover had completely removed every 
froai ber mind; — much to the disappoint- 
lir seer or two in her train, who prided tliem- 
or skill in interpreting viiiion«, and who had 
urked, aa an unlucky omen, that the Prin- 
r very morning after her dream, had worn 

with the blomomi of the sorrowful tree, 



a, wh oa e wrath had more than once broken 
#K RctCal of some parts of this most hete- 
a. s teme* ! at length to have made up his 
^ isfirtion ; and took hb seat for the even- 
1 the patience of a martyr, wliile the poet 
■s profane and seditious story tlins : 
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and hffarts at ease 
and sua-brigl»t seas, 
ih thai mountain's height, 
; cnclianting sight, 
dac of ihoae ambrosial eves 
of rtorm so often leaves 
ralm sKiiag — when the West 
her gnlden bowers of rest, 
mo i a fadianee from the skies 

dunu as from the eyes 



Of some meek penitent, whose last 
Bright hours atone for dark ones past. 
And whose sweet tears, o'er wrong forgiven, 
Shine, as they hh, with light from heaven ! 

*T was stillness all— the winds that late 

Had rush'd through Kerman's almond groves, 
And shaken from her bowers of date 

That cooling feast the traveller lovs^ 
Now, lull'd to languor, scarcely curl 

The Green Sea wave, whose waters gleam 
Limpid, as if her miues of pearl 

Were melted all to form tlic stream. 
And her fair islets, small and bright. 

With their green shores reflected there. 
Look like those Peri isles of light 

That hang by spell-work in tlie air. 

But vainly did those glories burst 
On liinda's dauled eye, when first 
The bandage from her brow was taken. 
And pale and awed as tliosc who waken 
In their dark tombs — when, scowling near, 
The Searchers of tlie Grave' appear, — 
She shud<lering turn'd to read her fate 

lu tlie fierce eyes tliat llash'd around ^ 
And saw those towers all desolate. 
That o'er her head terrific frown'd, 

As if defying even the smile 

Of tliat soft heaven to gild tlicir pile. 

In vain, with mingled hope and fear. 

She looks for him whose voice so dear. 

Had come, like music, to her ear — 

Strange, mocking dream ! again 't is fled. 

And oh ! the shoots, the pangs of dread 

That tlirough her inmost bosom run, 
When voices from without proclaim 

« Ilafed, the Chief « — and, one by one, 
The warriors shout that fearful name ! 

lie come« — the rock resounds his tread — 

How shall she dare to lift her head. 

Or meet those eyes, whose scorcliing glare 

Not Yemen's boldest sons can liear I 

In whose red beam, tlie Moslem tells. 

Such rank and deadly lustre dwells. 

As in tliose hcUisli fires lliat light 

The mandrake's charnel leaves at night !> 

How sliall she bear tliat voice's tone. 

At whose loud battle-cry alone 

Whole squadrons oft in panic ran, 

Scatter'd, like sookc vast caravan. 

When, streich'd at evening round the well, 

Tliey hear the thirsting tiger's yell ? 

Breathless slie stands, with eyes cast down. 
Shrinking beneath the fiery frown. 
Which, fancy tells tier, from that brow 
Is flashing o'er her fiercely now ! 



* • la paru of Kenua. wkaterer dttet arc thakaa froa the irre« 
Iiy tb« wiad ibry An not toack, tai leava ikaa for tkoaa wks hat* 
ant aay, or for travrltar*.*— Ea^ llarftAV. 

* Thetwoi^rriUeaasrla, Xoakiraad.Xakir: wkoarvcalM ■ ike 
S««n:kon of ibo Grara* la tW • CttrJi of tb« ortkodoi MaboaaeUM,* 
Oivaa by Uckut, toI. II. 

* ■ Tba Arabiaoa call tka ■esJrato * ika Drrirt csiHilr.* oa ao- 
ooaat of iu ahlafaif •pfosraaea fai iba •ifbt.»— ilKBAaaauA. 
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And •liuddering, m she heart the tread 
Of his retiring warrior band. — 

Never was pause so fall of dread ; 
Till Ilafed with a trembling hand 

Took liers, and, leaning o'er her, said, 
■ Uinda!* — tliat word was all he spoke, 
And 't was enough — the shriek that broke 

From her full boHom told the rest — 
Pantinf^ith terror, joy, surpriic, 
The maid but lifts her vfbnderiag eyes 

To hide them on her Ghcher's breast ! 
T is he, 't is he — the man of blood. 
The fellest of the fire>fiend*s brood, 
Ilafud, the demon of tlie fight. 
Whose voice unnerves, whose glances blight, — 
Is her own loved Ghebcr, mild 
And glorious as when fintt he smiled 
In her lone tower, and left such b<»ims 
Of his pure eye to light licr dreams. 
That she believed her bower had given 
Rest to some wanderer from Heaven! 

Moments there are, and this was one, 
Snatch'd like a minute's gleam of sun 
Amid the black simoom's eclipse — 

Or like those verdant spots that bloom 
Around tlie crater's burning lips, 

Sweetening the very edge of doom ! 
The past— tlie future— all tliat Fate 
Can bring of dark or desperate 
Around such hours, but makes them cast 
lotenscr radiance while they last ! 

Even he, this youth — though dimm'd and gone 

Each star of hope that cheer'd him on — 

His glories lost — hU cauxe iMitray'd — 

Iran, his dear-loved country, made 

A land of carcases and staves, 

One dreary waste of chains and graves! — 

Himself but lingering, dead at heart. 

To see the last, long-struggling breath 
Of Liberty's great soul depart, 

Tlien lay him down, and sliare her death — 
Even he, so sunk in wretchedness. 

With doom still darker gathering o'er him, 
Yet in this moment's pure caress. 

In tlie mild eves that shone before him. 
Beaming tliat blest assurance, worth 
All other transports known on earth. 
That he was loved — well, warmly loved — 
Oh ! in this precious hour he proved 
How deep, how thorough-felt the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe; — 
How exquisite one Kingle drop 
Of bliss, thus sparkling to tlie top 
Of misepi-'s cup— how keenly quaffd, 
Tliough death must follow on the draught! 

Slie too, while (^ing on those eyes 

That sink into her soul so deep. 
Forgets all fears, all miseries. 

Or ^Is them like the wretch in sleep. 
Whom Fancy cheats into a smile. 
Who dreams of joy, and sobs tlie wliile! 
The mighty ruins where tliey stood. 

Upon ilie mount's liigh, rocky verge, 



Lay open towards the ocean 6ood, 

Where lightly o'er the illumined sargo 
Blany a fair bark that all the day. 
Had lurk'd in sheltering creek or bay, 
Now bounded on and gave their sails. 
Yet dripping, to the evening gales; 
Like eagles, when the storm is done, 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun. 
The beauteous clouds, though daylight's star 
Had sunk behind the hills of Lar, 

Were still with lingering glories briglit, — 
As if, to grace the gorgeotia west, 

The Spirit of departing IJght 
That eve had left Im sunny vest 

Behind him, ere he wing'd his fligliL 
Never wa^ M*eiic so fbrm'd for love ! 
Beneath lliem, waves of cr>-stal move 
In silent s>%cll — Heaven gloiivs above. 
And their pure hearts, to transport given. 
Swell like the wave, and glow like heaven. 
But ha ! too soon that dream is past — 

Again, again Ikt fear returns ; 
Night, dreadful night, is gathering Cast, 

More faintly the horiion bums, 
And every rosy tint tliat lay 
On the smooth sea hath died away. 
Hastily to the darkening skies 
A glance she casts — Uien wildly cries, 
■ At ni^'lit, he said — and, look, 't is near — 

Fly, lly — if yet thou lovest mo, fly — 
Soun will his murderous hand lie here, 

.Vnd I idiall Mte thee bltM.*d and die. — 
Hush ! — heardst thou not the tramp of men 
Soiiiuiing from yonder fearful glen? — 
Perhaps evf ii now they cUinb the vrood — 

Fly, tly — though stilt tlie west is bright. 
He 'II come — oh ! yes*— he want» thy blood— 

I know him — he '11 not wait for night!* 

In terrors even to agony 

Slie cliiigH around tlie wondering chief; — 
• Alas, poor wilder'd maid ! to me 

Tliou owust tliik racing trance ot grief. 
Lost as I am, nought ever grew 
Beneath my shade but pcrikh'd too^ 
My doom is like the Dead Sea air. 
And nothing lives that enters there! 
Why were our h.irks together driven 
Beneath thi» moniing'i* furious heaven? 
Why, when I saw tlie prize tliat chance 

Had thrown into my desperate anna, — 
When, caMiiig but a single glance 

Upon thy pale and prohtrate charms, 
I vow'd (though watching vievkless o'er 

Thy safety through that hour's alarms) 
To meet the unmanning siglit no more — 
Why have I broke that heart-wrung vow? 
Why weakly, madly met thee now?— 
Start not — that nor«e is but the shock 

Of torrenu through yon valley huri'd— 
Dread nothing here — upon this rock 

We «<tand above the jarring world. 
Alike iN'vond its lio|ie— its dread — 
In gloomy safety, tike the dead ! 
Or, could even eartli and hell units 
In league to storm this sacred height. 
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Fear nothing^, thou — myself, to-n^hc, 
And each o'erlooking star that dwells 
Near God, will be thy sentinels; — 
And, ere to-morrow^s dawn shall glow, 

Bark to thy sire » 

■ To-morrow ! — no^ • 
The maiden scream'd — « thou 'It never see 
To-morrow's sun — death, death will be 
The night-cry through each recking tower. 
Unless we fly, ay, lly this hour! 
Thou art bctray'd — some wretch who knew 
That dreadful glen's mysterious clew — 
Nay, doubt not — by yon stars, 't is true — 
Ilatli sold thee to my vengeful sire; 
This morning, with that smile so dire 
He wears in joy, he told me all. 
And btamp'd in triumph through our hall. 
As though thy heart already beat 
Its Inst life-throb beneath his feet! 
Good Heaven, how little dream'd I then 

His victim was my own loved youth ! 
Fly — si:nd — let some one watch the glen — 

By all my hopes of Heaven 't is trutli! — • 

Oh ! colder than the wind that freezes 

Founts, that but now in sunshine play'd, 
Is that congealing pang which seizes 

The (rusting bosom, when betray'd. 
He felt it — deeply felt — and stood. 
As if the tale had frozen his bloo<l. 

So mazed and motionless was he; — 
Like one whom sudden spells enchant. 
Or some mute, marble habitant 

Of the still Halls of Ishmonic!* 

But soon the painful chill was o'er. 

And his great soul, herself once more, 
Look'd from his brow in all the rays 
Of her best, happiest, grandest days ! 
Never, in moment most elate. 

Did that high spirit loftier rise; — 
While bright, serene, determinate. 

His looks are lifte<l to the skies, 
As if the signal-liglits of Fate 

Were shining in those awful eyes! 
T is come — his hour of martyrdom 
In Iran'» sacnxl cause is come; 
And, though his life has pa-ss'd away 
Like lightning on a stormy day. 
Yet shall his death-hour leave a track 

Of glory permanent and bright. 
To wliirh the brave of after-times. 
The suffering brave shall long look bark 

With proud regret, — and by its light 

Watch tlirougli the hours of slavery's night 
For vengeance on the oppressor's crimes! 
This rock, his monument aloft. 

Shall speak the tale to many an age; 
And hither bards and heroes oft 

Shall come in secret pilgrimage, 
And bring their warrior sons, and tell 
The wondering boys where Hafed fell, 

' For an a(x-oaDl of Ithmoni*, th« p«lrifl«d di^ in Upper E(;ypl. 
^n it it Mid ibere ara naay tutae* of nen, wooien, etc. to Lc 
*a to tbit dty, tee Pcbki's Yitm ^ th* LtMnt. 



And swear them on those lone remains 
Of their lost coiuitry's ancient hmes. 
Never — while breadi of life shall live 
Within diem — never to forgive 
Tlie accursed race, wl^se ruthless chain 
Hath left on Iran's ncflt a stain 
Blood, blood alone can cleanse again ! 

Such are the swelling thoughts that now 
Enthrone themselves on Hafed's brow; 
And ne'er did saint of Issa gaze* 

On the red wreath, for martyrs twined, 
More proudly than the youth surveys 

That pile, which through the gloom behind. 
Half lighted by the altar's fire. 
Glimmers, — his destined funeral pyre! 
Ileap'd by his own, his comrades' hands. 

Of every woo«l of odorous breath. 
There, bv the Fire-God's shrine it stands, 

Ready to fold in radiant death 
The few still left of those who swore 
To perish there, when hope was o'er — 
The few, to whom that couch of flame. 
Which rescues them from bonds and sliaune. 
Is sweet and welcome as the bed 
For their own infant Prophet spread. 
When pitying Heaven to roses turn'd 
The death-flames that beneath him bum'd!>(ii6) 

With watchfulness the maid attends 

His rapiil glance, where'er it bends — 

Why shoot his eyes such awful beams? 

What plans he now? what thinks or dreams? 

Alas! why stands he musing here. 

When every moment teems with fear? 

■ Hafed, my own beloved lord,* 

She kneeling cries — • first, last adored ! 

If in that soul thou 'st ever felt 

Half what thy lipA impassion'd swore. 
Here, on my knees, that never knelt 

To any but their God iK'fore, 
I pray tlicc, as thou lovcst nie, fly. 
Now now — ere y<?t their blades are nigh. 
Oh liastc — the bark that liore me hitlier 

Giin waft us o'er yon <larkening sea 
East — west — alas, I care not whither, 
So thou art safe, and 1 with thee ! 
Go where we will, this hand in thine. 

Those eyes liefore me smiling thus, 
Through good and ill, through storm and sliine. 

The world 's a world of love for us ! 
On some calm, blessed shore we '11 dwell. 
Where 't is no crime to love too well ; — 
Where thus to worship tenderly 
An erring child of light like thee 
Will not be sin — or, if it be, 
W' here we may weep our faults away. 
Together kneeling, night and day, 
Tliou, for my K;ike, at Alias shrine. 
And I — at any God's, for thine!* 



I Jeau. 

* The GbeborsMT tbntwhen Ahnbam, tbeir erc«i prophet, wa« 
llirown into the lire by order of Mmrod, tbe lame tnmed Intuntlj 
ID to • a bed of loaea. wbere the ibllil •weetly repotjd.-— T*»f asiat. 
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Wildly dieM puiioiiate words the tpoka — 
Then hung her head, and wept for duune; 

Sobbing^, aa LF a heart-string broke 

With eTcry deep-heaved sob that camei 

While he, yoping, warn^oli ! wonder not 
If, for a moment, pifle and fame. 
His oath — his cause^ — that shrine of flame. 

And Iran's self are all forgot 

For her whom at his fsec he sees, 

Kneeling in speechless agonies. 

No, blame him not, if Hope awhile 

Dawn'd in his soul, and threw her smile 

O'er hours to come — o'er days and nights 

Wing'd with those precious, pure delights 

Which she, who bends all beauteous there. 

Was bom to kindle and to share ! 

A tear or two, which, as he bow'd 

To raise the suppliant, trembling stole, 

First wam'd him of this dangerous cloud 
Of softness passing o'er his soul. 

Starting, he bnisii'd ttie drops away, 

Unworthy o'er tliat cheek to stray ; — 

Like one who, on the morn of fight. 

Shakes from his sword the dews of nif^it, 

That had but dimm'd, not stain'd iu light. 

Yet though subdued the unnerring thrill, 
lis warmth, its weakness lingcr'd still. 

So touching in each look and tone, 
That the fond, fearing, hoping maid 
Half counted on the (liglit she pra^d. 

Half tliought the hero's soul was grown 

As soft, as yielding as her own. 
And smiled and bless'd him, while he saki,— 
• Yes — if there be some happier sphere, 
Where fadeless trutli like ours is dear— 
If there be any land of rest 

For those who love and ne'er forget. 
Oh ! comfort thee — for safo and bleic 

We *ll meet in that calm region yet!* 
Scarce had she time to ask her heart 
If good or ill these words impart. 
When the roused youth impatient flew 
To the tower-wall, where, high in view, 
A ponderous sea-horn> hung, and blew 
A signal, deep and dread as those 
The storm-fiend at his rising blows. — 
Full well his chieftains, sworn and true 
Tlirougli life and death, that signal knew ; 
For 't was the appointed warning-blast, 
The alarm, to tell wlien hope was past, 
And the tremendous dealli-die cast ! 
And there, upon the mouldering tower, 
Hath hung this sea-hom many an hour. 
Ready to sound o'er land and sea 
That dirge-note of the braye and free. 

They came— his chieftains at the call 
Came slowly ronnd, and with them all- 
Alas, how few !— the worn remains 
Of those who late o'er Herman's plains 

' -TlM sMI calM Sflsafcot. oommw to Indli, ktrkm, and iIm 
aedlismAMD, and ttUI aMd la aaay paru at a tnioipet for blov- 
ing alarat or gUlac tlfsab : it aswU forth a daap sad holioir MMad. ■ 



Went gaily prancing to the clash 

Of Moorish lel and tymbalon. 
Catching new liope from every flash 

Of their long lances in tlie sun — 
And, as their coursers charged the wind. 
And the white ox-tails stream'd behind,* 
Looking, as if die steeds they rode 
Were wing'd, and every chief a God ! 
How fallen, how alter'd now I how wan 
Each scarr'd and faded visage shone. 
As round the burning slirine tlicy came; — 

How deadly was the glare it cast, 
As mute they paused before the flame 

To light their torches as they pass'd ! 
T was silence all — the youth hud plann'd 
Tlie duties of his soldier-band ; 
And each determined brow declares 
His faitliful chieftains well know tlieirs. 



But minutes speed — night genu the 
And oh how soon, ye blessed eyes. 
That look from heaven, ye may behold 
Sights that will turn your star-fires cold ! 
Breathless with awe, impatience, hope. 
The maiden sees tlie veteran group 
Her litter silently prepare. 

And lay it at her trembling feet; — 
And now the youtli, with gentle care, 

Hatli placed her in the slielter'd seat. 
And prcss'd her hand — that lingering press 

Of hands, tliat for the last time sever ; 
Of hearts, whose pulse of happiness. 

When diat hold breaks, is dead for ever; 
And yet to her tliis sad caress 

Gives hope — so fondly hope can err ! 
'T was joy, she thought, joy's mute ex< 

Their happy flight's dear harbinger; 
'T was warmth — assurance — tendernc 

T was any tiling but leaving her. 

• Haste, haste !• slie cried, ■ the clouds grow 

But still, ere night, we 'II reach the bark; 

And, by to-morrow's davm — oh bliss !— 
With tlice upon the sun-bright deep, 

Far off, 1 11 but remember this. 

As some dark vanisli'd dream of sleep ' 

And thou— — > but, ha! — he amwers not- 
Good heaven! — and docs slie go alone? 

Slie now has reach'd that dismal spot. 
Where, some hours since, his voice's tone 

Had come to soothe her fears and ills, 

Sweet as tlie Angel Israfil's,* 

When every leaf on Eden's tree 

Is trembling to his minstrelsy — 

Yet now — oli now, he ix not nigh — 
. Hafed ' my Hafed !— if it be 

Tliy will, thy doom tlus ni(;ht to die, 
Let me but stay to die with thee. 

And I vrill bless thy loved name. 

Till the last life-breatli leave tliis frame. 



' ■ Tbo flaett oraaMcnt for th« hone* U nad« of bIs lar 
tasMlf of loBR while hair, taken oat of the uil« of wild o 
are to be faaad la toaie placn of the lodiet.-— TtKrc^oT. 

■ ■ The Aagel Itralll, who hat the nott Belodieot to 
God's cr«atBf«s.«— Sali. 
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oar lips» our chedu be laid 
ir e^eh other while they fade; 
bat mil our parting breaths, 
-an dar ten thousaod deatha! 
n, who hurrr me away 
rl}T. oue moment stav^- 
May— one moment is not much, 
OUT come — for him I pray— 

aear Hafed!— • all the way 
-JJ Ummtjn({t, that would touch 
t of M«iae, the ahriek'd hb name 
dark woods— no Hafed came — 
^piem pair — you 'w looked your last ; 
r hc^ru should both have broken then : 
lam is o'er — your doom is cast — 

U ocTcr meet on earth again '. 

Y Kim. who hears her cries!— 
Ualf-way down the steep he stands, 
■ac with fia'd and fevensh eyes 
dimmer of those burning brands, 
V-mnihe rocks, with mournful ray, 
ill be lores on earth away! 
ftn as they who, far at sea, 
JM rold moon liaTC just consign'd 
:rw of one, lo^cd tenderly, 
diK Mcak flood they leave behind; 
a die d^k «till lingering stay, 
«( look back, with sad delay, 
L-h the moonlight on (he ware, 
Tppks o'er that cheerless grave. 
e_he uarts — what heard be then? 
lieadful shoatt—acrou the glen 
ibe land fide it comes, and loud 
ikrmagh the chasm; as if the crowd 
rfal things, that haunt that dell, 
■iIa and Dives and sliapes of liell 
u m one dread howl broke out, 
ci. su terrible tliat shout ' 
ftNK— tlie Mo«lems come!*— he cries, 
Msd toul mounting to hit eyes, — 
. Spirito of the Brave, who roam 
Kluned through yon surry dome, 
r— for soub of kindred fire 
I riw wmg to join your choir I- 
i— and. light as bridegrooms bound 
dwir voung loves, reclimh'd tlie steep 
am'd the shrine— his cUiefi stood round— 
with instinctive leap. 



feer. at that cry accurst, 

nm their sheaths, like sunbeams, burtf. 

irk'— again— again it rings; 

i»l more near its cchoings 

iMvittgh the chasm — oh ! who that then 

eem ihoae listening warrioi^men, 

ilknr «wnrds grasp'd, their eyes of flame 

i *m ihcsr Chief— could doubt the shame, 

•a^nsaai shame with which tliey thrill 

u ihme shoots and yet stand still? 

id their thooghta— they were his own- 
it' while our aroM can wield these blades, 
we die tsoMly? die alone? 
rinut one victim to our shades, 
Moslem heart where, buried deep, 
■hM fvHB iti toa may sleep I 



No— God of Iran's burning skim! 
Thou scom'st the inglorious sacrific«. 
No — though of all earth's hope bereft, 
Life, swords, and vengeance still are lefL 
We '11 make yon valley's redung cavw 

Live in the awe-struck minds of men, 
Till tyrants shudder, when their slavm 

Tell of tlie Gheber's bloody glen. 
Follow, brave hearts ! — this pile remains 
Our refuge still from life and chains; 
But his the best, the holiest bed, 
Who sinks entomb'd in Moslem dead !• 
Down tlie precipitous rocks they sprung, 
While vigour, more tlian human, strung 
Each arm and heart. — The exulting foe 
Still tlirough the dark defiles below, 
Track'd by his torches' lurid fire. 

Wound slow, as through Golconda's vale * 
The mighty serpent, in his Ire, 

Glides on with glittering deadly trail. 
No torch the (^hcbers need— so vrell 
They know each mystery of the dell. 
So oft have, in their wanderings, 
Cross'd the wild rare that round them dwdl, 

Tlie very tigers from their delves 
I<ook out, and let them pass, as things 

Untamed and fearless like themselTct! 

There was a deep ravine, that lay 

Yet darkling in the Moslem's vfay;— 

Fit spot to make invaders rue 

The many fallen before the few. 

The torrents from that morning's sky 

Had fiU'd the narrow chasm breast-high. 

And, on each side, aloft and wild. 

Huge cliffs and toppling crags were piled, 

Tlie guards, with which young Freedom liam 

The pathways to her mountain shrines. 

Here, at this pass, the scanty band 

Of Iran's last avengers stand — 

Here wait, in stleni*v like the dead. 

And lislfn for the Moslem's tread 

So anxiou»ly, tlie carrion-bird 

Above them flaps his wing unheard ! 

Tliey come— that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of sbughler. 
Now, Ghebers. now — if e'er your bladm 

ILid point or prowess, prove them now— 
Woe to the file that foremost wades! 

They rome— a falrhion greets each brow. 
And, UA iliey tumble, trunk on trunk, 
Beneuth the gory waters sunk. 
Still o'er their drowning iKxIies prsm 
New victims quick and numberless; 
Till Si'urce an arm in Hafed's band. 

So fierce tlicir toil, hath power to stir. 
But likiloM from each crimson hand 

The iiword hangs, clogged with massacre. 
Never was horde of tyrtints met 
Witli bloodier welcome — never yet 
To patriot >enge:ini*e h.ith tin* sword 
More terrible libations pour'd ! 

' Srj BooLR Npoa tksuery of Siabad. 



48 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



All np the droary, \onff raTin«» 
By the red marky glimmer seen 
Of half-qucnch'd brands that o'er the flood 
Lie scattered round and bum in blood, 
What ruin i^lares! what carnage swima! 
Heads, blaxing turbans, quivcrinf; limbs. 
Lost swords that, dropp'd from many a hand. 
In that thick pool of slaughter stand, — 
Wretches who wadinf;, half on fire 

From the toss'd brands that round tliem fly, 
Twixt flood and flame in shrieks ex]>irc; — 

And some who, grasp'd by those tliat die, 
Sink woundlcss with tlicm, smother'd o'er 
In their dead brethren's gushing gore ! 

But vainly hundreds, thousands bleed, 
Still hundreds, thousands more succeed ; — 
Countless as towards some flame at night 
The North's dark insects wing their flight. 
And quench or perisli in its light, 
To this terrific spot they pour — 
Till, bridged with Moslem bodies o'er. 
It bears aloft their slippery tread. 
And o'er the dying and the dead. 
Tremendous causeway ! on they pass. — 
Then, hapless Ghcl>ers, then, alas. 

What hope was left for you? for you, 
Whose yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in tlicir vengeful eyes — 

Whose swords how keen, how fierce tliey knew, 

And burn with shame to find how few. 
Crush'd down by that vast multitude. 
Some found their graves where first they stood ; 
While some with hardier struggle died. 
And still fought on by Hafed's side. 
Who, fronting to the foe, trod back 
Towards the high towers his gory track ; 
And, as a lion, swept away 

By sudden swell of Jonlan's pride 
From the wild covert where he lay,* 

Long battles with the o'erwhelming tide, 
So fought he back with fierce delay. 
And kept both foes and fate at bay. 

But whither now? their track is lost, 

Tlieir prey esca|>ed — guide, torches gone — 

By torrent-beds and labyrinths crost, 
The scatter'd crowd rush blindly on — 

■ Curse on those lardy lights that wind,> 

Tliey panting cry, • so far liehind— 

Oh for a bloo<l-liound's precious scent. 

To track the way the Ghebcr went !« 

Vain wish — confusedly along 

They rush, more desperate as more wrong : 

Till, wildcr'd by the far^ff lighu. 

Yet glittering up tliose gloomy heights. 

Their footing, mazed and lost, they miss. 

And down the darkling precipice 

Are dash'd into the deep abyss; — 

Or midway hang impaled on rocks, 

A banquet, yet alive, for flocks 

■ ■ Inihii thicket, apon tb* banks of the Jordan. Mreral aoru of 
wild beau* an> wont to barhoar thtUBtelvei. who* > heinf; wafhed oat 
of the corert by the overflowinss of tbe river g»rta oocaaion to that 
alloflon of Jereaiah, he $hmUmm wp Utt m Itai from tkt tweiHmf «/ 



Of ravening vultures, — while the dell 
Re-echoes with each horrible yell. 

Ttiose sounds — the last, to vengeance dear, 
That e'er sliall ring in Hafed's ear, — 
Xow reich'd him, as aloft, alone. 
Upon the steep way breathless thrown. 
He lay l>osidc his reeking blade, 

Bcsign'd, as if life's ta»k were o'er. 
Its last blood-offering amply paid. 

And Iran's self could claim no more. 
One only lliought, one lingering beam 
Now broke across his dizzy dream 
Of pain and weurint^s — 't was she 

His heart's pure planet, shining yet 
Above the waste of memory. 

When all life's other lights were set. 
And never to his mind before 
Her image such enchantment wore. 
Itseem'd as if each thought that stain'd. 

Each fear tliat chill'd their loves was past 
And not one cloud of earth remain'd 

Between him and her glorv cast; — 
As if to charms, before so bright. 

New grace from other worlds was given. 
And his soul saw her by the light 

Now breaking o'er itself from heaven ! 

A voice spoke near him — 't was tlie tone 

Of a loved friend, the only one 

Of all liis warriors left with life 

From tliat short night's tremendous strifl^- 

> And must we then, my Chief, die here — 

Foes round tu, and the Shrine so near!* 

These words have roused the last remains 

Of life within him — « what ! not yet 
Beyond the reach of Moslem chains?* — 

The thought could make even Death forg 
His icy bondage — with a bound 
He springs, all bleeding, from the ground. 
And grasps his comrade's arm, now grovin 
Even feebler, heavier than his own. 
And up the painful pathway leads, 
Deatli gaining on each step he treads. 
Speed thorn, thou Cod, who heardst their vo 
They mount — they bleed — oh save themno* 
Tlic crags are red they 've clamlwr'd o'er. 
The rock-weed 's dripping with tlieir gore— 
Thy hiado too, Ilafed, fal«ie at length — 
Now breaks beneath thy tottering sircngth- 
Haste, haste — the voices of the foe 
(]oinc near and nearer from Iielow — 
One effort more — thank Heaven ! 't is pant 
They 've gain'd the topmost steep at last. 
And now they touch tlie temple's walls. 

Now Hafed sees the Fire divine — 
When, lo I — his weak worn comrade falU 

Head on the thresliold of tlie-Shrine. 
■ Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled ! 

And must I K-ave theo withering liere. 
The S|>ort of every ruffian's tread, 

Tlie mark for every coward's spear ? 
No, by yon altar's sacred beams!* 
He cries, and, with a strength that seems 
Not of this world, uplifts the frame 
Of the fallen chief, and towards the flame 
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hia aloBf ; — with deatfa-^unp hand 
e tmpm. mptm the pyre he lays, 
liffhti ihe canaecnted brand, 
i ina the pile, whose sudden bhue, 
l^tBiBf bunia o'er Oman's Sea.~ 
r Fraedoa'a God ! I come Co thee,« 
roBih ezclaiiDB, and with a smile 
i^pb vanldng on the pile, 
St \am effort, ere the fires 

I'd one glorious limb, expires! 



that on Oman's tide? 
ae firnm ytmder drifting bark, 
j«i haa caught upon her side 
e dentb-light, and again is dark, 
ae hoat~ab, why delayd?— 
bean the wretched Moslem maid ; 
M to Ihe watchful care 
Msll Tderan band, with whom 
pwciuua Chieftain would not share 
t swret of his final doom ; 
•pad when Hinda, safe and free, 
■ lendcr'd to her father's eyes, 
pardon, full and prompt, would be 
t ranaoan of so dear a priie. — 
■now, thus, of Hafed's fate, 
W9md lo gnard their beauteous freight, 
i had they cleared the surfy wares 
^oani around those frightful caves, 
the cnrac war-whoops, known so well, 
ecboiof from the distant dell— 
a each onr, upheld and still, 
ig dripping o'er the vessel's side, 
hiring at the current's will, 
r fock'd along the whbpering tide, 
eye, in mute dismay, 
ifd that fatal mountain tum'd, 
• ike dial altar^s quivering ray 
>ft all lone and tranquil bum'd. 



not, Hiada, in the power 

a OMMt terrific touch 
iky panga in that dread hour — 
I afony — 't was such 
fbd could paint too well, 
c'arMtandUvedtotell! 
c al one the dreary state 
spirit, rmah'd by fate, 

no more remains to dread, 
ckill will not depart; — 

the inmate Hope be dnd, 
still haunts the mouldering heart. 
hopes, affections gone, 
ir, and yet lire on, 
wiihaa the cold rock found 
all *a eongeaTd around, 
'a a blank repose in this, 
, that were bliss 
, boming, harrowing pain, 
tkrongh all thy breast and brain — 
of terror, mute, intense, 
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koc throb, whose deadly aching 
hatk no relief but breaking ! 



Calm is the waTe—UoaTen's brilliant lighta 

Reflected dance beneath the prow;— 
Time was when, on such lovely nights. 

She who is there, so desolate now, 
Could sit all cheerful, though alone. 

And ask no happier joy than seeing 
That star-light o'er the waters thrown—- 
No joy but that to make her blest, 

And the fresh buoyant sense of Being 

That bounds in youth's yet careless breast, 

Itself a star, not borrowing light. 
But in its own glad essence bright 
How different now!~but, hark, again 
The yell of havoc rings — brave men ! 
hi vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 
On the bark's edge— in vain each hand 
Half draws the falchion from its sheath ; 

All 's o'er— in rust your blades may lie; 
He, at whose word they 've scattered death. 

Even now, this night, himself must die ! 
Well may ye look to yon dim tower, 

And ask, and wondering guess what means 
Tlie battle-cry at this dead hour— 

Ah ! she could tell you— she, who leans 
Unheeded there, pale, sunk, aghast, 
With brow against the dew-cold mast 

Too well she knows— her more than life, 
Her soul's first idol and ito last. 

Lies bleeding in that murderous strife. 

But see— what moves upon the licight? 
Some signal !— 't is a torch's light. 

What bodes iu solitary glare? 
In gasping silence toward the shrine 
All eyes are tum'd— thine, Hinda, thine 

Fix their last failing life-beams there. 
T was but a moment — fierce and high 
The deatli-pile blazed into the sky. 
And far away o'er rock and flood 

Its melancholy radiance sent; 
While Hafed, like a vision, stood 
Reveal'd before the burning pyn*. 
Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 

Shrined in its own grand element ! 
■ T is he'.a — the shuddering maid exclaims, — 

But, while she speaks, he 's seen no more; 
High burst in air die funeral flames. 

And Iran's hopes and hers are o'er \ 

One wild, heart-broken shriek she gave— 
Then sprung, as if to reach the blase. 

Where still she fix'd her dying gate. 
And, gaxing, sunk into die wave, — 

Deep, deep, — where never care or pain 

Shall reach her innocent heart again ! 



Farewell— farewell to thee, Araby's daughter ! 

(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea)— 
No pearl ever lay, under Oman's green water. 

More pure in its shell than thy spirit in thee. 

Oh ! fair as the sea-flower elose to thee growing. 
How light was thy heart till Love's witchery 
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Like the wind of the touth* o'er a Mimmer lute blnwing, 
And hitth'd all ilt miuic and withei'd its frame! 

But long, upon Aniby's Qreeo sunny highlands. 
Shall maidti and their lovers remember the doom 

Of her, who lies sleeping among the Pearl Islands, 
Widi nought but the sea-sur> to light up lier tomb. 

And still, wlien the merry date-season is burning. 
And calls to tlie palm-groves the young and the old.s 

The happiest tlierc, from their pastime returning, 
At sunset, will weep when thy story is told. 

The young Tillage maid, when witli Oowers slie dresses 
Her dark flowing liair fur some festival day. 

Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses, 
She mournfully turns from the mirror away. 

Nor shall Iran, beloved of her hero ! forget thee,— 
Tliough tyrants watch over her tears as they start, 

Close, close by tlie side of that hero slio '11 set tlice, 
Embalm'd in the innermost slirine of her heart. 

Farewell — be it ours to embellisli thy pillow 

\S'ith every tiling beauteous iliat grows in tlic deep; 

Each tlowcr of the rock and each gem of tlie billow 
Sludl sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. 

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber. 
That ever the sorrowing seurbird has wept;( 

Willi nuiny a shell, in whose hollow-wreathed chamber. 
We, Peris of Ocean', by moonlight have slept 

We '11 dive where the gardi^ns of coral lie darkling. 
And plant all the rosiest stenu at thy head; 

We II seek wlicre tliu sands of tlio Caspian^ arc sparkling. 
And gather tlieir gold to strew o\-er thy bed. 

Farewell— fan-wcU'-unlil Pity's sweet founuin 
Is litst in the hearts of the ^ir and the brave. 

They '11 weep for the Chieftain who died on that moun- 
tain, 
They 'II weep for the Maiden who sleeps in this wave, i 



The singular placidity with which Fadladeen had 
listened, during the latter part of this obnoxious story, 
surpri»od the Prinii-fls and Feraniorc exceedingly; and 
even inclined towards him the lie-.irts of these unsuspi- 
ci<ius young persons, who little knew the source of a 
complacency so marvellous. Tlie truth was, he had 
been organizing, for the lust few days, a most notable 
plan of persecution against tlie poet, in consequence of 
some passages that had fallen from him on the second 

■ ■ Thitwiad (ibf Saaoor) to toftf nt ibe strinc* of liiiM. tbai ibe^ 
eta aerer be laacd whilo li UtU.«— Srcrafc!!'* Penim, 

* ■ Oaeof tbe |{r««ir«t cariiwiiiM fuaud in ibe Peniaa Gulf U • 
bb wbicb ibe ED(;iiab call Sur-Fuh. It U cirmiar, aad at aigbl 
▼cry loMiBM*, rcMBbliay ibe fall noua •amMaUcd by ray«.<— 
■laiv Aac Talkb. 

* for adeMriplIoa of tb« mOTriairiii of tbedaie-tiaw. of tbeir 
work, ikfllr daoc.^*, aad tbair mora beoM froa ibe pal»-crof •• al 
Ibe aad of aataaia wiib ihe fraiu. mv kaarita, Amngmii. ErH. 

* Suae aaiaraliala bavc iaaajiaed tbai aabcr U a ooa*xelioa of 
tba lean of blrda.— Sea Ta»vuci, CaAaaiat. 

* -The bay KiaMlarite. wbicb U oiberwiai* called iba Golden Bay, 
tha Msd wbcrael tbiaca aa fire.>— Stacf . 



evening of redtel,— 'Whicfa a|^MU«d lo dii 
Chamberlain to contain langnaga and principles, for 
which nothing short of the wmniAry criticiwi of ike 
Cliabuk* would be adviiabk. It wm hia ialcBiieB, 
therefore, immediately on didr arrivil at Cndhnere, to 
give information to the King of Buchwia of dia vcrr 
dangerous sentiments of his mintfrd; and if, imfonii- 
nateir, tliat monarch did not act with anitnhir vifov 
on the occasion (tliat is, if he did not give dM Ckibak 
to Feramorz, and a place lo Fadladeen), there woold be 
an end, he feared, of all legitimate govemmeni in Bq> 
charia. He could not lielp,' however, nucnring better 
both for himself and the cause of polencates in ^eneni; 
and it was the pleasure arising from these mingled an- 
ticipations that diffused such nnnsaal aalirfartion 
through hi^ features, and made his eyes thine out, like 
poppies of the desert, over the wide and lifelea wildcr- 
nesK of that countenance. 

Having decided upon the poet's chaatiaeiiieiic in Aii 
manner, he thouglit it hut humanity to spare him the 
minor tortures of criticism. AccoffdinglY, when dier 
assembled next evening in the pavilion, and Lalla 
Rnokh expected to see all the beaufins of her bard melt 
away, one by one, in the acidity of criticisai, likepcaris 
in the cup of the Egyptian Queen,— he agreeably disap- 
pointed her by merely saying, with an inmical anile, 
that the merits of such a poem deserved lo he frisd ai 
a much higher tribunal ; and then soddanly paniiig off 
into a panegyric upon all Mussulman sovereigns, 
particularly his august and imperial master, 
zcbe,— the wisest and best of the desccndaais of Timar. 
— who, among other great things be had done for maa- 
kind, liad given to him, Fadladeen, the very pinfitabk ! 
posts of Betel-Carrier and Taster of She ib e tt Is the 
Emperor, Chief Holder of the Girdle of Isaalifsl 
Forms,' and Grand Naiir, or Chamherlaia af iktf 
Ha ram. 

They were now not far from that fbrhiddcB rhcr,>( ii ;} 
I>eyon<I which no pure Hindoo can pass; 
posing for a time in the rich valley of Hi 
which had always been a fovourile raslin^piaca of the 
enipemrs in their annual migrations lo 
Ilcn> often had the Light of the Faith, 
dercfl with his beloved and beautifnl Koarasahal; sad [ 
liere would Lalla Rookh have been happy to nasaiB Cor | 
ever, giving up the throne of Bncharfa tiad the — l i d , i 
for Fcramors and love in this sareet lonciy ^ nik y. the I 
time was now fast approaching when dM 
no longer, — or see him with eye 
longed to anodier; and there was a 
ciousness in these last momenta, which 
cling to them as it would to life. During the IsBcr 
part of the journey, indeed, she had aonh ints a deep 
s»dnc«s, from which nothing but die preaence of the 
young minstrel could awake her. Like dioas lamps ia 
tombs, vihich only light up when tha air is adaMHei. 
it was only at his approach that her eyw boeamcsmilin( 
and animated. But here, in this dear valley, afcry m»- 



ibaoti 



' ■ Tbe appllratloa of wbl|M or roda.* 
* Kiarraa aMBtloaa aacb an oflkccr ai 
Kia,'; of Per»ia. aod ealU bia ■ 
■ew waa, at kUiad parlada, to 
tort of regalathm-sirdla. whoio lialu U 
excerd. If aay of tkea outffraw iWs atsadsid of 
radaoad by abatiaaaea till ilia| esas wllhla las 
> Tbe Altock. 
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ment was an ags of pltttare; itie saw him all day, and 
was, therefore, all day happy,— resembling, she often 
thought, that people of Zinge, (118) vrho fcttribule the 
unfading cheerfulness Uiey enjoy to oi|e genial star that 
riaes nighdy orer their heads.^ 

The wholo party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest 
dkmkI during the few days they passed in this delightful 
solitude. Hie young attendants of the Princess, who 
were here allowed a freer range ilian they could safely be 
indulged with in a lew sequestered place, ran wild among 
the gardens, and bounded through tlie meadows, lightly 
as young roes over the aromatic plains of Tibet. While 
Fadladeen, besides the spiritual comfort he derived 
from a pilgriniagc to tlic tomb of the saint from whom 
the valley is named, had opportunities of gratifying, in a 
small way, his taste for victims, by putting to deatli 
some hundreds of those unfortunate little lixards, (119) 
which all pious Mussulmans make it a point to kill ; — 
Caking for granted, that the manner in which the crea- 
ture hangs its head is meant as a mimicry of tlie atti- 
tude in which the faithful say their prayers. 

About two miles from Ilussun AbdanI were tliosc 
royal gardens,( 1 ao) which had grown beautiful under the 
cure of so many lovely eyes, and were beautiful still, 
thou(;li those eyes could see ihcm no longer. This place, 
witli its flowers and its holy silenca, interrupted only 
by the dipping of the wings of birds in its marble 
basis* filled with the pure water of those hilb, was to 
LalU Rookh all that hor heart could fancy of fragrance, 
coolness, and almost heavenly tranquillity. As the 
Prophet said of Damascus, • it vrastoo delicious;* (1 a 1) 
— and here, in listening to the sweet voice of Feramors, 
or reading in his eyes what yet he never dared to tell 
her, the most exquisite moments of her whole life 
were pas se d, One evening, when they had been talk- 
ing of the Sultana Nourmahal,— the Light of tlK- 
Hanim,s who had so often wandered among these 
flowers, and fed with her own hands, in those marble 
basins, the small shining fishes of which she was so 
food,' — the youth, in order to. delay the moment of 
aeparatioD, proposed to recite a sliort story, or rather 
rhapsody, of wliich this adored Sultana was the he- 
roine. It related, he said, to die reconcilement of a 
sort of lovers' qnarrel, which took place between her 
and the Emperor during a Feast of Roses at Cashmere; 
and wookl remind the Princess of that difference (laa) 
b e t wee n Haronn-al-Rssdiid and his fair mistress Ma- 
rida, which was so happily made up by the soft strains 
of the musician, Moussali. As the story was chiefly 
10 be told in song, and Feramon had unluckily for- 
gotten his own lute in the valley, he borrowed the 
vina of Lalla Rook's little Persian slave, and thus 



THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM. 



Wbo bat not heard of the Vale of Cashmere, 
With iti roses, the brightest tliat earth ever gave,4 

' Tk«sur 8oh«ll,«rCaMfms. 

■ W — I— li d tlfaliM Ligkt of the Harsu. fiks «•• sflarwarib 
flUM Ifeaiiiksa, sr iha Uflit of tks World. 

• 80s MM. f. 4*. 

« -ThoMOOoTlMteoro, fbriubrlUiaocr wddoliciry ofodoor. 
ho* loaf kooB poovorMal ia tko Eom.«— Fosavts. 



Its temples, and grottos, and fountains as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang over their wave? 

Oh ! to see it at sunset, — when warm o'er the lake 

Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws. 
Like a bride full of blushes, when lingering to take 

A last look of her mirror at night ere she goes! — 
\Vhen the shrines through tlie foliage are gleaming half 

fthown. 
And each hallows the liour by some rites of its own. 
Here the music of prayer from a minaret swells. 

Here the Magian his urn full of perfume is swinging. 
And here, at the altar, a sone of sweet bells 

Round the waist of some fair Indian dancer is ringing.' 
Or to Hce it by moonlight,— when mellowly shines 
The light o'er its palaces, gardens and shrines; 
When the vrater-^lls gleam like a quick fall of stars. 
And the nightingale's hymn from the Isle of Chenan 
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet 
From the cool, shining walks where the young people 

meet : — 
Or at morn, when the magic of daylight awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
IlilU, rui>olaK, fountains, call'd forth every one 
Out of darkness, as they were just 1>om of the Sun, — 
When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day. 
From his llaram of night-flowers stealing away; 
And the wind, full of wantonness, woos like a lover. 
The young aspen-trees* till they tremble all over. — 
When the east is as warm as the light of first hopes. 

And Day with lib banner of radiance unfuri'd. 
Shines in through the mountainous^ portal that opes, 

Sublime, from that valley of bliss to the world ! 

Rut never yet, by night or day, 
In dew of spring or summer^s ray. 
Did the sweet Valley sliine so gay 
As now it shines — all love snd light, 
Visions by day and feasts by night! 
A happier smile illumes each brow, 

With quicker spread each heart uncloses, 
And all is ccstary, — for now 

Thn Valley holds iu Feast of Roses.4 
That joyous time, when pleasures pour 
Profusely round, and in their shower 
Hearts open, like the Season's Rose, — 

Tlic flowret of a hundred leaves,^ 
Expinding while the dew-feU flows. 

And every leaf its balm receives ! 
'T was when tlie hour of evening came 

Upon tlie LAke, serene and cool. 
When Day hud hid his sultry flame 

Behind tlie palms of Baramoule :^ 
Whofi maids be|;an to lift their beads, 
Refrcklt'd, from their embroider'd beds. 



' » Tiod rooad her waiti the Kone of bell*, that MwiMled with ra- 
viaUag Belodj.*— Xeay »/ Jmg mltf m . 

■ • The liule lalea la the Lake of Cacbaaiire are aet with arboiua 
aad larg^leaved aapen-tren, aleader aod tail.-— Biaxiaa. 

* • The Tact SoliaaD, the naoM beaiowed bj the MahoaeUa* oa 
this hill, forau ooe tida of a grand portal to the Lako.-^FosiTaa. 

* ■ The Feaat of Roaea rootiaoea the whole tloM of their rousls- 
fog la bloooi.>— See Ptatao ac la Valli. 

»> Go I sad berk, the toao of a iModrad las? a*. I belle* e a par- 
ilcalar apoein.*>-0«au.iT. 

* Bernler. 
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Where they had tlepC the tun away, 

And waked to moonlight and to play. 

All were abroad — the bosiest hive 

On BeUV hiUt is lea alive 

When saffron beds are full in flower, 

Than look'd the Valley in that hour. 

A thousand restless torches play'd 

Through every grove and island shade; 

A thousand sparkling lamps were set 

On every dome and minaret ; 

And fields and pathways, far and near, 

Were lighted by a blaxe so clear, 

That you could see, in wanduring round. 

The smallest rose-leaf on the ground. 

Yet did the maids and matrons leave 

Their veib at home, tliat brilliant eve; 

And there were glancing eyes about. 

And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 

In open day, but thought thc\' might 

Look lovely then, because 't was night ! 

And all were frve, and wandering. 

And all exclaim'd to all they met. 
That never did the summer bring 

So gay a Feast of Roses yet : — 
The moon had never shed a light 

So clear as that which bless'd them there; 
The roses ne'er shone half so bright. 

Nor tliey themselves look'd half so fair. 
And what a wilderness of flowers! 
It seem'd as though from all the bowers 
And fairest fields of all the year. 
The mingled spoil were scatter'd here. 
The Lake, loo, like a garden breathes 

With the rich buds that o'er it lie, — 
As if a shower of fairy wreaths 

llad fallen upon it from the sky! 

And then the sounds of joy, — the beat 

Of tabors and of dancing feel; — 

The minaret-cryer's chaunt of glee 

Sung from his lighted galler\-,' 

And answered by a liraleet 

From neighbouring Haram, wild and sweet; — 

The merry laughter, echoing 

From gardens, where the silken swing (ia3) 

Wafts some delighted girl above 

The top leaves of lite orange grove; 

Or, from those infant groups at play 

Among the b-nts' that line the way. 

Flinging, unawcd by slave or mother, 

Handfub of roses at each other ! — 
And the sounds from the Lake, — the low whispering 
in boats. 
As they shoot through the moonlight; — the dipping 
of oars. 
And the wild, airy warbling that every where floats 
Through the groves, round the islands as if all the 
shores 

' A piset anltoaed la tb« Tootek Jeki'fetrg or Sbntstn tf Je- 
kmmfuirm, wkeiv tbcr* It aa aocoaat of the bedi of taffriM flower* 
•boat Caiharre. 

' • It It the eattoai anoag xhn womeo to e Jiplny ibe Maaieea to 
dMaai fkoa the gallery of tb« nearrtt ninarvl, tihidi oa that occa- 
•i<M U IllaailBated. ao«i thcwoawa aiMBiblMl at the bbaae retpoad 
ai latcrtaU with a tiraleet or joyoai cborat.-— Rc*»u.l. 

* « Al ih« kevplas of iha Faaat of RoMt, we beheld aa laSaite 
■Uibar of teau pitched, with Mcfc a crowd of ara, woaea. boys, 
SBd firls, with aiBaie. daaees,* etc. etc.— HsaaiaT. 



Like those of Kathay ntler'd nraae, aad gnvc 
An answer in sonf to the kisa of each wave*.* (ii4) 
But the gentlest of all ara Iboae ioaiida, full of CeciiBg, 
Thai sofk from the lute of tome lover are stanHfly,— 
Some lover, who know* all the heart-touchiaf power 
Of a lute and a sigh in fSm magical boor. 
Oh ! best of delighu, as it every where is. 
To be near the loved Oite,— what a rapture k hit, 
Who in moonlight and music that sweetly may ^idc 
O'er the Lake of Cashmere, with that One by his aide! 
If woman can make the worst wildemeas dear, 
Tliink, think what a heaven she must makeof CaAmcrc! 

So felt the magnificent son of Acbar,> 

When from power and pomp and die iropluea of war 

He flew to that Valley, forgetting them all 

With the Light of the Haram, his young Xoorraahal. 

When free and uncrown'd as the conqueror roved 

By the banks of that Lake, widi his only beloved. 

He saw, in the vrreaths she would playfully aaalch 

From the hedges, a glory his crown could not osatdi. 

And preferi^d in his heart die least ringlet thai cntfd 

Down her exquisite neck to the throne of die world! 

There 's a beauty for ever unchangingly brig^ 
Like the long, sunny lapse of a sammer day's li| 
Shining on, sliining on, by no shadow mi 
Till love falls asleep in its sameneas of spleadiNU-. 
This vuas not the beaut)-— oh ! nothing like this 
That to )'oung Kourmahal gave soch magic of hte; 
But dial loveliness, ever in modon, which placja 
Like the light upon autumn's soft sliadowy da^fo. 
Now here and now there, giving warmdi aa k Aim 
From the lips to the cheek, from the cheek to the ens, 
Now melting in mist and now breaking m 
Like the glimpses a saint hath of heaven in 
When pensive, it seem'd as if diat very graoea 
That charm of all others, was bom with her face. 
And when angry,— for even in the traBqulleat cliaMS 
Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms sonscimes — 
The short, passing anger but seem'd to awaken 
New beauty, like flowers that are sweetest whe 
If tenderness touch'd her, the dark of her eye 
At once took a darker, a lieavenlier dye. 
From die depth of whose shadow, like holy 
From innermost shrines, came the light of her fedings* 
Then her mirth — oh ! 't was sportive as ever took wing 
From the heart with a burst, like die wild-Mrd in 
lilimied by a wit that vrould fascinate segea. 
Yet playful as Peris just loosed from their cages.* 
While her laugh, full of life, without any cont r ol 
But ilic sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her seal; 
And where it most sparkled no glance could discover. 
In lip, cheek, or e^cs, for she brighten'd all overt- 
Like any fair lake that the breeie is upon» 
When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the son. 



I 



■ Aa olil coaaMautorof the Cbo a - K lf aays, iha 
Ian reaarked that a rarreat of watar ■adoM«a of iha 
iu baaki lead forth a loaBd. they datackad mmm of |] 
ins cbariBc^i with the delighlfal aoaad they valllarii, 
KlnQ or Biutical lattraaieatA of thaB.«~GBeiiaa. 

* Ji-hani;aire wat the wa of tho Otaai hAmw. 

I In ihe war* of the PiT«a with the ftris, 
took ihe latter pritoaert, they thai thaai ap la Irao 
thea oa ibe hiBhett ireea. Bare ihay vara vlalMd by 
aioat, who broacht then the ckoicaM 
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uch, such were the peerleis enchanCineDto that gare 
ourmahal the proud Lord of the East for her slave ; 
jid though bright was hn Haram, — a linng parterre 
»f the flowers* of this planet — though treasures were 

there, 
or which Soliman's self might have giTen all the store 
liat the nary from Opiiir e'er wing'd to his shore, 
et dim before her were the smiles of them all, 
jid the Light of his Haram was young Nonrmahal ! 

But where is she now, this night of joy, 

When bliss is every heart's employ?— 

When all around her is so bright. 

So like the visions of a trance, 

That one might think, who came by chance 

Into the vale this happy night. 

He saw that City of Delight' 

In Fairy-land, whose streets and towers 

Are made of gems and light and flowers! — 

Where is the loved Sultana? where, 

When mirth brings out the young and fair. 

Does she, the fairest, hide her brow. 

In melancholy stillness now? 

Alas — how light a cause may move 
Dissension between hearts that love ! 
Hearts that the world in vain had tried. 
And sorrow but more closely tied ; 
That stood the storm when waves were rough, 
Yet in a sunny hour fa\\ off, 
Like ships, that have gone dovm at sea, 
When heaven was all tranquillity ! 
A something, light as air — a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly taken — 
Oh ! love, that tempests never shook, 

A breath, a touch like diis hath shaken. 
And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin : 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtship's smiling day : 
And voices lose tlie tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining, one by one, 
The sweetnesses of love are gone. 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow, 

As though its waters ne'er could sever. 
Yet, ere it reach the plain below. 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 

Oh you, that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound. 
As in the Fields of Bliss above 

He sits, with (lowrets fetter'd round; — ' 
Loose not a lie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his wings; 
For even an hour, a minute's flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird, — whose nest 

Is found beneath far Eastern skies, — 



' la the Malay UBfUft the Mae wsrdsIfmifMwoasa sad toiren. 
3 TWcaplul of Slwdakiaai. Saa aoia, p. aS. 
* 8aa tha repr«Mautiua of iha Eaatara Gapid, pialoaad eloMly 
mad wiib wroatht of flowan, ia Piciat't CMmmiM RalifUtun. 



Whose vrings, thotig^ radiant when at rest 
Lose all their glory when he flies!* 

Some difference, of this dangerous kind, — 
By which, though light, die links that bind 
The fondest hearts may soon be riven ; 
Some shadow in love's summer heaven, 
Which, though a fleecy speck at first. 
May yet in awful thunder burst; — 
Such cloud it is, that now hangs over 
The heart of the Imperial Lover, 
And ^r hatli banish'd from his sight 
His Nourmahal, his Haram's Light ! 
Hence is it, on this happy night. 
When Pleasure tlirough the fields and groves 
Has let loose all her world of loves, 
And every heart has found its own,— 
He wanders, joyless and alone. 
And weary as that bird of Thrace, 
Whose pinion knows no resting-place.* 
In vain the loveliest cheeks and eyes 
Tliis Eden of the earth supplies 

Come crowding round — the cheeks are pale, 
The eyes are dim — though rich ttie spot 
With every flower this earth has got. 

What is it to the nightingale, 
If there his darling rose is not?) 
In vain the Valley's smiling throng 
Worsliip him as he moves along ; 
He heeds them not — one smile of hers 
Is worth a world of worshippers. 
They but the Starts adorers are. 
She is the Heaven tliat lights the star! 

Hence is it too that Nourmalial, 

Amid the luxuries of this hour, 
Far from the joyous festival. 

Sits in her own sequester'd bower, 
With no one near, to soothe or aid. 
But that inspired and wondrous maid, 
Namouna, the enchantress; — one. 
O'er whom his race the golden Sun 
For an remembered years has run, 
Yet never saw her blooming brow 
Younger or foirer than 't is now. 
Nay, rather, as the west-wind's sigh 
Freshens the flower it passes by. 
Time's wing but seem'd, in stealing o'er. 
To leave her lovelier than before. 
Yet on her smiles a sadness hung. 
And when, as oft, she spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, there came a light 
From her dark eyes so strangely bright. 
That all believed nor man nor earth 
Were conscious of Namouna's birth 1 



' ■ .inoaff tha birds of Toaqaia U a tpadac of (oldSach, m\Adk 
•las* •<> BMlodioaaly that it !• callad the CalacUal Bird. lit wlafi, 
«rhea it !• pereh«d, tppaar tariegatad with beaatifkl oaloart, bat 
wboa It fliat, tbay Iom all tbair •pleadoar.*— GaoMaa. 

• a A* tbaM bird* oa ika Boapboraa ara aarar kaowa to raM, thsj 
■ra called by tha Franob * let kmt% daaa^.' ■— Daixivwat. 

* ■ Yoa BMy place a haadred haedfab of frafraat barbe aad flowen 
bafara tba alghUacala, yet be wUbea aot, la bU ooatuat baarC, fx 
■Mwe tbaa tbe ewaat breath of bit beioved rote.*— JAai. 
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Ail ipelb and laliMiimiw sbe knew, 

From the grmC Mantra,* which around 
The Air's wtblimer Spirit! drew, 

To the gold genu,' of Afric, bound 
Upon the wandering Arab's arm. 
To keep him from tlie Siltim's' harm. 
And the had pledged her powerfiil art. 
Pledged it with all the xcal and heart 
Of one who knew, though high her sphere. 
What 'l was to lose a lore so dear, 
To find some spell that should recal 
Her Selim's4 tnoile to Nourmahal ! 

T was midnight — through the lattice, wreathed 

With woodbine, many a perfume breathed 

From plants that wake when others sleep. 

From timid jasmine buds, that keep 

Tlieir odour to themselyes all day. 

But, when the sun-light dies away. 

Let the delicious secret out 

To erery breeze that roams about ; — 

When thus Namouna :— ■ 'T is the hour 

That scatters spells on herb and flower. 

And garlands might be gailier'd now, 

That, twined around the sleeper's brow. 

Would make him dream of such delights, 

Such miracles and dazzling sights 

As Genii of the sun behold, 

At erening, from their tents of gold 

Upon the horizon — where they play 

Till twilight comes, and, ray by ray, 

Their sunny mansions melt away ! 

Now, too, a chaplet might be wreathed 

Of buds o'er which the moon has breathed, 

Which worn by her, whose lore has stray'd. 

Might bring some Peri from the skies. 
Some sprite, whose very soul is made 

Of flowrets, breaths, and lorers* sighs. 

And who might tell • 

•For me, for me,- 
Cried Nourmahal, impatiently, 
■Oh ! t«vine that wreath for me to-night* 
Then, rapidly, with foot as light 
As tlie young musk-roe's, out she flew 
To cull each sliintng leaf tliat grew 
Beneath tite moonlight's hallowing beams 
For this enchanted Wreath of Dreams. 
Anemones and Seas of (H>ld, ^ 

And new-blown lilies of tlie river. 
And those sweet flowrets. that unfold 

Their buds on Camadeva's quiver ;^ 
The tube^rose, with her silvery light. 

That in the Gardens of Malay 



' > H» it uid !• ksv* tommA tW §imt Mmtm, tptll ar ulii 
tkfoafk whicb ha rabJ orw ib« elvBMU and ipliiUof ■11 daaoni- 
•allo**.*— Wii,roii». 

* • Tbt goM Jviralt of Jinnie, which srs called by the Artb« El 
■■rtw. from ih» uppiid ehara ih*? eoauia.*— Jackioii. 

> ■ A d sMoa. lappMad lo hMnt woodt. wc i« ■ hn«« a «hipa.»— 
RicaAaaM*. 

* Tka BUM af l«teBf«lrt hafor* hit aomsiiia to tW ihroa*. 

* < ■ , — or tb« SmoT Gold, with Soitot* of tW brifhtaat 

|rid «ola«r.— Sis W. Joim. 

* • nis Ifoo (th« !C«fOCMBrs) U OM of tbo mom drtighcfol oa 
•arlli. asd ih« dollcloM adew af lu hlo M oaii jaaily «It« ihaa a 
fUm hi iko ^alvcr of Caaadws. or tha God of Love.— V. 



U call'd the Umtnm of the Night,* 
So like a bride, scented and bright. 

She comes ont when the aon 'a away. 
Amaranlbs, soch aa crown the maids 
That wander through Zamara's shades ; * 
And the white mooo-flower, a* it ahowa 
On Serandib'a high crugt to tbooe 
Who near the isle at evening sail, 
Scenting lier clove-treeo in the gale ; 
In short, all flovrrets and all plants. 

From the divine Amrita tree, ' 
That blesses Heaven's inhabitants 

With fruits of immortality, 
Down to the basil 4 tuft, that waves 
Its fragrant blossom over graves, (i s5) 

And to the humble rosemary. 
Whose sweets so thankk«iy are shed 
To scent the desert^ and tlie dead. 
All in that garden bloom, and all 
Arc gailier'd by young Nourmahal, 
Who heaps her baskets widi the flofwen 

And leaves, till they can hold no more. 
Then to Namouna fliea, and sbowcn 

Upon her lap the shining stoce. 



With what deliglit the Enchantreoa vii 

So many buds, bathed with the dews 

And beams of that bleas'd hoar ! — her glance 

Spoke something, past aU mortal pic 
As, in a kind of holy trance. 

She hiug above thooe fragrant 
Bending to drink their balmy aiis. 
As if she mix'd lier soul with tbsifs. 
And 't was, indeed, the perfume shed 
From flowers and scented flaaoe that fed 
Her charmed life — for none had ^cr 
Beheld her taste of mortal fue. 
Nor ever in aught earthly dip. 
But the mora's dew, her roseate Kp. 
Fill'd with the cool inspiring smdl. 
The Enchantress now begins her ^eil. 
Thus singing, as she winds and 
In mystic form the glitteraig h 



I know where the winged visions dwdl 

That aroimd the niglit-bed play i 
I know each herb and flowrsf s bell» 
Where they hide their wings hy day. 
Tlien hasten vre, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowen will fade. 



> . The Maiayaai ityle tha taba-raaa (Mlssibas 
MbUm or tha Xitirna of tha .Hisht.-— Pnaaav. 
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' ■ Tha people of tha Batta eommtrf la taaaim (sT whMhl 
U o«e of the aaciaat MBaa), whaa ■oiaaiSfs"a ^mr, lasd a 
iaactire life, pawiay tha day is ptayiac •■ ■ ^^ *^ '■**• 
wiUi garlaadt of towan, awwf whlchlka ( 
tire of tha ooaatry, aMMly praraib.*— Hai 

1 The larseti aad rUhaat tart (af tha laab« ar voaa app l i ) 
ed Aariu or inaMrtai, aad the Bythologlals af TiWt apfdy «k 
word tea cdaaiial tree, haarif am h rai l al fcals.e tts W. J« 

4 Sweat Batll. oallad Rayhaa ta iWala. and fSsiis B f §m 
chwcS yards. 

• ■ In the Giaat Baaar^sM fMwd WMf sialka sT k^ 
ry.'- 
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The knage of lore, that nightly flies 

To visit the bashful maid, 
Steals from the jasmine flower, that si^hs 

Its soul, like her, in the shade. 
The hope, in dreams, of a happier hour 

Tliat alights on miiery's brow, 
Springs out of the silvery almond-flower, 

That blooms on a leafless bough. * 
Then, hasten wc, maid. 
To twine our braid, 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 

The visions, that oft to worldly eyes 

The glitter of mines unfold. 
Inhabit the mountain-herb, * that dyes 

The tooth of the fown like gold. (ia6) 
The phantom shapes — oh touch not them — 

That appal the murderei's sight. 
Lurk in the fleshly mandrake's stem, 

1 hat shrieks, when torn at night ! 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our br^id, 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers wiU fade. 

The dream of the injured patient mind, 

That smiles at the wrongs of men. 
Is found in the bruised and wounded rind 
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then ! 
Then hasten we, maid, 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 



No sooner was the flowery crown 

Placed on her head than sleep came down. 

Gently as nights of summer fall, 

Upon the lids of Nourmahal ; 

And, suddenly, a tuneful breexe^ 

As full of small rich harmonies 

As ever wind, that o*er the tents 

Of Axab' blew, was full of scents. 

Steals on her ear and floats and swells, * 

Like the first air of morning creeping 
Into those wreathy, red-sea shells, 

Where Love himself, of old, lay sleeping ; — ^ 
And now a spirit form'd, 't would seem. 

Of music and of light, so fair. 
So brilliantly his features beam. 

And such a sound is in the air 
Of sweetness, when he waves his wings. 
Hovers around her, and thus sings : 



t>m Chin^ra's^ warbling fount I come, 
CaU'dbyWati 



From Chine 

Call'd by Vat moonlight garland's spell ; 
From Chindara's fount, my fairy home. 

Where in music, mom and night, 1 dwell ; 



' • Tb* •lao«d-u««, witk while fowws, bl<»wMa» oa tbe bsrs 
hnachM. ■ — BLuMMiBivt. 

* Aa barb m Mmbi Llbaaiu, wbieb U Mid ts ap«aaaioia • 
fvlliH goldM bM lo tba isaih sf tb« fosu saJ oihar saiBsb ibat 
irauapMi It. 

* Tk§ ayirb eonmtrj. 

« • Thb id«s (of daitiM Uvlog !■ abells) w«« bo( sakaowa to tba 
Swaba. who iwpraMot tba yaoag Norltaa. oao of tba Capida. as liv- 
lag fa ahalla oa iba tbotat of tba Rod 8aa.«— Wilt oa». 

* « 4 fdMloaa Ibaaiala. wbara iatinusoaia ara mU to ba 
uaady pbyiag.»— RtcaAaaaoa. 



Where lutes in the air are heard about. 

And voices are singing the whole day long. 
And every ugh the heart breathes out 
Is tum'd, as it leaves the lips, to song ! 

Hitlicr I come 

From my fiury home. 
And if there 's a magic in music's strain, 

I swear by the breath 

Of that moonlight wreath. 
Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 

For mine is the lay that lightly floats. 

And mine are the murmuring dying notes. 

That fall as soft as snow on the sea. 

And melt in the heart as instantly ! 

And the passionate strain, that deeply going. 

Refines the bosom it trembles through. 
As the musk-wind, over the water blowing. 

Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too.! 

Mine is the charm, whose mystic sway 
The spirits of past delight obey ; — 
Let but the tuneful talisman sound. 
And they come, like Genii, hovering round. 
And mine is the gentle song, that bears 

From soul to soul, the wishes of love. 
As a bird, that wafts through genial airs 

The cinnamon seed from grove to grove. « 

T is I that mingte in one sweet measure 

The past, the present, and future of pleasure ; (i 37) 

When Memory links the tone that is gone 

With the blissful tone that 's still in the ear ; 
And hope from a heavenly note flies on 

To a note more heavenly still that is near ! 

The vranrior's heart, when touch'd by me, 

Can as downy soft and as yiekiing be 

As his own white plume, that high amid death 

Through the field has shone — yet moves vrith a 

breath. 
And, oh how the eyes of beauty glisten. 

When music has reach'd her inward soul, 
Like the silent stars, tliat wink and listen 
While heaven's eternal melodies roll ! 

So, hitlier I come 

From my foiry home. 
And if there 's a magic in music's strain, 

I swear by the breath 

Of that moonlight wreath. 
Thy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 



T tt dawn — at least that earlier dawn. 
Whose glimpses arc again withdrawn,* (i^S) 
As if the mom had waked, and then 
Shut cloae her lids of light again. 
And Nourmahal is up, and trying 

The wonders of her lute, whose strings — 
Oh bliss ! — now murmur like the sighing 

From that ambrosial Spirit's wings ! ^ 

• aTba Poaipadoarpl(aoo U tba tpadat wblck. bj oarrylaf tba 
flTBlt of tba eiaaaaKM to dfflarant plaoei, la a eraat dluaailaBtor of 
tbia valaablo traa.a— 8aa Bsowa't Ulm$tr.t Tab. 19. 

• • Tbaj bava two ■oralafs. tba Soobbl laslM, aad tba floobhi 
Sadig, tbofilM aad tba raal day-bfaak.*— Wasiro. 
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And then, her nuee — 't is mora than hnnun — 

Never, till now, had it been p.rea 
To lips of any mortal woman 

To otter nolea ao fireth from heaven ; 
Sweet a« the breath of angd tii^ht. 

When angel fighs are most divine. — 
• Oh ! let it bat till night,- site erica, 

• And he is more than ever mine." 
And hourly she renews the lay, 

So fearful lest its heavenly sweetness 
Should, ere the evening, fade away. 

For tilings so heavenly have such fleetneis I 
But, far from fading, it but grows 
Richer, diviner as it flows ; 
Till rapt she dwelb on every string. 

And poun again each sound along. 
Like Echo, lost and languishing 

In love with her own wondrous song. 
That evening (trusting that his soul 

Might be from haunting love released 
By mirth, by music, and the bowl) 

The Imperial Selim held a feast 
In his magnificent Shalimar; — (129) 
In whose saloons, when the first star 
Of evening o'er the waters trembled. 
The valley's loveliest all asiemhled : 
All the bright creatures that, like dreams. 
Glide through its foliage, and drink beams 
Of beauty from its founts and streams, ■ 
And all those wandering minstretHOBaids, 
Who leave — how cmn they leave ? — the shades 
Of that dear valley, and are found 

Singing in gardens of the south ' 
Those songs, that ne'er so sweetly sound 

As from a young Cashmerian's mouth. 
There too the Haram's inmates smile ; — 

Maids from the west, with sun-bright hair, 
And from the garden of the Nile, 

Delicate as the roses there ;— > 
Dau^ters of Love from Cyprus' rocks, 
With Paphian diamonds in their locks ; — ^ 
Light Pieri forms, such as there are 
On the gold meads of Candahar ; ^ 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes. 

In their own bright Kathaian bowers. 
Sparkle such rainbow butterflies,* 

That they might fancy the rich flowers. 



> ■ n» mtcn of CmA— Ir ar* lb* aor* TO <w —d froM iu batag 
•NppMad ital tW CachMiiriau ar« iadabcad for tMr bMsty to 
ikaa. • —\u Tu»i. 

* > Froa bi« I ntmirtd tW UU0mint l>ul« Guial. or Lor* Soaf. 
Ika Mtct of which he eaaaliud 10 papar fima tha toica of oaa of 
thoaa •iayiafl-f irb of CM^aart. who waadar tnm that dallfbtfd 
vallay erar tba Tarioaa paru of ImdtM.—Penimm MiteaMmin. 

> ■ Tha roM of tha Jiaaa Xlla, or Gardaa of tha 511a (atta<Aad 
•a iha Eapcror af ■ o r ao p e't palare) ara aaaqaallad, mmd aai 
arc mUt of their laavaa for tha aaa of roah la ladiM 
lAcaaoa. 

4 • Oa iho aid* af a aoaaiala a«ar PSphet there b a oarara which 
pra d aew the mou baaatifal rocfc cryMal. Oa aoooaat of its bril- 
tiaaey it haa haaa eailad tha Paphiaa diaawd.— SUaiti. 

* ■ Thrra la a part af Caadahar eailad Piria, ar Fairy-Laad.>— 
TaBTiioT. la tome of thoaa coaatrlaa to tha Xorth of ladia Tage- 
lahla foM it Mpfoaad to ba proilaead. 

* • Thaaa are tha batiarliaa which ara oallcd ia the Chiacaa laa- 
f aata Ftyiag Laavn. Saaa af thaa have aach •hialaf ooloar^ aad 
aiaao varlrgatad, ttat they May ha eailad 1 yia; flowers ; aad ladaad 
they«Bfa always pradacad ia the Saesl Sowce^ardras.*— Dcss. 



That round them in the son lay vghing , 
Had been by magic all sec flying ! 

Every thing yoong, every thing fair. 
From east and west is blnshing there : 
Except^^iccepc— oh Nourmahal ! 
Thou loveliest, dearest of them all. 
The one, whose smile shooe oat alone. 
Amidst a world the only one ! 
Whose light, among so many lights. 
Was like that star, on starry nights. 
The seaman singles from tlie sky. 
To steer his bark for ever by ! 
Thou wert not there — so Selim thou^t, 

Aofl every thing seem'd drear without thee 
But ah I thou wert, thou wert — and hrooghl 

Thy charm of song all fresh abool thee ; 
Mingling unnoticed with a band 
Of lutanists from many a land. 
And veil'd by such a mask as shades 
The features of yoimg Arab maida, — ■ 
A mask that leaves but one eye free. 
To do its best in witchery; — 
She roved, with beating heart, armmd. 
And waited, trembling, for tha minnle 
When she might try if still the aomid 

Of her loved lute bad magic in it 



The board was spread with frnita and 
With grapes of gold, like thoae that shiat 
On Casbin's hilb ; * — pomegranatea foil 

Of melting sweetneis, and die peus 
And sunniest apples ' that Canbol 

In all its thousand gardens^ beais ; 
Plantains, the golden and the graeo, 
Malaya's ncctat'd mangnsleen ; ' 
Prunes of Bokara, and sweet nala 

From the fsr groves of Samarcaiid, 
And Basra dates, and apricots, 

Seed of the Sun,* from Iran's land ;— - 
With rich conserve of \lsna cherries,? 
Of orange flowers, and of diose bcftka 
That, wild and fresh, the yoong gaieilea 
Feed on in Erac's rocky dells.* 
All these in richest vases smile. 

In baskets of pore sandal-wood. 
And urns of porcelain from that itlaf 

Sunk imdemeath the 



* • The Araklaa WOMB waar black Bsakawiiklit^ 
tiiy ardarad.-— CABaiai. Xtaaaaa mt 
eya ia coaTanailoa. 

* • Tha goldea grapas of CaaUa.*— 

* • Tha fmiu atportad fraas Caahal ara 
aatas,* etc. — EiraixsrovB. 

* ■ We sat dowB aadar a Haa. !!■>■■ ai IS 
with tha soa of oar Xehasaaadar abaci 
which ba fava aa eaehaaciag aeoaaai: ikat diy aai 
thoa«aad gardaas,* etc.— ML 

* ■TbaXaasastaaa, tbaaoudalicaiafrwhlalW 
of tha Malay Islaads.*— 3IUasaas. 

* . A daiicioas kiad of aprioai, eailad hf ihs 
siffaif^iaK sea's seed.*— Oaaer^ ^ 

* ■ Sw m aiaau ia a crystal cap. 
serra. with laaMa or Visaa cherry. 

* ■ Aaiclopa* cropplag tha fraah birrlaa af 
apoaai of T«ajirA. 

* Xaart-ga-ftiaM. aa Islaad aaar Fi 
s«ak ia the aao for tba erian af iU iahaHi 
the ishrrfa aad divers hriaff ap fna h am saM as 
price ia Chiaa aud Japaa.— Sej K 
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Whence oft the lucky diver bnngt 
Vases to grace the haJls of kings. 
Wines too, of erery clime and hue. 
Around their liquid lustre threw; 

Amber RosoUy,* — the bright dcw» 
From rincyards of the Green-Sea gushing;* 
And Shirox wine, that richly ran 

As if that jewel, large and rare, 
The ruby, for which Kublai-Khan 
Offcr'd a city's wealth,' was blushing, 

Melted within the goblets there I 

And amply Selim quaffs of ewji, 

And seems resolved the floods shall reach 

His inward heart,— shedding around 

A genial deluge, as they run, 
That soon shall leave no spot undrown'd, 

For Love to rest his wings upon. 

He little knew how well the boy 

Can float upon a goblet's streams, 
Lighting them with his smile of joy;— 

As bards have seen him, in their dreams, 
Down the blue Ganges laughing glida 

Upon a rosy lotus wreath,4 
Catching new lustre from the tide 

That witli his image «hone beneath. 

But what are cups, without the aid 

Of song to speed them as they flow? 
And see-~a lovely Georgian maid, 

With all the bloom, the freshen'd glow 
Of her own country maiden's looks. 
When warm they rise from Teflis' brooks;' 
And with an eye, whose restless ray, 

Full, floating, dark — oh he, who knows 
His heart is weak, of Ueaven should pray. 

To guard him from such eyes as those ! 
With a voluptuous wildness flings 
ller snowy hand across the strings 
Of a syrinda,^ and thus sings : — 



Come hither, come hither — by night and by day. 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone; 

Like the waves of the summer, as one dies away, 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 

oad tlie love that is o'er, in expiring gives birth 
To a new one as warm, as unequall'd in bliss; 

jid oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth, (i3o) 
It is this, it is this. 

ere maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flower of the Amra just oped by a bee;7 



< Persiau Taiei. 

• a Tbe white w]o« of RUhoM. 

• ■ Tbe Kiag of Z«il >■ it Mid to kave tbe very Saett raby tbst 
a* •▼er.Mrn. KabIai-Kh«B tent ■ad offisred tbe vsiee of s dtj 
r It. boi tbe Kjnj antwered he woeld oot ftve it for tbe treetare 

tb«> trorlJ.o— Makco Polo. 

« ■ The iDdian* feisn that Cnpid waa flnt seea floetiaff dowD tbe 
■■(foa OB tbe .>;ai|>h«« Xelenbo.*— See Pbiiii«9T. 
« Teflia ia cclebreied for lu oeiorel wana betba.— >8ee Eaa Hac- 

« ■ Tbe lediaa Syrinda, or seiur.*— Srata. 
' m Deli|{btfal are ibe flowers of the Anra-ireea oo tbe noentain- 
rpe. wbiie the Bamurias beet paraoe their Toleptaooa toll.*— 
«Mf t/ Joyoitena. 



And precious their tears at that rain from the sky,* 
Which turns into pearls as it falls in the sea. 

Oh ! think what the ki« and the smile must be worth. 
When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in bliss; 

And own, if there be an Elysium on cartli, 
It is this, it is this. 

Here sparkles the nectar that, hallow'd by love. 

Could draw down those angels of old from their sphere, 

Who for wine of this earth' left the fountains above. 
And forgot Heaven's stars for the eyes we have here. 

And, bicss'd with the odour our goblet gives forth, 
What spirit the sweets of his Eden would miss? 

For oh ! if there be an Elysium on «arth. 
It is this, it is tliis. ' 



The Georgian's song was scarcely mute. 

When the same measure, sound for sound, 
Was catight up by another lute, 

And so divinely breathed around. 
That all stood htish'd and wondering. 

And tum'd and look'd into the air. 
As if they thought to see the wing^ 

Of Israfil,^ the angel, there; 
So powerfully on every soul 
That new, enchanted measure stole. 
While now a voice, sweet as the note 
Of the charm'd lute, w^as heard to float 
Along its chords, and so entwine 

Its sound with theirs, that none knew whether 
The voice or lute was most divine, 

So wondrously they went together : — 



There's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told, 
When two, that are link'd in one heavenly tie. 

With heart never changing and brow never cold, 
Love on through all ills, and love on till they die! 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 

Whole ages of heartless and wandering bliss; 

And oh ! if there be an Elysium on eartli, 
It is this, it is this. 



"T was not the air, 't was not the words. 
But that deep magic in the chords 
And in the lips, that gave such power 
As music knew not till that hour. 
At once a hundred voices, said, 
« It is the mosk'd Arabian maid !» 
While Sclim, who had frit the strain 
Deepest of any, and had laiu 
Some minutes wrapt, as in a trance. 

After tlie fairy sounds wen; o'er, 
Too inly toncli'd for utterance. 

Now motion'd with his hand for more: — 



Fly to the desert, fly with me. 
Our Arab tents arc rude for thee; 
But oh ! the choice what licart can doubt 
Of tents witli love, or thrones without? 



' • Tbe NiuB, or drops of aprieif rain, which tbey beliere to pro- 
docc prarl* if they fall ioiocbelit.*— Ric-ntROMSi. 

* For ao arrooat of the ahare which wine had ia the fall of tbe 
•agel*. aeeBlAaiTi. 

' Tbe Aagel of Hualc— See note, p. i9. 
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Our rockn are roii(;li. buf smiling llwre 
The acacia waves Ikt yi^llow liair; 
Lonely and swccl, nor loved Uic less 
For flowering in a wiUlemcsa. 

Our Mnil» an* iKiro. but down tlivir »lop«> 
Tlie ftilvory-footwl aniclojx! 
X* (;raccrfuUy and gaily sprin|;ft 
As o'er Uie marble courts of kino 

Then come— tliy Arab maid will be 
The love*l and lone acacia-lree. 
The anlclupe, whose ft*et shall bless 
With their lit;ht sound thy lonehne«s. 

Oh! there are lookx and tones that dart 
An insLint sunshine ihrouj'h the heart,— 
As if the soul that minute rau|;hl 
Some treasure it throu(;h life hail sought ; 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestined to have all our sighs. 
And never In* forjjot again, 
S|NirkIed aud sjHjkc before us then ! 

S<i came thy every glance and tone. 
When first on me they breathetl an«l slion*', 
New, as if brought from other sphero. 
Yet welcome iis if loveil for years ! 

Then fly with me.— if thou hast known 
No other Hanie, nor falsely thmwn 
A gem away, that thou hadht'swoni 
Should ever in thy heart he worn. 

Ome, if the love thou hast for me 
is pure and fresli as mine for thue, — 
Fresh as the fountain under ground 
When lirst 't i» by the lapwing found.' 

But if for me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipp'd image fn>m its bast:, 
To give to me the niin'd plac<s — 

Then, fan* thee well — 1 *d rallier make 
.My Ifower ui>on M>me icy lake 
When tliiwing suns lH'{pn to shine, 
Than trust to h>\e so false as thine! 



Tlien* was a pathos in ihih lay, 

That even without enchantment's an, 
Wouhl m»tautly li.ive lound its way 
Di'i.p into S'lim's burning heart ; 
But breathing, as it did, a tone 
To earthly hite» and li|is unknown. 
With e>cry chord fn-jih from the toutli 
Of nniHie's kpirit, — 't was to<» much ! 
Starling, he dash'd away tlie cup, — 

Whieh, all the time of this sweiH air. 
IliH hand had held, uniaKted, up, 



As if 't were fix'd by manic there. — 
And naming her, so long unnamed, 
S«> long unseen, wildly exclaiu'd, 
> Oh. Nourmabal*. oh, Xouniialial! 

ILidst tiu)u but sung this witching urain, 
1 could forget— forgive tliee all. 

And never leave ihote eyea again.* 
The mask is off— the rliarm is wrought— 
And Selim to his heart liai caught. 
In blu»hes, more than ever bright. 
His Nourmahal, bis Haram** Light* 
And well do vanish'd frou-ns enhance 
The charm of every brigktcn'd glance; 
And dearer seems each dawning smile 
For having lost its light awhile; 
.\nd, hap]>ier now for all her si^ta, 

x\s on his arm her head repoaea. 
She whispers him, with langlung eyea, 

k ]\einember, love, the Feast of Roce*!- 



FadludbB!*, at the conclusion of thb lighf rhapsody, 
took occAMon to sum up his opinion of the yoaa; 
j Cishnteiian's i>oelr\',— of which, he tniated. they had 
I ihai evening he:ird the last. Having recapitulated thr 
I <;pithetM, » frivolous <• — • inharmonioua« — • noovn- 
I sical.t he proceeiled to say that, viewing it in the moa > 
{ favourable light, it resembled one of those Maldivba , 
I boats, to which the Prinrcaa had allncled in the R!aiinB | 
I of her dream.' — a slight, gilded thing, aent adrift , 
j without rudder or ballast, and with nothing but vapid ] 
I sweetA imd fadi>d flowers on board. The profusion, ia- i 
: deed, of flowers and birds, which thia poet had ready i 
; on all occasions — not to mention detn, gems, etc.— 
I was a moHt oppremive kind of opnicnce to lib hearers: 
and h.id the unlucky effiMrt of giving to his style all 
the glitter of the flower-garden without ita nedioii 
and all tlu; Ih liter of the aviary without ita aong. h 
ad<lition to this, he chose his subjecta badly, and was 
always most ins]iired by the worst pnrta of tliem. The 
charms of paganism, the merits of rebel licm, — these 
were the themes Iitmoured with bin particulnr enthu- 
I siasu) ; and in the poem just recited, one of hit ■km 
I palatable passages was in praise of that beven^ of the 
j Unfaithful, wine; > being, perhaps,* said he, rdaUBf 
I into a smile, as conscious of liia own cliaracier in the 
i Ilarain on this point, ■ one of tkoae barda whoac fancy 
; oweA all its illumiuation to the grape, Ukc thai puokd 
i pi >rcelain , ( 1 3 1 y so curious and so rare, wboae imngn are 
j only visible when liquor is [toured into iU* Upon the I 
I whole, it W.1S his opinion, from the specimena which ' 
, th(^- bad heard, and which, he begged to say, vera the 
! most tiresome |»art of the journey, that — whalever 
otlier merits this well-<lressed young genlleman might i 
p«iMu*ss — po«>iry was by no means his proper avocatinn; j 
! * and indeed,' cnneluded the critic, • from hk fnndnrr ' 
for flowers and for birds, 1 would venture to anggesi i 
that a florist or a liird-catcher is a much naora aiiiiabK ' 
: calling for him than a poet.^ | 

They had now begun to .isecnd those barren mountaias 
= which separate Cashmere from tlu; rest of India; and, m 
the heats were intolerable, and the lime of their encamp- ' 
meni^ limited to the few hours necessary for rvfreih- 



' fill- li'iilliiiti, II, Lj|iwin,;, i» <a|i|iO««U Kiliim iIk |>-i>\it !•! <lu- 
r.tfriui' waii-i Ubtirr :|iiiuiid. 
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ment and repose, there wiuan end to all their delightful 
evenings, and Lalla Uookh uw no more of Feramon. 
She now felt. that her short dream of happiness was 
over. an<I that she had nothing hut the recollection of 
iu few blissful hours, like the one draught of sweet 
water that serves the camel across the wilderness, to be 
her heart's refreshment during the dreary waste of life 
tliat was before her. The blight that had Allien upon 
her spirits soon found its way to her cheek, and her 
ladies saw with regret— though not without some sus- 
picion of tlic cause — that the beauty of their mistress, 
of which they were almost as proud as of their own, 
was fjist vanishing away at the very moment of all 
when she had most need of it. What must the King 
of Rurharia feel, when, instead of the lively and beau- 
tiful Lalla Rookh, whom the poets of Delhi had de- 
*«'ril)e<l as more perfect ilian the divinest images in the 
IIoum; of Azor, (iSa) he should receive a pale and ina- 
nimate victim, upon whose cheek neither health nor 
pleasure bloomed, and from whose eyes Love had fled, 
— to hide himself in her heart! 

If niiy thing couhl have charmed away the melan- 
rholy of her spirits, it would liave been tlie fresh airs 
ami ciichnnting scenery of that Valley, which the Per- 
sians so jii.stly called the Unequalled.! But neither the 
coolness of its atmosphere, so luxurious after toiling 
up those bare and burning mountains— neither the 
splendour of the minarets and pagodas, that shone out 
from the depth of its woods, nor the grottos, hermi- 
tages, and miraculous fountains, ( 1 33) which make every 
spot of that region holy ground; — neither the count- 
less water-falls, that rusli into the Valley from all those 
high and romantic mountains tliat encircle it, nor tlie 
fair city on the Lake, whose houses, roofed witli flow- 
crs,( 1 34) appearetl at a distance like one vast and Tariegat- 
ed parterre : — not all these wonders and glories of the 
moAt lovely country under the sun could steal her heart 
for a minute from those sad thoughts, which but 
darkened and grew bitterer every step she advanced. 

The gay pomps and processions that met her upon 
her entrance into the Valle\', and the magnificence with 
which the roads all along were decorated, did honour 
to the t;iste and gallantry of tlie young King. It was 
night when lliey approached the city, and, for the last 
tvto miles, tlicy had passed under arches, thrown from 
hedge to hedge, fi-stooned with only those rarest roses 
fr(»iii which the Attar Gul, more precious than gold, 
is distilled, and illuminated in rich and fanciful forms 
witli lanterns of the triple-coloured tortoise-ftiiell of 
Pegu. ( 1 35) Sometimes, from a d.irk woo<l by tlie side 
of the road, a display of fire-works would break out, so 
sudden and so brilliant, that a Bramin might think he 
saw that grove, in whose purple shade the God of 
Battles was bom, bursting into a flame at the moment 
of his birth. — While, at other times, a quick and playful 
irradiation continued to brighten all the fields and 
ganlcns by which they passiMl, forming a line of 
dancing lights along the horizon ; like tlie meteors of 
the north as they are se<-n by those hunters, (i36) who 
pursue the white an<l blue foxes on the confines of the 
Icy Sea. 

These arches and fire-works delighted the ladies of 
the princess exc<mlingly, and, with their nsiial goo<i 
logic, they deduced from Irs taste for illominaiious, 

' KadiBire be .Nnevr.— Fomtbk. 



that tlie King of Bucharia would make the most exem- 
plary husband imaginable. Nor, indeed, could I^la 
Rookh herself help feeling the kindness and splendour 
with which the young bridegroom welcomed her; — 
but she also felt how painful is the gratitude which 
kindness from those we cannot love excites; and that 
tlieir best blandishments come over the heart with all 
that chilling and deadly sweetness, which we can fancy 
in the cold odoriferous wind (137) that is to blow over 
tliis earth in the last days. 

The marriage was fixed for the morning after her 
arrival, when site was, for the first time, to be presented 
to the monarch in that Imperial Palace beyond the 
lake, called die Slialimar. Though a night of more 
wakeful and anxious tliought had never been passed in 
the Uappy Valley before, yet when she rose in the 
morning and her ladies came round her, to assist in 
the adjustment of the bridal ornaments, tli^y thought 
they had never seen her look half so beautiful. What 
slie had lost of the bloom and radiancy of her charms 
was more than made up by that intellectual expression, 
that soul in the eyes which is worth all tlie rest of 
loveliness. When they had tinged her fingers with the 
Henna leaf, an<l placed u^Kin her brow a small coronet 
of jewels, of the sliape worn by the ancient ^eens of 
Bucharia, they flung over her head the rose-coloured 
bridal veil, and she proceeded to llie barge that was to 
convey her across the lake ; — first kissing, with a 
mournful look, tlie little amulet of cornelian which her 
father had hung about her neck at parting. 

The morning was as fair as the maid upon whose 
nuptials it rose, and the sliiuing lake, all covered with 
boats, the minstrels playing upon the shores of the 
islands, and tlie crowded summer-houses on the green 
hills around, with shawls and biinners waving from 
their roofs, presented such a picture of animated re- 
joicing, as only she who was tlie object of it all, did 
not feel with tmnsport. To Lalla Rookh alone it was 
a melancholy pageant ; nor could she have even borne 
to look upon the scene, were it not for a hope that, 
among the crowds around, she might once more i>er- 
haps catch a glimpse of Feramorz. So much was her 
imagination haunted by this tliought, that tliere was 
scarcely an islet or boat she passed, at which her heart 
did not flutter with a momentary fancy that he was 
there. Happy, in her eyes, the liiuiiblest slave upon 
whom the light of his dear looks fell !— In the barge im- 
niedi.ilely after the Princess was Fadla<lnen, wiUi his 
silken curtains tlirov^n widely apart, that all might 
have the lienefit of his august -presence, and with his 
head full of the s|>eecli lie was to deliver to the King, 
•> concerning Feramorz, and literature, and theChabuk, 
as connected tlierewith.* 

They had now entered the canal which leads from 
the lake to the splendid domes and saloons of tlic Slia- 
limar, and glided on through gardens ascending from 
each bank, fulf of flowering shrubs that made the air 
all p4rrfume; while from tlie miildle r»f the canal rose 
jets ot water, smooth and unbroken, to such a dazzling 
height, that they stood like pillars of diamond in tlie 
siinshine. After sailing under the arches of various 
saloons, they at length arrived at the last and most 
magnificent, where the monarch awaited the coming 
of his bride; and such was the agitatiou of her heart 
and frame, that it was with difficulty she v^alked up 
the marble steps, which were covered with cloth of 
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gold for her ascent from the barge. At the end of the 
hall stood two thrones as precious as the Cerulean 
Throne of Koolburga, ( 1 38) on oneof which sat Aliris, the 
youthful King of Bucharia, and on the octier was, in a 
few minutes, to be placed the most beanliful Prmccss 
in the world. — Immediately upon the entrance of Lalla 
Rookh into die saloon, the monarch descended from 
his throne to meet her ; but, scarcely had he time to 
take her hand in his, wlien she screamed with surprise 
and fainted at his feet. It was Feraniorz himself iliat 
stood before her' — Feranion was, himself, the Sorc- 
reign of Buch.iria, who in lhisdi»guise had accompanied 
his young bride from l>elhi, and, having won her loi-u 
as an humble minstrel, now amply dusenrcd to enjoy it 
as a King. 

The consternation of Fadladccn at this discovery 
was, for the moment, almost pitiable. But change of 
opinion is a resource too convenient in courts for this 
experienced courtier not to have learned to avail him- 
self of it. Hn criticisms were all, of course, recanted 
instantly; he was seized with an admiration of the 
King's verses, as unbounded as, he bog(^ him to be- 
lieve, it was disinterested ; and the following week saw 
him in possession of an additional place, swearing by 
all the saints of Islam that never had there existed so 
great a poet as the Monarch, Aliris, and ready to pre- 
scribe hb favourite regimen of the Chahuk for every 
man, woman, and child that dared to thmk other- 
wise. 

Of the happiness of the King and Queen of Bucharia, 
after such a beginning, there can be but little doubt, 
and, among the lesser symptoms, it is recorded of Lalla 
Rookh, that, to the day of her death, in memory of 
their delightful journey, slie never called the King by 
any other name than Feramorz. 



NOTES. 



Note I, page i, col. i. 
Tatsi particulars of the visit of the King of Bucharia 
to Aurungzebe are found in Dow's History of IndostaUy 
vol. iii, p. 392. 

Note a, p;ige 1 , col. i . 
I Leila. 

r The mistress of Mejnoun, upon whose story so many 
romances, in all tiie languages of the East, are founded. 

Note 3, page 1, col. i. 

Shiriae. 
For tlte loves of this celebrated beauty witli Kliosrou 
and vk-ilh Ferhad, see ITUibbilot, Gibbo.i, OrieiUai Col- 
leetioiUt etc. 

Note 4, page i,col. i. 

DewilUr. 

• The history of the loves of Dewilde and Chizer, the 
son of the Kmperor Alia, b written in an elegant i>oem, 
by the noble Cliusero.a— Fxiishta. 

Note 5, page i,col. a. 
TboM iBtlgaJa of ibe Baperor's faroar, etc. 

• One mark of honour or knighthood bestowed by 
the emperor b tlie permi^ion to wear a small kettle^ 



drum at tlie bows of tbetr saddkii, wfaidi «i fint 
invented for the training of hawks, and to call ihea to 
tlie lure, and b worn in the field by aU ■portunai to 
tliatend.* — FiTBa*s TWcvelf. 

• Those on whom the king has conferred the privi- 
l<^e must wear an ornament of jewels on the right side 
of the turban, surmounted by a hi^h plume of the fea- 
thers of a kind of egret. Thb bird b found only ia 
Caslimeer, and the feathers are carefully collected for 
the king, who bestows them on hu noUet.i— Elfbis- 
stoxb's Jccount o/CaubmL 

Note 6, page 1, col. a. 
Kedar Ehaa, etc. 

• Khedar Khan, t)ie Kliakan, or King of Tun|nettaa 
beyond the Gihon (at tlie end of the eleventh century }. 
whenever he appeared abroad was preceded by snco 
hundred horsemen with silver batde-axes, and was fol- 
lowed by an equal number bearing maces of gold. He 
was a great patron of poetry, and it waa he who used to 
preside at public exercises of genius, with four bauas 
of gold and stiver by liim to distribute among the poen 
who excelled. >—RicHJkBDsoii's Disurimtiom prefind t§ 
his Dictionary, 

Note 7, page i,col. a. 

Tke gilt piae •pp i t. Me. 

• The kubdeh, a large golden knob, goienlly m dte 
shape of a pine-apple, on the lop of the canopy 
the litter or palanquin.* — Scorr's Jfoter on Ifca 
datiiuA. 

Note 8, page 1, col. a. 
The rotft-oolowed valla of Ae Prtaoess's Dosr. 
In the poem of Zohair, in the Mftfjh fc^f^ 
the following lively descriptiim of ■ 
maidens seated on camels :• — 

• They are mounted in carriages 
costly awnings, and with rose-coloared vrib^ die 
of which have the hue of crimson Andem^srood. 

• When they ascend from tlie boaom of tha vak 
they sit , forward on the saddle-dolht, with every 
mark of a voluptuous gaiety. 

■ Now, when tliey have reached the brink of job 
blue gushing rivulet, they fix the poica of tkor IBM 
like die Arab with a settled mansion.* 

Note 9, page 1, col. a. 
A 7oa>9 feoMle slave aai faaalaghar, ata. 
See Bemier's description of the attendnntt on 
chanaro-Bcgum in her progress lo rsshmcii, 

Note 10, page a, col. 1. 
KetifUm, of which ABreo|;«ebe WM • ■■bH«mi 
Thb hypocriucal Emperor would have 
thy asAociate of certain Holy Leagues. — ■ Ha bdd 
cloak of religion (says Dow) between hisaclioasaH 
vulgar ; and impiously thanked the Divinity for a 
cess which he owed to hb own wicked] 
was murdering aiul persecuting hb brothcn and 
familicK, he was building a magnificent 
Delhi, as an offering to God for hb assistance 
the civil \%an. He acted as high-priest ai die 
tion of this temple ; and made a practice of 
divine service dicre, in the humble dreM of a 
But when he lifted one hijnd lo ilie DiTiniiy, I 
the other, signed warrants for the sisaisiiiBliUM of 
ri.laiions.>— ifiitorjro^iliaiioJten, toL iii, p. SJS. 
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also the curious letter of AurungtdM, giYen in the Ori' 
€ntai CoUectionSy toL i, p. 3ao. 

Note II, page a, col. i. 

Tbe dUtmomdtejm of tb« Idol. eta. 

« The Idol at Jaghemat has two fine diamonds for 

eyes. No goldsmith is suffered to enter the Pagoda, 

one haring stole one of these eyes, heing Iqcked up all 

night with the Idol. « — Taveiniib. 

Note I a, page a, col. i. 
Gardens of Shellnar. 
See a description of these royal gardens in ■ An 
Account of the present State of Delhi, by Lieut W. 
Franklin, a — JsiaL I^eset^rch, vol. ir. p. 4' 7* 

Note 1 3, page a, col. i. 
Lake of Pearl. 

* In the neighbourhood is Notte Gill, or the Lake of 
Pearl, which receives this name from its pellucid wa- 
ter.* — PcRif ant's HindooHan. 

• Nasir Jung, encamped in the vicinity of the Lake of 
Tonoor, amused himself with sailing on that clear and 
beautiful water, and gave it the fanciful name of Motee 
Talab, ' the Lake of Pearis,' which it still retains.* — 
WiLKs's South of India, 

Note i4» page a, col. i. 
Deterlbed by oae froa the Islet of the West, ete. 
Sir Thomas Roe, Ambassador from James I to Je- 
hanguire. 

Note 1 5, page a, col. i. 

Loves of Waaak and Eira. 
■ The romance Wemakweasra, written in Persian 
irerse, which contains the loves of Wamak and Eaa, 
two celebrated lovers, who lived befmre the time of Ma- 
homet.* — Notes on the Oriental Tales. 

Note 1 6, page a, col. i. 
Of the fiiir-halred Zai, aad hie ailstreas. Bodahver. 
Their amour is recoimted in the Shah-Nameh of 
Ferdousi ; and there is much beauty in the passage 
which describes the slaves of Rodahver, sitting on the 
bank of the river and throwing flowers into the stream, 
in order to draw the attention of the yoimg hero, who 
is encamped on the opposite side. — See Gbamfion's 
TVniuIation. 

Note 17, page a, col. 1. 
The ooasbM of RosUb with tbe terrible White Deaoa. 

Rustam is the Hercules of the Penians. For the 
particulars of his victory over the Scpeed Deeve, or 
White Demon, see Oriental Collections, vol. ii, p. 45. — 
Near the city of Shiraiu is an immense quadrangubr 
monument in commemoration of this combat, called 
die Kelat-i-deev Sepced, or Castle of the White Giant, 
which Father Angelo, in his Gasophylacium Persicnm, 
p. I a7, declares to have been the most memorable mo- 
nument of antiquity which he had seen in Persia. — See 
OusKLn's Persian Miscellanies, 

Note 18, page a, coL 1. 
Their soMee aakleta. 

• The women of the Idol, or dancing-girls of the 
Pagoda, have little golden bells fastened to their feet, 
the soft, harmonious tinkling of which vibrates in uni- 
aoo with the exquisite mdody of their voices.* — Mau- 
msci's indian Antiquities, 

■ The Arabian coorteians, like the Indian women, 



have little golden bells fastened mond their legs, neck 
and elbows, to the sound of which they dance before 
the king. The Arabian princesses wear golden rings 
on their fingers, to which little bells are suspended, as 
in the flowing tresses of their hair, that their superior 
rank may be known, and they themselves receive in 
passing the homage due to them.*— See Calmbt's Dic- 
Uonary, art. Bells. 

Note ig, pages, col. a. 
That delidoos oplan, etc 
• Abou-Tige, ville de la Th^bai'de, odl il croit beau- 
coup de pavott noirs, dont se fait le meilleur opium.*— 
D'HiasiLOT. 

Note 30, page a, col. a. 
That Idol of woosea, Crltbaa. 
■ He and the three Ramas are described as youths of 
perfect beauty; and the Princesses of Hindustan were 
all passionately in love with Grishna, who continues to 
this hour the. darling god of the Indian women.* — 
SiK W. JoNXS, on the Gods of Greece, Italy, and 
India. 

Note a I, page a, col. a. 
Tbe sbawl-goat of Tibet. 
See Tuihkb's Embassy for a description of this ani- 
mal, • the most beautiful among the whole tribe of 
goats.* The material for the shawls (which is carried 
to Cashmere) is foimd next the skin. 

Note a 2, page 2, col. a. 

Tbe relied Prophet of Kborassaa. 

For the real history of this impostor, whose original 

name was Hakem ben Haschem, and who was called 

Mokanna firom the veil of silver gauze (or, as others 

say, golden) which he always wore, see iyHxABBi<OT. 

Note a3, page a, col. a. 

Flowrets aad fralu blosh orer every streaat. 

« The fruits of Meru are finer than those of any 

other place : and one cannot see in any other city such 

palaces, with groves, and streams, and gardens.* — Em 

Uaukal's Geography. 

Note a4) page 3, col. 1. 

For, fhr leM laatlBOos, hU voMrles said. 
Were erea the sleeass, atlracaloaslj sbed 
O'er Moasea's <^eeh. 

• Ses disciples assimiient qu'il se couvrait le visage 
pour ne pas ^blouir ceux qui I'approchaient par I'^cbt 
de son visage comme Hoyse.* — D'Hbkbblot. 

Note a 5, page 3, col. i. 
la hatred to the Caliph's bee of eight. 

• II faut remarqiler ici, touchant les habits blancs des 
disciples de Hakem, que la cotileur des habits, des coif- 
fum et des ^ndards des Khahfes Abassides ^tant la 
noire, ce chef de rebelles ne pouvait pas en choisir une 
qui lui fut plus oppos^.* — lyHxaBBLor. 

Note a6, page 3, col. i. 
JaToltas of the light Katbataa reed. 

• Our dark javelins, exquisitely wrought of Kathaian 
reeds, slender and delicate.* — Poem ofAmru. 

Note a 7, page 3, col. i. 
Fill'd with the steau that blooa oa Iroa's rivers. 
The Peisians call this pUnt Gaz. The celebrated 
shaft of bfcndiar, one of their ancient heroes, was 
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I made of it. — •Noiliiiif; atn \te more }>eautiful than the 
iip|Mnr.mc« of thin plant in flowcT Hiirinj; the rain« on 
ihc iMnkii of rivefn, where it is usually interwoven with 
a lovely twinini; a«*lepiaK.« — Sm W. Jonks, Botanical 
ObaervntioHM on Selret Indian Plants. 

Nolo a8, pnfje 3, rol. i. 

Lile ■ rlienar-lrro i;roTp. 

The orieninl pl.inr. ■ The chrfnnr i» a ileli(;htful tree, 

\i<s Imle in of a fiin* white ami Mmooth 1>ark ; and its 

foliaijc, whirli i;rowM in a tuft at the summit, is of a 

hri(;ht (■ri-'on.-' — MonienN Travels. 

Niilr 21), p;i{;c 3, rol. a. 

Wiib tarliao'il ht^ilt, of every hur and race, 
Ikmini; l-rfitre that tcII'iI an<i awful face, 
Likp lulip-lMNJ*. 

• Thif name of iln: tulip is said to he of Turkitth ci- 
trartion, and (;ivrM to the flower on account of its re- 
kenihhni; a turban. » — Becxman's History of inventions. 

Nnif 3o, |»a(fe 3, rol. a. 

Wiih J*li of broiH"rM rra|«, 
AihI fur-lHMin<i iKtnn"! of lludiariaa thape. 

• The inlMliitaii(*( nf Durluria wear a round rloili 
lionnrt, klia[ird niurh afliT the Polish fashion. ha\iii;; 
a lar|;if fur Imrd'T. Tiuiy tic their kaftms about (lin 
uiiildlr with a |;irdli' of a kiuil of Kilk cnqtc, R4:vcrd 
tiuirs round thclMidy.ii — //rroiiiif of independent Tar- 
tary, in IMnkkrto^'s Collection. 

Noh: 3i. |)a{;o 3, col. a. 

WaTf^, likr ihr win;;* of ihf> wliilr hinl« that fan 
Hit fljlait ilimne of ttar-iannht Soltaan. 

Tliis wonderful throne was calU'<l the Stir of the 
Genii. For a fidl description of it, see the Frai^nieut 
translated by CvpT.vi?t Fii\NKLi<f, from a PiTsian MS. 
entitled ■ The History of Jerusalem :■ Oriental Col- 
lections^ vol. i, p. 33S. — When Solomon travelh^i, the 
eastern writers sjiy, • he luul n carjM't of (;recn silk on 
which hist throne was plac***!, buiu(; of a protli(;ious 
lrn(;th and lirvadlh, and Kuffu-ieut for all his forces to 
KtUid ii|xin. the nu'U placin|; ihenisulvos on his ri(;lit 
haiitl anil tliir spirits on liis left; and that, when all 
were in order, (lie>\ind. al bis command, liNtk up the 
c.ii|>i-t, aiiil ir.nisporli'fl it. with all that were upon it. 
wherever lie ple.tsisl ; the anuv of binls at llie Kinie 
lime lKii)(; over their hc.ul^. autl fonuio}; a kiihl of 
e.iiiopv to sh.uli' ilii:m fioiu tlh* suii.» — Sale's iTuniii, 
Mil ii, p. 7i.\, note. 

Note 3?. jM{;e i. col. i. 

Tliuiii,;h b:ibv a |iro|-hi*i » brr.i«t. 
This IS ,iivordin|; ti» IVMerbeloi's acc<iunt of the doc- 
irinrs of Mokamia ; *■ S.i doclnn«' elait ipie hieii avait 
pris unc furnie ei lii;un* hiimaine depiiiA t]'uil out com- 
ni.imie aux An|;es d'ad.trer Adam, le pn*micr ties 
honiin«<s. Oti'.ipr«'-« l.i mort «l'.ltlaiu, hieii rtait .ip|uni 
MMis I.I lijjiiii' di* plusieurt l*n»|»heles el auln's pr.uids 
lionunes iiii'd a\.iit clioisit. jiis4|ir.i iv ipi'il prii celle 
d'. Villi Moslem, IV nice de KIiiumsmu. Knpiel pnif^-s^kjui 
I'eireiir tie la Ten.issiikbiah on Meteiu)isvchiiv ; et 
i|ii'apii^> la mort dc «e Piince, la Hi^inite etail p.i>'O0. 
el «l«>cendiii> « u vi |h'i>miui)<v ■ 

Noll' '**?*. |Mjie 7. rol I 

Sa- li limit a* hi* 
WKt>ai Inilia *mr^*K '^ ■••nkry lirity. 

• XiH-s lie in many i«.uis of India hijjhly \i.>ncrati^i. 



fNit of respect to the God of HanDUiuii, ■ deity p>r- 
takiuf; of the form of that race.- Phnaict's Hin- 
doostan. 

See a ciirioiu account ia Stiphb:i's Persia of a «v. 
lemn emltasKy from some part of ttie Indies to On, 
when the PortiigucM* were there, offering rasl ire.v 
stires for the recovery of a monkey's tooth, whirb 
they held in f;rcat veneration, and wluch had Iimb 
taken away u|>on the cooquett of the kingdoni of Jafi»- 
napatan. 

Note 34, page 7, col. 1. 

- Proad tklags off day. 
To who« if Ladfer. aa graadaaa My. 
Hefaied, ihouf.b ai ih« tbrfaii of ll«««ea'a Ilffhi, 
To brad ia worship, Ladfer «aa riQliU 

This resolution of Fblis not to arknowled)>e the ne^ 
creature, man, was, according; to Malinmelan traditim- 
thus adoptetl : « Tlie eanh (whtcli God had irlecied 
for the materials of his work) wa» carried into Araliij. , 
10 a place between Mecca and Tayef, where, bcinf 
lirst kneaded by the angels, it wan afterwards fashieocJ 
by God himiclf into a human form, and left to An 
for the space of fortv da)"s, or, a» other* »ay, a» ntiin' j 
years ; the ant^els in the me;tn time, often VTsiliiwj il, 
ami r.blis fthen one of the an(;els nearcftt to God*» pnr- ' 
.seiice, afterwards the devil) among tlie re»t ; bnt hf, ■ 
not contented with looking at it, lucked it with hi« ^ 
foot till it riiuf;, and knowin{; God designed that cm- 
tun; to be his superior, tf>ok a secret resolution ncicr ' 
to acknowledge him as such.*— Sai.s on the Eoran. 

Note 35. page 7, col. a. 

Ikliere noutt bat prlr«t< am prlvlleg*' ** ttmits 
!■ thai H*l Bairbl« of whirh Gods SM 1 



The material of which images of Gandma (the Bir- ; 

man Oeilv) is made, is held sacred. « Birmans nuy - 

not purchase the marble in mass, but aro aufferod, and . 

indecfl encouraged, to buy figures of the Deity ready j 
made.- — Stmb's .^1**1, vol. ii, p. 376. 

Xote 36, page 8, col. a. 

Thr paoy hlpj that dnrm, wiih teaalaf hua, 
Withio the cruiwJi!r'«streuh'dJawt to rowe. 

The humming-bird is R.iid to run this risk for tlnr ; 
piirptMf of piekiiii* the crtM^odile's teeth. The Hiiiu>- . 
eireii instance is relatnl of the lapvni^, as a Fact i" 
\\liich he was witness, by Pacl Ldcas, Fajrmgi fail en ■ 
1714. 

Note 37. piige 9, col. a. 
Sane ariiitt of Yantcbeoa haria* baaa aeal ob prsvioaily. 
• The Feast of Lin terns is ccUsbrated aC Yamicheoa 

I with more ma{;niriceuce than any where eUc ; and the , 
ri-|>on goes, that the illuminalinns tluse are sosplea- 
did, that an Kmpcror unce, not daring openly to leave ) 
his court to go thither, committed hinuidf, with the ' 
ipMi-n anil strvoral princesses of hb family, into tlif 
lianiK of a ni.if.ician. who promiseil to traiuport ihrm 
thither in a trice, lie maiie litem in the night to ascetMl 

; mat'iiiticent thnmes that were home up hr smiwk ' 
which in a momt^t arrived al YamtcheoM. The Fjn- 
pcntr saw at his leisurx> all ilie solemnity, being canrieil 
iipi^n a cloud that hm-i'red over the city, and desccBilvil 

'. liy dei;n'es; anil c.iroe luck again with the tamespctil , 

I and e«iuip.i^;e. nobiMy at court perceiving hit 
— The present ftatt of Chimm^ p. i56. 
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Kate 38, page 9, coL 2. 
AvtUcial laiBwiti of bam b oo-w o rt. 
Tiption of the nuptials of Vizier Alee in the 
tmml Keyister of i8o4< 

Xoie 39, page 9, col. 3. 
•<m of tboM baiAttk ChiocM illamlMUoM. 
pv ascribe it to an accident that happened 
iT of a famous mandarin, whose dau{;hter, 
r rvrning upon the shore of a lake, fell in 
ivDtr<l ; this afflicted father, with bis family, 
. and, the better to find her, he caused a 
w^ <if UnlerDS to be Jiphted. All the inha- 
ib« pLice thronged after him with torches. 
nMiing they made fires apon the shores the 
tbry continued the ceremony erery year, 
If bled bin laniem, and by degrees it com- 
D a custom.* — Prtsent SiuU of China. 

?(otc 40, page 10, col. 1. 
Tb« ftobol't jociy dyit. 
f these ladies,* says Shaw, • take themselves 
ichrly drcMed, till they have tin^^ed the hair 
if their eye-lids with the powder of lead-ore. 
kw opcraiiou is performed by dipping; first 
«der a small woodt-u bodkin of the thickness 
amd th«>n drawing it afterwanls through the 
V the ball of the eye, we sliall hare a lively 
■Ivft the prophet (Jcr. ir, 3o) may be sup- 
ean by rendiny the eyes uiitii painting. This 
BO doubt, of great antiquity ; for, besides ! 
r aJnjd-v taken notice of. we find that where ! 
uid (1 Kings, ix, 3o) to have painted her 
riginal words are, she adjusted her eyes udth 
ref lead-ore.' — Shaw's Travels. 

5oie ^i, page 10, col. 2. 

Drop 

M tWcardcot, draali wlib that awwl food. 

in adds, that while tlie birds of Paradise lie m 
aitd state, the emmets come and eat off their 
that lienco it is they are said to have no feet. 

Note 43* page * ii col. 2. 
I Aty ««ro capUvM to tka Eiag of Flowers. 
itfcfre d if till tlie King of Flowers should 
tlvosie of enamelled foliage.* — The Bahar- 

5oie 4^* P^c 1 1, col. 3. 
I li|bt, QoUca dMia-work rooad ber bair, ote. 
f the liead-«lreMcs of the Persian women is 
of a li^ht golden chain-work, set with small 
lb a thin gold plate pendant, aboat the big- 
itrwD-piece, on which is impressed an Arabian 
fed which hangs upon the cheek, below the 
■Wit's Travels. 

Xole 44* P^^ 1 1« col. 2. 
TWaaidsof Y«m1. 
■It llie women of Yeztl are the handsomest 
hoiia. Tlie proverb is, that to live liappy a 
K bave a wtfe of Ycid, eat the bread of Yei- 
I dfak the wine of Shirai.a — TatKiiiiii. 

Tittle 4^. page 12, col. 2. 
Aad bM laaiiaf eyot— ob : ibey reiealile 
•It aaM i l Uiaa. 

■e waatOQ eyes resemble blue wator-lilies, agi- 

<•» bfVcae.— — i4TADBVA. 



Note 46, page i3, col. i. 
To ■■<• spOB tbo |ilcuu«0 tbat baoi roood. 
It has been generally supposed that the Mahometans 
prohibit all pictures of animals; but Torderini shows 
that, though the practice is forbidden by the Koran^ 
(hey are not more averse to painted figures and images 
than other people. From Mr Murphy's work, too, we 
find that the .Arabs of Spain had no objection to the in- 
troduction of figures inio painting. 

Note 47> pagtt i^« col. 1. 

Like bor own rsdiaai plaaet of ibo we»i, 
Wbote orb wbea baif rvtIroJ look* loTeltett '. 

This is not quite astronomically true. « Dr lladley 
(says Keil) has shown that Venus is brightest when she 
is about forty degrees removed from the sun ; and that 
thcu but only a fourth part of her lucid disk is to be 
seen from the earth.* 

Note 4^1 page i3, col. 1. 

Wltb ber tnm Saba's bower*, ia wboee brigkt eyot 
Be read, tkai to be blew'd is to be wbe. 

« In the palace which Solomon ordered to lie built 
against the arrival of the Queen of Saba, the floor or 
pavement was of transparent glass, laid orer running 
water in which fish were swimming.* This led the 
(}ueen into a very natural mistake, which the Koran 
has not thouglit beneath its dignity to commemorate. 
« It was said unto her, Fjiter the palace. And when 
she saw it she imai^incd it to he a great water ; and she 
discovered her legs by lifting up her robe to pass 
through it Whereupon Solomon said to her. Verily, 
this is the place evenly floored with glass.*— Chap. 37. 

Nole 49« pngc i3, col. 1. 
Zoleika. 
M Such was the name of Potiphar's wife, according 
to the nira, or chapter of the Alcoran, which contains 
the history of Joseph, and which for elegance of style 
surpasHes evrry othrr of the Prophet's books; some 
Arabian writers also call her Rail. Tlie passion which 
this frail lieauty of antiquity conceived for her yotmg 
Hebrew slave has given rise to a much-esteemed poem 
in the Persian language, entitled Yusef van ZeUkka^h^ 
Notutiddin Jami ; the manuscript copy of which, in the 
Bodleian Library at Osfbrd, b supposed to be the finest 
in the whole world.* — Note upon Xott's TrmndeUion 
ofHafex. 

Note 5o, page i5, col. 1. 

Tbe apples of IsUabar.'. 

« In the territory of lstk;ihar tliere is a kind of apple, 
half of which is sweet and half sour.i*— Esn Uauial. 

Note 5i, page i5. col. 1.' 

Tbey saw a yooag lliadoo giH upoa the beak. 

For an account of this ceremony, see Giandfib'* 
royaye in the Indian Ocean. 

Note 52, piige i5, col. 3. 

Tbe OiOB-uiU. or Sea of Stars. 

• The place where the Whjingho, a river of Tibet, 
rises, and when' there are inon> th.in a hundred springs, 
which sp.trkle like stan ; whence it is Cidled Ilotunnor. 
that is, tl»e Sea of Stars. »—i>efcrij»tion of Tibet in 

Pl.'VKBirOR. 
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Note 53, pafpe 1 5, col. i, 

ThU CJty af W«r, which, ia a few abort toan, 
Ilaih spraaf ap here. 

• The Lescar, or Imperial Camp, is divided, like a 
regular town, into iiqaareA, alley*, and streets, and from 
a risiDg (proimd fumiahcs one of the most agreeable 
prospects in the world. Starting ap in a few hours in 
an uninliabited plain, it raises the idea of a city built 
bv enchantmcnL Even those who l^re their houses 
in cities to fuUow the prince in his progress are fre- 
quently so charmed with the Lcscar, when situated 
in a beautiful and convenient place, that they cannot 
prrrail with thenselves to remove. To prevent this 
inconvenience lo tlic court, t\ui Emperor, after suf- 
ficient time is allowed to the tradesmen to follow, 
orders them to be burnt out of their tents.* — Dow^s 
Bim4osian. 

Colonel Wilks gives a lively picture of an Eastern en- 
campment — « His camp, like that of most Indian ar- 
mies, exhibited a motley collection nf covers from the 
scorching sun and dews of the night, variegated accord- 
ing to the taste or means of each individual, by exten- 
sive encloftures of coloured calico surrounding superb 
suites of tents ; by ragged cloths or blankets stnrlclied 
over sticks or branches; palm-leaves hastily spread over 
similar sup|K>rt» ; handsome tents and sptondid cano|)ics; 
liorKS, oxen, elephants, and camels; oil intermixed 
wiiliout any exterior mark of order or design, except 
the flags of tlie chiefs, which usually mark the centres 
of a congeries of these masses ; the only regular part of 
Che encampment being the streets of shops, each of 
which is constructed neariy in the manner of a booth 
at an English fair.a — BUtorical Sketches of the 5<mthof 
India. 

Note 54, page 1 5, col. 2. 
Aad eaowlt. iafi«d o>r with Veaea't ttaella. 

« A, superb camel, ornamented with strings and tufts 
ofsmall shells. a—ALi Bit. 

Note 55, page i5, col. a. 

The tiakliac throasi 
Of ladaw caaeU, aad ihoirdriTen' utmgt. 

« Some of the camels have Ih-11s about their necks, 
and snmc about their logs, like those which our carriers 
put about ihirir fore-horses' necks, which, together with 
the servantx (who belong to tlie camitU, and travel on 
I fool), Kinging all night, niak<> a pleasant noi»e, .ind the 
I jourm-y p.iM4.-K away delightfully." — Pitt's Account of 
I t/ie Mahometans. 

• Tlie camrl-driver follows the camels singing, and 
sometimes playing; upon hw pipe ; tlu: louder he sings 
aiul pipes, the faster tlie camels go. >'ay, they will 
»tand still when hcgivi^ over liis niii»ic.« — Tavebthei. 

"Soic 5G. page 16, col. 2. 

Hot flk that criBtoa baie 
By which ih« pru»irai« carsTaa is awed. 

Savary says of the south win«l, which blows in Egypt 
from February to May, • Sonietiim's it appears only in 
the shape nf an impetuous whirlwind, whicli passes 
rapidly, ami is fatal to tlic traveller surprified in the 
middle of the deserts. Torrents of burning sand roll 
Ix-fore it. the finnament is envelo|)c<i in a tliick veil, 
and the sun appears of tin* colour of blood. Sometimes 
whole caravans are buried in it. * 



Note 57, pifj^ iS, coL a. 
-.TtopUlw'dtl 



Of 

• There were said to be luder this Throne or Palace 
c»f Khosrou Parvis a hundred tkuIib filled with trea- 
sures so immense, that tome lUhometui writen tell 
us, their Prophet, to encourage Im disciples, carried 
them to a rock, which at his coounand opened, and 
gave tbem a prospect through it of ^die tw»r»i of 
KboHOU.*— I^iuverMl History, 

Role 58, page 18, coL a. 

Aad ihay hahaU sa orh, a^pla aad hrSgfcs. 
Bka fraa *a Holj WaU. 

We are not told more of thb trick of the Imposior 
than that it was • une machine, qu'il disait Hn la 
lune.w According to Richardson, the miracle is perpe- 
tuated in Nekschcb. — • Xaksliab, the name of a dty 
in Transoxiania, where they say there is a wdl. ia 
which the appearance of the moon is to be seen night 
and day.* 

Note 5(), page j 8, coL 3. 
Oa for the laaipe *ac light yea Mry ■ m i. 

The tentt of princes were generally illi 
Xorden tells us that the tent of the Bey of GkjgB 
distinguished from the other tents by forty lanlenu 
being suspended before it — See lUiMBB't Okm 1 uafiiei 
OH Job* 

Note 60, page 19, coL 3. 
Eaglaec of haroe ia, aahaowa haiaTCu 

That they' knew the secret of the Greek fire amoag 
the Mussulmans eariy in the eleventh cen tu ry appeals 
from Dow's Account of Uamood I. • When he arrived 
at Moultan, finding that tlie country of the Jils wasdc^ 
fended by great rivers, he ordered fifteen hundred bean 
to l>e huilt, each of which he armed with ux iron spikes. 
projecting from their prows and sides, to prercnt ibcir 
iieing boarded by the enemy, who were very evpcrt ia 
lliat kind of war. When he had launched this tieec, 
ho ordered twenty archers into each boat, and five oihen 
with fire-balls, to bum the craft of the Jits, and Depths 
to set the whole river on fire.* 

The aynee aster, too, in Indian poems, the 
ment of Fire, whose flame cannot be esti 
supposed to si(;nify the Greek Fire. — See Wilks's 
of India, vol. i, p. 471.— And in the curious Javan 
poem, the Brata Fudha, given by Mr llArrixs in his 
History of Java, we find, • He aimed at tlte heart of 
Soeu with the sharp-pointed Weapon of Fire.* 

The mention of gunpowder as in use amoi^ the An- 
l:ians, long before its supposed discovery in Europe, is 
introduced by Kbn Fadhl, the Egyptian geognfher, 
who lived in the thirteenth century. « Bodiea,* he says 
« in the form of scorpions, bound round and filled with 
nitrous powder, glide along, making a geoilc noise; 
then, exploding, they li(;hten, as it were, and bum. 
But there are others which, cast into the air, sticfch 
along like a cloud, roaring horribly, as thunder roan. 
and on all sides vomiting out flames, bunt, bum, and 
reduce to cinders, whatever comes in their way.* The 
historian Ben Ahdalla, in speaking of the u tgt* of 
.Vbulualid in the year of tlie liegira 712, saya, ■ A ficrr 
globe, by means of combustible matter, with a nighty 
noise suddenly emitted, strikes witli the force ot 
lighming, and shakes tlie citadd.a— ^See ihe 
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jlrab. Rispan, in the Appendix to 
Literarj Bistory of the Middle .Ages. 

MtefBT, •* twmm a kiadlad oaptha foaat. 
vf% jieeomnt of the Sprimgt of NmphXha at 
-h m called by Lieutenant Pottinger Joala 
r ike flntmiag Mouth)^ taking ^e and run- 
e tea. fV Cool I, in his Journal^ mentions 
JD (jrcamia, strongly impregnated witli this 
e oil, from whicli inues boiling wutur. 
IT weather,* be adds, • was now very cold, 

of these wells of hot water produced near 
nrdare aad flowers of spring.* 
irrr Wabi?ic sap tliat naptba is used by the 

mc are lold it was in bell, for lamps. 

Many a row 
M atarry laaipa sad blatlsf cmMU, fad 
miek aaptka aaaasphaltM. yialdad lifte 
SttlTMiaafcy. 

5(ole 6t, page si, coL. i. 

■ mtm yM ciu«ra ia lb* »hada— 't Is lii'd 
IS fewraiaf drwfs, for Ibit last hoardittill'd. 

LA Ju ptkifion dans le vin ii tons scs gens, et sc 

me ensuitv daus unc cuvc picine de drogues 

rt consumaotes, afin qu'il ne restat rien de 

nbrcs de son corps, et que couz qui rcstaient 

posKnt croire qu'il etait monte au ciel, cc 

iqua pas d'arrirer. « — D'IUib i lot. 

Note 43, page 22, col. i. 
■ie**> ^* tboM of Sasageas was, of coarse, ioipossible. 
tcbrity of Maxagong is owing to its mangoes, 
rrrtainly the bent fruit I ever tasted. The 
t, from which all those of tliis species bare 
id, is hoffiourcd during tlie fruit season by a 
rpoys; and, in tlic reign of Shah Jelian, cou- 

■ Uataooed between Delhi and tlic Malirutta 
emrr an abundant and fresli supply of man- 
he royal tabic* — Mrs Giaham's Journal of a 
'■• Imdis. 

Xote 64, page aa, col. i . 
■is iaa aaiiqaa poreelala. 
i porreLitn is found in digging, and « if it is 
M is Dot became it has acquired any new dc- 
raaiy in the earth, but because it h<is retained 
I beauty; and this alone is of great import- 
hina. where they give large sums for tlie small- 



tlic featliers of the humma, according to the practice of 
his family.* — Wiles's South of India. He adds in a 
note: — » The humma is a fabulous bird. The bead over 
which its sliadow once passes will assuredly be circled 
wiih a crown. The splendid little bird, suspended over 
tlie throne of Tippoo Sultaun, found at Seringapatam 
>n 1799* ^*^ intended to represent this poetical fancy.* 

Note 66, page aS, col. 2. 
Wbosa words, lik« tbosa oa tba Writtea Xoaauia. last tor erar. 

• To the pilgrims to Mount Sinai we must attribute 
the inscriptions, 6gurcs, etc. on those rocks, wliicli have 
from thence acquired the name of die Written Moun- 
tain.* — VoLiiiT. M. Gebelin and others have been at 
much pains to attach some mysterious and important 
meaning to these inscriptions; but Miebuhr, as well as 
Volney, thinks' that they nnist have been executed at 
idle hours by the travellers to Mount Sinai, • who were 
satisfied witli cutting the unpolislicd rock witii any 
pointed instrument; adding to their names and the 
dale of their journeys some rude figures which bespeak 
(he hand of a people but little skilled in the arts.* — 

NlISUHftb 

Note 67, page a3, col. a. 
FroB iho darkkyadaih, towbicb Hafra ooaiparaiUsBbirMs'sbair. 
Sec Nott's llafn. Ode v. 

Note 68, page aS, col. a. 
To tbe Cimalati, by wbose rosy biossoais the beavea of ladla is 

soeaied. 

• The C^malata (called by Linnapus, Ipomca) is tlie 
most beautiful of its order, both in the colour and form 
of its leaves and flowers; its elegant blossoms are * ce- 
lestial rosy red, Love's proper hue,* and have justly pro- 
cured it the name of C^malati, or Love's Creeper.* — 
Sir W. Jon IS. 

> C^malaia may also mean a mythological plant, by 
whicli all desires are (^ntcd to such as iidiabit the 
heaven of India ;7nn(l if ever flower was wortliy of I*a- 
radisc, it is our charming Ipoma^a.* — Ih. 

Note 69, page i3, col. a. 

Tbat Flower>loTiao Myaipb, viImmb tbey workbip ia tbe teaiples of 

Kalbay. 

- According to Fatlier Premare, in his tract on Clii- 
ncse Mythology, the motlier of Fo-^i was tlie daughter 
j of Heaven, sumamed Flower-loving ; and as the nymph 
I was walking alone on the bank of a river, she found 
; herself encircled by a rainbow, after which site liccame 
j pregnant, and, at the end of twelve years, was delivrrc«l 



I which were used under the ennpcrors Van 

t. who«ip«> many ages lH..f«re U,e dynasty ^f^'^^V.^HanraHhe^riif^.-^YunViV 

SI which time porcelain began to be used by 

r«n • {about the year 44^)* — noNR's CMec- 

viouf Ohtermationt^ etc. — a bad translalion of 

IS nf the Leftrti Edifantes et Curieuses of the 

y Jesuits. 



Nolo 70, pagr 7.^, rol. i. 

Oa ibe lila«« lloiwrr, whicli --Rranios uy — 
Dlooas BO wberv bat ia Paradise. 



Note 65, page a3, col. i. 

bird, whicb fios always ia the air. 
a bird peculiar to tlie F.ast. It is sup- 



• The BrahmiDH of Uiis pro\iiice insist that tlie blue 
Campac flowers onlr a ParadiM.-. • Sir W. JuTits. It 
! appears, however, fmm a cimous leiter of ih«- Sulun 
! of .Menangrabow. piven by MarmU-n, that oni- plaro dii 
earth may lay rlaiin to the posM-M(i«in of if. » T1ii!« is the 
iv cousiantty in the air, and never touch the Miltan, ulio keeps ihe flower Champaka thai is blue, 
it '» looked upon as a bird of happy omcu; j and to he found in no other country but bw, being )il- 
every head it overshadcs will in time wear a |ow elsewhere.* — Marsdkm's Sumntra. 

'ftKlABIMOa. I _. 

•enus of alloDce made by Fuuel Oola Khan : ^"«*^ ^ » . P "Ce »4. « «' « 

er . M 1 760, one of the stipulations was. . that « »^m>* "^"^ '»•« »•'«'• "' ftttmmf •« . 

i hiVe tlie dMtinction of two honorary aUi-iid- IlitHUtrus mentions the IsU- ttf Pandiaia. lo ihe stHilh 
i^Mf behiod liim, holding fans composed of of .\rahia Felix, where there was a temple of Jupilrr. 

n 
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This island, or rather cluster of ttle», has dnap|icared, 
. Mink (wy* GmASDPRfc) in U»c »hym made by the fire 
beneath their foundation*. • — ro/«j« to rt« Indian 
OeemH' 

Note 71, page 24, col. a. 

Wh^yt» air U ImIm ; «bo«e ooe«« tprMdi 

O'er coral rOi-k«aaJ aabcr I>«1«; etc. 
. It is not like the Sea of Indu, whose hoitoiu is rich 
willi pcarU and anibtTf,ri», wliosc mouiitaiiin «»f the 
coast arc stort-d with i;old and precious slonc*, whow 
gulfs breed creature* tliat yield ivor^', and anions the 
planU of whose shores are ebony, red-wood, and the 
wood of Hairun, aloes, camphor, cloves, kandal-wooil, 
and all other spices and aromatics; ys\u:tc {uirrots and 
peacocks are birds of tlie forest, and musk and civtrt 
are collected uptm llic lands.* — Trnvel% of Two Mahom- 
medans. 

Note 73, page 24. col. 2. 

Tby pilUr'J thaJr^. 

In ibr CroMBil 
The l«Bdf>d twig* take root, and dancbtf-r* |;mw 
Aboni ibff BotlicT trw, a f.iUar'4$kadf. 
Ulgb orrr^rcb'd. aad f^boinj walk* l«tw<4>n. 

For a particular des^rripiion and pl.ili* of ilic R.inyjin- 
tn*, Mc CoRDiTiiiR's CeyloH. 

Note 74, paue 24, col. 2. 
Tbj Moaartha aad their iboaaand thrnnra. 
• With ihiH immense tmisure M.imu<Hl r.-tnrnrd to 
Ghisni, and, in the year 400, prepan"*! a nntriiifir.riii 
1 festi\-al. where he disjdayetl to the people hi* wo.ilih 
in (jolden thrones .nnd in oiIi.t orn.imiMils. in n pre.it 
plain uilhiMit the city of (lliizni.-— KEmsBT\. 

Note 75, paj',0 3 5, r<»l. 1. 

niotAl Iik« llii.', 
Tot lilifrly -be.!, m> In^ly it. 

Olijerlioiis iii.iy he iii.ule lo my \\>*- of lin- word li- 
IhtIv, in'tlii*and nion- »-s;»iri.»lly in «l»'" «<>r\ iIkjI fo!- 
lovss il, .«s lotally in.i|ipli<MMc to any state of tiling 
that lias i-vi-r existed in the Kast ; hut tlHin;;li 1 e.itini»t, 
t»f eoiipK-, mean l«> eniplo\ il in thai eiilaijMil and iiohji' 
sens*' v»,liieli is m> ^^l•U undiTstinKl in the |ir.>v:nl da\. 
and, I i;neve to vi>. m> litll.- aefeil upfin. yet it is no 

■ dt*parn);enieiii to ilie wonl l«» ajiplv it l<» I'lat national 

■ imlependenre, ihal fn-eilom from tli«" intei fen-nee ami 
J rlicialion of foreigner*, >^iihf>ut wliieli. indeeil. no li- 
1 l»erty of anv kind ean exist, and for^^hieh Ixith llindwi* 
' and l*ei>ian» fon|;ht .-t(;ainsl their Mussulman inv.iilent 

vtith, in many ease*, a bravery that dtSiT^ed nuich W\- 
Icr »urc«.»». 

Note 7^, |wt;c 2 5, col. 1. 
Afrir't Lanar Moaniain*. 

• Somelimi*s calUil,»» says JiCSSOM, - Jihhel Kumrie, 
or the while or lunar-colountl mount;iinH: mi a wliitt* 
horse i* calleil by the ,\rahian» a moon-col ouretl hor»e.> 

Note 77. |M|;e 2 5, eol. a. 

OnU ibr tirnv hjjcna ktalk* 
Tbruu^biiui ihf (it>'» dea<ilai«< «alk«. 

. l^ondai \%ai«full of liveiMS, from llie time it tiinied 
dark till ill"' dawn of da\. Mrkinj; the iliffereiit pieees 
of !ilati|;hleri-d earease^ whieh this eiiicl .mil unelean 
pcopl«' eY)HiM' in the slri*ets without hvri.il, and who 
firmlv ltelii'\e that iIii*m* animals ure Fala^^lita from the 
nei|;hlMMiTin(; niountiin*>, iransfi»rmrd by ma|;ie. nnd 



come dovn to eat hunun flesh io the ilark ia safely.* 

— Ubccb. 

Note 78, page 36, col. i. 
Bat aw.— who )«id«r eosoa. 
1 hi« circumstance has been often iDlroduced inlu 
poetry ;— by Vtnrentius Fabriciiis,by I)arw-iD,aiMl bldy \ 
with very powerful effeet, by Mr Wikoa. 

Note 79f page 27, col. 1. 

Tb« wild beea of PsWrtiae. 

« ^Yild l>ees, frequent in PalestiDC, in bolloiw cnuk« 

or branches of trees, and the clefU of rocks. 1 bus it 

is said (l>»alni 81), ^fconrr ont of ike tt^ny r«c4.» Bri- 

Dii s Oriental Customs. 

Note 80, pajTc 27, col. 1. , 

A«d, JorJan. iboae aweet baaha of ihiae, 
Aad woods ao fall of aiukiiafalaa. 

* The river Jortlan is on both sides Ytetti with liiUe, 
thick and fileaunt woods, among which ihouMods of 1 
ni(;htini;ales warble all to^'ethcr.* — Tmbtesot. 

Note 81, pa{^e 27, col. a. 1 

Oa the briah 

or a •mall laiarH'a rattle fbaat. 

ulmaivt, hospice 011 on logc el nourril, (jrati*, k-* 
pt'Ieriiv* iROidant trois jours.* — Toderini^ tramslaiedln 
thr AnBF pe Cora>AND. ^h: also (jlstu.IJ^?i's .V»ar» i 
de\ OthomanSf torn, v, p. i45. 

Nol«r 82, page 27, col. 2. 

Tb<> Ikiv bat tlartMl from tb« bed 
or nnwcri, where he bad laid hia head. 
And down apoa ihe'frasrsal sod 
kneel*. 

. Such Turks as at the common houra of prayer are 

on the road, or so employed as not to find conrefiietie^ 

to attend the Mosipies, are still obli(;c(l to evecnie thai 

' dnl> ; nor an? they ex-er known to fail, whatervr hmi- 

i ne!k'( they are then about, but pray immediitely «1>a 

till' hour alarms them, whaiocr they are about, in tiat 

' very plaee they ehani*e to staml on ; insomurh ilui 

i when a iani^s;||■^-, whom voii have to guanl Ton Dp aaJ 

I ' ■ * ■ 

j down the ritv. hears the notice which ia given him frtm ■ 
the steepl«.-<>. iie will turn about, stand uill, and herkoo 
! with his liAnil, lo tell his charge he must have paiinMT ■ 
I for a while; when, taking, out his handkerchief, hr 
I spreads it on the (,romid, xits cross-legged ihereufoo. 
; ami says his urayers, thou(;h in the open market, whirh . 
> having endiNl. he leaps briskly up, aahitea the pcnm 
whom he imderlook lo convey, and renewa his jonrwy 
with the mild eipmwion of ghell ghonnmm §heU, or. 
Gome, dear, follow me." — Aabox Hill's Tr^cveit. 

Note 8 it. p;igc 29, col. i. 
Tbe Banyan Hoapiul. 

> This acennni cieitird a desire of Tiaiting the ikm- 
yan Hospital, as I had heanl much of their beneruleiice 
to all kinds of animals that were cither sick, lame, or ' 
infirm. throu(;h ajjc or accident. On my arriTal ihrtv 
Were prencnieil to my \ie\v many horsct, mws. and 
o\en, in one apartnH>ni; in another dogs, aheep. gnai«. 

i and monk.'vs with elean Mraw for ihem lo repoce on. 

j AlM)\e Mairs were dfposiiories for seeds of many sorts 

j and (lat broad dishi-s for water, for the use «»f bird* and 

' iiHM.-ets.' — l*\i;«.o>s 

It IA <uiiil thai :ill nnimaN know tin* Banvam^ that 
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the most timid approach them, and that birds viW\ fly 
nearer to them than to other people. — Sec GiANOPti. 

Note 84, page 29, col. i. 

Whose iweetneu wu not to b« drawn forth, like that of the fm^irant 
ffrau near ilu Gan(fM. bycra»hioj and tranpllnff apoa tbean. 

• A very fragrant grass from the banks of the Gan- 
ges, near Heridwar, whicli in some places corers whole 
acres, and diffuses, when crushed, a strong odour.* — 
Sir W. JoNBS on the Spikenard of the Ancients. 

Note 85, page 29, col. t. 
ArtUani, in chariots. 
Oriental Talcs. 

Note 86, page 29, col. 2. 
Wared plates of gold and silrer flowers OTOr their beads. 
« Or, rather,* says Scott, upon the passage of Ferish- 
ta, from which this is taken, • small coin, stamped with 
the figure of a flower. They arc still used in India to 
<listribute in charity, and, on occasion, thrown by the 
purse-bearers of the great among the populace.* 

Note 87, page 29, col. a. 

His delectable alley of troM. 

This road is 260 leagues in length. It has a little 

pyr.iinids or turrcts,M says BiaifiBR, « erected every half 

leagiii-, to mark the ways, and frequent wells to afford 

drink to passengers, and to water the young trees. » 

Note 88, page 3o, col. i. 
On the clear cold waters of which floated ninllltndes of the beantl- 

fal rod Iota*. 

« Here ia a large pagoda by a tank, on the water of 
wliich float multitudes of the beautiful red lotus; the 
flower U larger than that of the white water-lily, and is 
the most lovely of the nymphwas I have seen.n — Mrs 
Giaham's Journal of a Residence in India. 

Note 89, page 3o, col. ft. 

Who, many bondred years siore, bad Bed billier from ihetr Arab 

oonqnrron. 

«« On les volt, persccuteK par les Klialifes, sc rctirer 

dans k-s montagncs du Kt'rman : plusleurs choisircnt 

ponr retraitc la Tartaric et la Chine; d'autres s'arr«y- 

lerent siir hrs liords du Gauge, k Test de Delhi.* — M. An- 

QriTiL, Memoiret de t Academic^ torn, xxxi, p. 346. 

Note 90, page 3o, col. 2. 

As a ostlve of Casbmere, which bad in the saose aMoner become the 

prey of strangers. 

« Cashmere (say its historians) had its own Princes 

4000 years before its conquest by Akbar in 1 585. Ak- 

bar would have found some diffirtilty to reduce this 

paradise of the Indies, situated as it is, within such a 

fortre«i of raottntains, but its monarch Yuscf Khan was 

basely betrayed by his omralis.i* — Pehnart. 

Note 91, page 3o, col. a. 
nis story of the FIre-wortblppers. 
Voltaire tells tis, that, in his tragedy mLcs Guebrcs,» 
he was generally supposed to have alluded to the Jan- 
»enisl«$ ; and T should not be surprMcd if this story of 
the Fire-worshippers were found capable of a similar 
doiibleness of application. 

Note 92, page 3i, col. 2. 
Wbo, lull'd in cool kiosk or bower. 
« In the midst of the garden is the rhiosk, that is, 
a large room, commonly beautified with a fine foun- 
tain in the midst of it. It is raised nine or ten steps, 
and inclosed with gilded , lattices, round which vines. 
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jessamines, and honeysuckles, make a sort of green 
wall ; largo trees are planted round this place, which 
is the scene of their greatest pleasures.* — Lady M. W. 

MOTCTAGU. 

Note 93, page 3i, col. 2. 
Before their aalrrors count the time. 

The women of the East are never without their look- 
ing-glasses. M In Barbary,w says Shaw, « they are so 
fond of their looking-glasses, which they hang upon 
their breastA, that they will not lay them aside, even 
when, after the drudgery of the day, they are obliged 
to go two or three miles with a pitcher or a goat's skin 
to fetch water.* — Travels, 

In other parts of Asia they wear little looking-glaases 
on their thumbs. <■ Hence (and from the lotus being 
considered the emblem of beauty) is the meaning of the 
following mute intercourse of two lovers before their 
parents. 

< He with saiote of deference dee 

A Iotas to his forehead press'd ; 
She raUed b«r mirror to his view. 

Then tnrn'd it Inward to her breast.* 

AMimHe Jf/Ndbsf , vol. II. 

Note 94, page 32, col. 1. 

The ontroddea solitude 
Of Ararat's tremeodoos peak. 

Struy says, « I can well assure the reader that their 
opinion is not true, who suppose this mount to be in- 
accessible. » lie adds, that « the lower part of tlie 
inotintain is cloudy, misty, and dark, the middlemost 
part very cold and like clouds of snow, hut the upper 
regions perfectly calm.n It was on this mountain that 
the Ark was supposed to have rusted after the Deluge, 
and part of it, they say, exists there still, which Struy 
thus gravely accounts for: « NVhercas none can re- 
member that the air on the top of the hill did ever 
change, or was subject either to wind or rain, which 
is presumed to be the reason that the ark has endurtxi 
so long without being rotten. » See Gakreri's Travels^ 
where the Doctor laughs at this whole accoimtof Mount 
Ararat. 

Note 95, page 33, col. 2. 
ThoGhebor belt that round him clunu. 
M Pour sedistingucr des Idolatres dc I'lndc, les Guebres 
sc ceignunt tons d'un cordon de latiic, ou du poil de 
chameau. w — Encyclopedic /Va nqaise. 

IVllerbelot says this belt was generally of leather. 

Note 96, page 34, col. i. 

Who, morn and OTeo, 
Uail their Creator's dwelllne-plaoe 

Among the iiring ligbu of heaven * 

M As to fire, tlie Ghcbers place the spring-head of it 
in that globe of fire, the Sun, by them called Mythras, 
or Mihir, to which tlicy pay the highest reverence, in 
gratitude for the manifold benefits flowing from its 
ministerial omniscience. But they are so far from con- 
founding the subordination of the Servant with the 
majesty of its Creator, that they not only attribute no 
sort of sense or reasoning to the sun or fire, in any of 
its operations, but consider it as a purely passive blind 
instrtimcnt, directed and governed by the immediate 
impression on it of the will of God ; but they do not 
even give that luminary, all glorious as it is, more than 
ihe M.-cond rank amongst hi-* works, reserving the 6rst 
for that stupendotu production of divine power, the 
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minil of man.* — (aiosE. Tlic FuIm: fUiiri;uft brou('lit 
agaimC tbe rcli)*ion of these people* by their MuMulman 
lynmlsiftbut ooe proof amoii); niany of tlic truth of lliis 
writer's remark, « th:it ciluiiiny i^ often atldcd to op- 
pression, if but for the sake uf justifying it.» 

Note 97, p:i|^ 3.^, col. 3. 

That Mciha>l«d trae, wbieh f(r<m* over ibe loab of tb« mulciaa 

T4a-S«>ia. 

■ Within thconrln«urc which surrounds this monu- 
ment (at Gualior) is a small tomb to tlie memory of 
Tan-Sfin, a musician of incom|>arable skill, who tlou- 
rUheil at the court of Akbar. The loinh is ovenJia* 
dowcfl by a tree, ctmcemin); which asii|icrstiiiou« notion 
prevails tliat the chewini; of its leaves will ^\\e an e\- 
Iraonlinary mcloily to tliir Toicc.a — ynrrativ^ of a 
Journey from Agra to Ow^rtn, by W. Hltitli, Esq. 

Note 98, pa|:»; 3^, col. v 
fhe awhi ticaal of ihc baBl«»-»iaff. 
« It Is usiul to place a small while trianj^iilar flj|;, 
fivtfil to a bamboo-staff of ten or iwx'Ive feel lonp,. at the 
pl.ice where a ti(>er has de^troved a man. It i^ c<muni»n 
for the fiaMenf*erH also tt> throw each a hlone or brick 
ni'ar the xp<it. so that in llie ivturw of a little timi'. a 
pile ef|ual to a |*ood wat;{;iin-lo.id i» c«illeiMi>«.l. Tlif sit;lit 
of these tla^ and pile> of sionc^ ini|i.iris .1 certain uw- 
lancholy, not perhaps alin^jfilier t<iiil of .i|ipreheiKk>ii.» 
— Orifmtai Field Sport%, vtil. ii. 

iNotc 99, |M|:.« .^4. c<»!. a. 
Bracaib iW thad*. toBr pioa» baoiU bJii rrr-lni, ■ !•. 
I « The ficus Indica is calle«I the l\i|;od Tnt* and Tree 



dous cliain ■ of which I MippoM U a link dnes not et- 
tend quite so far as the shores of the Persian isolf. 
MTIiis long :ind lofty range of roouulains formerly di- 
vided Media from Assyria, and now forms the Ituundan 
of the Persi.in and Turkisli empires. It runs paralk-l 
w iih the river Tigris ami Persian Gulf, and almost dit- 
appc.iring in the vicinity of Gombcroon (llarDuaii . 
Kivms once more to rise in the southern districts of Her- 
man , and, fidlowiog an easleriy ronrte through ibe 
ci-ntre of Mcckram and Balouchistan, it cntinely lust in 
I ho deserts of Sinde.» — KiivMtiB's Persian Empire. 

Note 104, page 36, col. a. 

Thai bold mm Xocloa, wbe woaM dai« 
Al twilijbl boar to ttecr bi» akiff 
Bvaeatb tbaCbelwr'i loaeiy rlilT. 

« Then; is an evtraordinary hill in ihb nei^htiour- 
hoo<l. callcil Kolit* Giibr, or the Guebre's mountain, li 
ris.'S in ihe form of a lofty cu|ioia, and on the summii 
of it, thry Kiy, are the remains of ag Aiusli Kudu, or 
Fire Temple. It if» supeniUliouily lield Co he tfic nr^- 
d<>nce <»f IKf'Vi'H of Sprites, and manv marvellous >ii^ri-^ 
.ire rocounii'd of the injury and witchcraft auffmti M 
those who nukiycd in ftirmer days to asccod or eiplurF 
it » — Pom!«GEi's Bcloochistan. 



Note to 3, pa^ie 37, coL 1. 
Siill ilM tb« Biiiibi; HtBa bora on. 

M At the cit\ of Yrrd in IVna.i, wiiirh is disliiijnii**> >! 
by the ap|ifll.ition of the Hirftb Abadul, nr Sril rif Vi> 
li>;)'>n. till* liui-ltrcH are permitieil to havie an Aik«)> 
Kiiilu or Fin* Tciiiplc (which, ihvy asacrt, bas hjd ilrr 




I ncath the sliade. pillars of Monc, or pivsi!i, elegantly 
I carved and omamcnte«l with the rnoxt iK-autiful por- 
I celain to supply the use of mirrors.* — PEM?(&!rr. 

I Note lort, page 3S, col. 1. 

1 Tb« Bi«blio<;ilr ao« lirnHf brr flifvhl. 

t •• The nightingale sings frnni tlii' pnmegr.mali'-gro\es 

I in the day-time, and from the loftiest treo« at niglit.» — 

I IIi:$»el's Aleppo. 

Note lot, pige 36, c«d. 1. 
1 Brforo wbuMiabrr'i daiilia^ litfhl, eb-. 

I ■When the bright cimit.irs make the cve9 of our he- 
roes wink.o — Thf Moalltkat, Form o/Ahkv. 

Note 103, \vtije 36, col. 1. 

Aa L«liaBo«'» laiali Boaoiaia-lldal 
Ii rrader'd bnly !•« iberaak* 
Of MiniMl (vilar* i>n in baska. 

In the LettTfs Etlifi,intr-\, there i'^ a diffen-iil cnus«* 
assif^ied fur its name of Holy. « In iIu'm; are deep ca- 
verns, which formerly scrti'd as s«> many cells for a 
great mimlK-rof rtvluses. who hail chosen ilievr retreats 
as till* only witnesses u)tim caith of the s«'veriiy of their 
I pcnaiiix*. The tears of tln-se piims penitents gave the 
river of which wc have just trr.iteil the name of the 
Holy River.* — See CRiTB\tSRik!«i>'s FrauHes of Chrit- 
tianity. 

Note io3. p.ige 36. col. 1. 

A rocky Moaataio. orr ib.- tm 

OtOm*m brilins awrHlly. 

This mountain is my ow n creation, as the « stypen- 



Notii lofi, page 37, col. a. 

Wbilc oa that altar's Ira 
Thay twor^. 

w Nul dVntrc eiiv n'oscrait se parjunrr, qnand il aprit 1 
ti-inoin cet element urrrible et yenfjear.m — Emeyehpedie 
Pran^ai%e. 

Note 107, page 37, col. a. 
Tba l»»niaa lily abiaas aad iMran. 
« A vivid verdure succeeds the autumnal rains, uoA 
tlie ploughed fields are covered with the 1% >■!■■ Hy. 
of a itrsplendent yellow colour* — Rossi L*a AUppom 

Noa* 108. page 39, col. 1. 

Like IVad 5«a froiia. tbai irapt tha vycs. 
Bat tars to ailm ua ibc lipa. 

K They !^iy that tlure are apple^rcvs upon tlw liAe* 
of tliio v.t. which iRjr very lovely fruit, l»ut wilhm arc 
all full of .i!>khi-<..M— TuLVK?(OT. The same is Msrrlcil uf 
the or.inges there. — See WitmaVs Trmi0€U in Atimtic 
Turkey. 

« The Asphalt Like, known by the name of the Xk^ 
Se.i. is very remarkable on account of tbe contidcraiik 
pro|>ortion of silt which it conLiins. In this rvsp'vf 
il Mirpa!«ses every other known water on the surface ri 
the earth. This great proportion of bitter-tasted sj!b 
is tlie n-ason why neithtT aninfial nor plant ran loc 
in this w.iter. — KLiPRon's Chi^mical AnaK«s ot tk 
Water of the IV'ad Sea. Aunnb of Pkihmpky, Jmmwuify. 
iSi3. ll^MKLQrisT, however, doubts the imth of lb* 
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?fli. a* then are abell-fish to be found in the 

mn hM a Mmilar alliuion to the fruitA of the 
II that wnniltrrful display of geniiu, his Third 
CkiUU ITarotf.— magnificent beyond any 
up«, that rren he hat ever written. 

Note 109, page 39, col. i. 
wuir lalct. ihai tkoM In laockery aisb- 
ui'ir^h. or Water of tlie de»ert. is said to be 
lb • nref ATiion of the atmosphere from ex- 
i; jm), wliich augmentt the delusion, it is 
tirnt in IhiIIows, where water might be ex- 
.'-!,:*?. I liave seen buslies and trees reflected 
J*' much arcur4cy as though it luid been the 
k.ir and !4ill lake.-— Pottihobb. 
tbr unhclit-vcni, their works are like a vapour 
. ykhirh the thirst^' traveller thinkcth to be 
•t\ wht-n lie romcth itiereto lie findcthjt to be 
—Kvrnm^ chap. 24. 

>i>le 1 10, pagi: 3(), col. i. 
tmm^r itei ibe Bidai«»k bM j«u paiMd or«r. 
It! «hi<*h prevails in February, calleil Bidmusk, 
ul: -in<i rHlorifiTous flowiT of tluit name.* — 
■I'l which bhmK these flowvrs commonly lasts 
i ot ilic month.- — Lb Bbut.i. 



Noiu III, page 39, col. i. 

" ih« iu> j;i| 1171. who lite for erer oe ibe water. 
Ljjus are of two races ; thu one is settled on 
L3il arc a rude but warlike and industrious 
+H# rr«-koii llicmsclves the original posst-'ssora 
tad of B«irneo. The other is a species of sca- 
•r iiiDrrant fiUiemten, who live in small co- 
ao. ami enjoy a perpetual summer on tlic 

i-in. shifting tn loewanl from island to island, 
> :riiiion« nf tlie mniisonn. In some of their 
i''h» Mngiil.ir rare n!!M>mble ihc nalivirn of the 

kijn«K The Maldivians annually launch n 
•fc. l*Mde«l with perfumes, gums, flowers, and 
«« wood, and turn it adrift at tho mercy of ; 
id wave*, as an offering lo the 5ptri* of t/ie I 
4nH vim«-time« similar offerings arc maile to 

«hnm iIm7 t^-rm 0ie King of the Sea. In like 
Iw BixjuA perform their offering to the goti of j 
■Thing a sm.ill }>ark. loaded with all the sins 
orcnnt-* of the nation, which are imagined to 
ihp- unli.ippy crew tliat may 1m* so unlucky as 
-rt wifh it. • — l>r rBTDE!« on the Languages and 
re of die Indo-Chinese Nations. 

Note 112, page 39, col. i. 
TW viol«C sb«rl>ets. 
««-r«t-«centeiI violet is one of the plants most 
♦ . pirtirularly for iu grcsit use in Sorbet, which 
kr r4 violet sugar. *—Ha5SEI.quist. 
dki^hcc they mosc esteem, and which is drank ^ 
Gnnd SignoV himself, is made of violeu and 

->TlVB1l!IIKB. 

Note 1 13. page 39, col. 1. 

TW psiWilc MMsort of !l«Ta. 
: aT all she Innk a guitar, and sung a palholic | 
h* mrasurr called Sava, which is alwap iimiI to ^ 
te lamcntalMos of alitenl lovers^*— Persia n 



Note I i4t pAgc 40, col. I 
Her niby roMrr. 

. Le Tcspih, qui est un chapelet compoa^ de qoatrc- 
vingt-<lix-neuf pctites boules d'agathe, de jaspe.d'ambre, 
de corail; ou d'autre mati^re pn^ieuse. J*en ai vu nn 
superbe an Seigneur Jerpos; il ^tait de belles et grosser 
perlcs parfaites et ^es, eslim* trente milk piastres.- 

— TODBBIRI. 

Note SI 5, page 43, col. i. 
A silk djfd with the bloMoa* ot the •orrowfnl tree, Nllka. 
• Blossoms of the sorrowful Nyctantlies give a dui^ 
able colour to silk.*— iJemarlr* on the Husbandry of 
Bengal, p. aoo. Nilica is one of the Indian names of 
this flower.— Sir W. Jorbs. Tlie Persians call it Gul.— 
Cakrbri. 

Kote 1 16, page 45, col. 1. 

When pitjintf IIr«Tmi to roM* tam'd 

The (leath-flanet that beaeatb him bam'd! 

Of their other Prophet, Zoroaster, there is a story 
told in I)i«.!i Prussjbus, Oral. 3C, that the love of wis- 
dom and virtue leading him to a solitary life upon a 
mountain, he found it one day all in a flame, shining 
with celestial fire, out of which he came without any 
harm, and instituted certain sacrifices to God, who, 
he declared, then appeared to him.— Sec Patrick on 
Exodus, iii, 3. 



Nole 1 17, page 5o, col. a. 
They were aow act far frooi that forMdden riTrr. 
. Akbar, on his way, onlerctl a ft»rt lo be built upon 
the Nilab, wliirli he ralletl Atlock, which means in the 
IiHliaii language Forbiddi-n ; for, by the superstition of 
the Hindmis, it was held unlawful to cross that river. • 
— Dow's Uindosian. 

Nole 118, page 5i, col. 1. 
ReMBMiaR. tbeoftea tboaebt, that peopU of Ziag*. 

• The inhabitants of this country (/inge) are never 
afflicted with sadntMw or melancholy : on this subject 
the Sheikh AsL-AL-KHBiB-AraiRi has the following dis- 
tich :— 

• Who is ilie man witliout care or sorrow (leU), that 

I may rub my liand to him. 

■ (Behold) the /ingians, without care or sorrow, firo- 
licksome with tipsiness and mirth.* 

• The philosophen liave discovered that the cause of 
this cheerfulness proceeds from the influence of the star 
Sohcil.or Canopus. which rises over thrm ev«ry night.* 
—Extract from a geographical Persian Manuscript 
called Heft dklim.or the Seven CUmuiUs, translated by 
W. Ot'SltBT, Esq. 

Note 119, page 5i, cd. 1. 

Pattlag tn death MMie baodred* of thoM aafortaaaia litanli. 

. Tlie liiard Stellio. The Arabs call it llardun. Tlie 
Turks kill it, for tliey imagine thai by declining llic 
head it mimics them when they say their prsyers.*— 

HXSSBLQUUT. 

Nole lao^ page Si, col. i. 

Aboal two aiile* fr«B UsMan AUUal were thoac royal sstdewt. 
I am indrhiod for tlw^' p.irticuUrs of lliissun AUIaul 
10 iIh' \cry inien-sting Introiluction of Mr El?iiiutoiib'» 
work upon Caubul. 
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Note 121, page 5i,col. i. 
As iIm Prophet Mid of DUMMM, ■ ilwaslood«Ucio«t.> 

• As yoa enter at that Baiar without the gate of Da- 
mascus, you see the Green Mosque, so called because it 
hath a steeple faced with green glaied bricks, which 
render it very resplendent ; it is covered at top with a 
pavilion of the same stuff. The Turks say this mosque 
was made in that place, because Mahomet being come 
so faTy would not enter the town, saying it was too deli- 
cious.* — Thetenot. This reminds one of the following 
pretty passage in Isaac Walton : — ■ When 1 sat last on 
this primrose bank, and looked down these meadows, I 
thought of them as Charles the Emperor did of the city 
of Florence, * that they were too pleasant to be looked 
on, but only on holidays.' ■ 

Note 122, page 5i, col. i. 
Wo«ld reaiad the Prlaoon of that difbreaoe, otc 

• Ilaroun Al Raschid, cinquieme Khalife des Abas- 
sides, sVtant un jour brouilli^ avec une de ses mattresses 
nommd Maridah, qu'il aimait ccpcndant jusqu'k I'exces, 
et cette m^intclligence ayant d^jk dur^ quelque temps, 
commenca k s'ennuycr. Giafar Bnrmaki, son fovuri, 
que »*en apercut, commanda k Abbas ben Ahnaf, ex- 
cellent poete dc cc lemps-lh, de composer quelqucs vers 
sur le sujet de cette brouilleric. Ce poete executa I'ordrc 
de Giafar, qui fit chanter ces vers par Moussali, en pnf- 
sencc du Khalife, et cc Prince fat tellcment toucht^ dc 
la tcndr<tee dcs vers du poete et de la douceur dc la 
voix du musicien, qu'il alia aussitdt trouver Maridah, 
et fitsa paix avec ells.* — D'Hkrbilot. 

Note 133, page 52, col. i. 
Where the »ilkea tirleg, etc 

• The swing is a favourite pastime in tlie East, as pro- 
moting a circulation of air, extremely reftesliing in 
those sultry climates.* — Richardson. 

• The swings arc adorned with festoons. This pas- 
time is accompanied with music of voices and of in- 
struments, hired by the masters of the swings.* — 

TlIVBROT. 

Note 1 34» page 53, col. s. 

As if all the ■horet. 
Like those of laibay, etter'd aatic, and gave 
Ab snawer ia aoag to the kits of each wave. 

This miraculous quality has been attributed also to 
the shore of Attica. • IIujus litttu, ait Cappella, con- 
tentum musicum illisis tcme undis reddere, quod prop- 
ter tantameruditionis vim puto dictum.* — Ludov. Yives 
in Jugustin, de Civitat. Dei^ lib. xviii, c. 8. 

Note 125, page 54, col. 2. 

The batil tuft, that wares 
lit fngnoi bloMums over graves. 

• The women in Eg>pt go, at least two days in tlie 
week, to pray and weep at the sepulchres of tlie dead : 
and the ciutom then is to throw upon the tombs a sort 
of herb, which the Arabs call rihan, and which is our 
sweet-basil.*— Maillet, Icti. 10. 

Note 126, page 55, col. 1. 

The Boanuin-herb, that dyes 
The tooth of the Cswn like gold. 

NiiBURi thinks this may be the herb which the 
Eastern alchymists look to as a means of making gold. 
• Most of those alchymical entliusiasU tliink themselves 
sure of success, if they could but find out the herb 



which gilds the teeth and gives a yellow co\ 
flesh of the sheep that eat il. Even tlic oil <> 
must be of a golden colour. It is called /. 
eddab. 

Father Jbbom Dandini, however, asscrt> 
teeth of the guats at Mount Libanus are ( 
colour ; and adds, « thin confirms me in tl 
observed in Candia; to wil, tliat the anim:il 
on Mount Ida eat a certain herb, which rei 
teeth of a golden colour; which, accordinj; t 
mcnt, cannot otlicr>%'isc proceed than from 
which arc under ground.*— Dandiki, Foya<j 
Libanus. 

Note 127, p.ige 55, col. a. 

T II I that mio(;l0 in one twcL-t measoro 
The past, the prestroi, sod future of plcatni 

• Whenever our picaxuru arises from n 
of sounds, it is a perception of coinplical 
made up of a sensation of the present kouii 
and an iiUa or remembrance of the foregi 
their mixture and concurrence produce sii 
lerioiis delight, as neither could have prodi 
And it is often heightened by nn aniiripat 
succeeding notes. Thus Sense, Memory, a 
nation, are conjunctively employed." — Gb 
Tatfe. 

This i% exactly the Epicurean theory of P 
explained by Cicero: — • ()uocirca corpus gai 
din, dum pr.-rsentem sentirct vohiptatcm; a 
prapsentcm perciperc p.Triler cum corpore et 
venicntem, nee pr.Ttcritam prafterlhiere sincr 

Madame de Stabl accounts, upon the same 
for the gratification we derive from rhym 
est I'image de I'esp^raiice et du souvenir. Vi 
foit Ht'rsirer cclui qui doit lui repondre, et qu. 
cond rctentit, il nous rappclle celui qui vicr 
^happer.* 

Note 128, page 55, col. 3. 

*T is dana, at least that earlier dawn. 
Whose glimpses are agaia withdraw a. 

The Persians have two mnmings, the Sool 
and the Soobhi Sadig, the false and the real < 
They account for this phenomenon in a most 
manner. They say, tlut as the siut liKcs fn 
the Kohi Qaf (Mount (^uoasiis), it ]msncs a I1 
rate^l through that mountiin, and that darli 
through it, it is the cause of the Soobhi Kasi 
tem|>orary appearance of day-break. As il 
the earth i^ again veiled in darkness, until tlv 
above the mounUin and brings withit the Son 
or real morning.* — Scott Waring. lie tliin 
may allude to this, when he Siiys, 

Ere the hisbhini; Eattero scout. 
The nice morn on the Indian steep, 
Froai her cabia'd loop-hole |N«ep. 

Note 129, p;n;e 56, col. 1. 

lirlJ a feast 
la hit nagnifirent Shslimar. 

• In the centre of the plain, as it approaclu'i 
one of the Delhi Emperors, 1 believe Shah Je 
structed a spacious garden called the Shalitii 
is abundantly stored witli fruil-trees and 
shrubs. Some of the rivulets which intersect 
are led into a Cunal at the l>ack of tlic gai 
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3^h itt centre, or occaMonally thrown into 
K-aCtT-work», compoM the chief beauty of 
To 4terorate thb kpot the Mogul Princes 
' (lUpljyed .in equal nia(;nificencean(l taste; 
lan Gh«rr, who, with the enchanting Noor 
K.tnthmire hi* usual resilience during the 
iiliv On arches thrown orer the canal are 
|u.il dUtincos four or fire suites of apart- 
i-nn&i'kiinc; of a s.iloon, with four rooms at 
luT<- tli<' followers of the court attend, and 
pnrpjrc slierbets, coffi'c, and the hookah. 
F the «loors of the |>ri»rip;il s:iloon is com- 
r.-s of .1 stone of a hlark colour, streukeil 
lin<.*^. -ind of a closer grain and higher po- 
7»^\r». TIk-v were t;iken, it is said, from 
n{jl<'. hy one of the Mogul princes, and are 
t;f^.«t \-alue.- — FoBSTii. 

Noll- i3o, p;ige 57, col. 1. 

Aad ok : if titcrc be. auu 

the rsterinr of the I)ewnn Khats (a building 

un''-. in the cornice are tlie following lines 

g<»lt| upon a ground of white marble: — 

« pmrn4i%« upon, rarth^ it is thi$^ it is Ai$.' « 

Nm** i3i, pngc 58, col. a. 
Like tkal paiDied |ioroeUia. 

Acv had formerly the art of painting, on 
pf^rrcUin «eN«cl», tuh and otlier animals, 
•joIv perc«.'ptil»le>\lien the vessel wjs full of 
r. They call tlii^ species Kij-t»in, tliat is, 
M in prrxt, on account of the uumner in 
/ore i^Liid on.* — •They are every now and 
10 rrciiTcr the art of this magical painting, 
urposc.* — I)v»?i. 

Note 1 32, page Sf), col. i. 
b«i tkaa ibe divioMt !■•■;•• lo lb« HosM of Aior. 

•-»t carver of iilols, said in the Koran lo f>e 
■jvaham. • I have surli a lovely idol as is nut 
•uli in llie houst^ of Aior.* — lUriz. 

Xote 1 33, page '>ci, col. 1. 
noon, Wrailai;**, aod BiracokM* lunaloio*. 

irinoahie sapiTstition of the sequestered in- 
us maltiplied the places of worship of Malia- 
h'^iD, and of Brama. All Cishuiere is holy 
niracttlous fountains al»ound.* — Major nK>(- 
■ein of m 3imp of Hindostan. 
ure Dimlions • a fount^iin in Cishmere call- 
k.viliich signifies a snake; prokihly l>ecaiisi; 
!^ fojke had formerly l>een H«*<>n tliere.* — 
'l« hfc^tmic of my father, I went twice to 
•to. which ih alM>ut twenty ross from tlie city 
JTv Tlie veMig^s of jilaces of worship and 
rr 111 be iraeiil without nualier, amongst 
iaJ ibe caves whirli are intcrs|MTM.*«l in its 
:and. • — ToozKK JsiAii«»liiY. — Sft' Asiat 
1 



There is another account of Cashmere by Abul-Faxil, 
the author of the Ayin-Acbsrcc, • who,* says Major 
RcNTiBtx, ■ appears to have caught some of the enthu- 
siasm of the Valley, by his description of the holy places 
in it.* 

Note i34, page 59, col. 1. 
IdlMiM kouMU, roord with flowors. 

• On a standing roof of wood is laid a covering of 
fine earth, which shelters the building from the great 
quantity of snow tliat falls in the winter season. This 
fence communicates an equal warmth in winter, as a re- 
freshing coolness in the summer season, when the tops 
of the houses, which are planted with a variety of 
flowers, exhibit at a distance the spacious view of a beau- 
tifully chequered parterre.* — Forstkh. 

Note 1 3 5, p:ige 5g, col. 1. 

Laslcrn* of the triplv-roloared u>rloi»e-th«ll of Poffa. 

« Two hundred slaves tliere are, who liave no other 
office than to hunt the woods and uurshes for triple- 
coloured tortoises for the King's Vivary. Of the sliell 
of these also lanterns are made.a — YtNCBMT UL Blajic's 
TravtU, 

Note i36, p.ige .''*(), col. i. 
Tte — t*or t of tW aonl^ s» iWy are w«a by ikote bastors. 

For a description of the Aurora Borealis, as it appears 
to these hunters, see Eneycloptedia. 

Note 1 37, page 59, col. 3. 
Thr cold, odoriforoa* wiad. 
This wind, which is to blow from Syria Damascena, 
is. according to tlie Mahometans, one of the signs of the 
Last Day's approach. 

Another of the signs is, • (treat distress in the world, 
so that a man when he passes by anotlier's grave sliall 
s.iy. Would to Goil I were in his place ! * — Sale's Pre 
Uminary Discourse. 

Note 1 38, p.igc 60, col. i. 

Tbr OraK'SD Tbn>ai' of Kimlliarsa. 

k On Mahommed Sh.iw's return lo Koolburga (tlie 

capital of Dckk-in), he made a great festival, and 

mounted this throne with much pomp and magnili 

cence, calling it Firo/eh or Cenilean. " I have licani 

I some old persons, who saw the throne Firoieh in the 

. n'i(ni of Sultan Mamood nhamenm*, describe it. They 

K.iy tluit it was in length nine feel, and three in brr.idth; 

made of ebony, covereii with plates of pure gold, and 

wrt with precious stones of iiiimenM.* »alue. Ever^' prince 

of the house of Bhamentr, who |M>SMeased this thnme, 

made a point of adding to it some rich stones, mi that 

when in the nrign of Sultan MainmNl it was taken to 

piercs, to n;mo\e some of the jewels to lie set in vases 

and cups, the jewellers valued it at one crore of 00ns 

(ni>:irly four millions steilingV 1 learmil also that it 

w.is called Firoieh fn>m In-ing partly enamelled of a 

sky-lilue colour, which was in lime totally concealed by 

the number of jewels.*— Fbeishta. 
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a^pifiiUsit i^tftHf anH ot^n ^tm»* 



Tanti Don eR, aU. Sapis, Lupercc. 

Maitul, Lib. I. £p^. il8. 

nEPIDAErSAI MEN nOAAA2 nOAElZ KAAO!r, 
ENOIKHZAI A£ TH KPATIITH \PH2IMO:V. 

Plutakcr. T:tpi Traioftiv eeyor/i);. 



TO FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA, 

r.CXERAL IX HIS MAJESTT's FORCES, MASTER-ACXEIIAL OP TRI OKDNANCC, 

CONSTABLE OF TBS TOWBII, ETC. 



I 

I 



My Lord: — It » impomiMc to think of addrcsuiiG a 
Dedication to your Lor(blii|i without calling to mind die 
well-known reply of the Spartan to a rlR'torioian, who 
proponed to pronounce an eulii(;ium on Ilcrculet. • On 
Hercules! « Mid the honext Sparkin, • who over thought 
of blaming ilcrcule«?t In a similar m^inncr the con- 
rurrencc of public opin)on has Itrft to tin: panegyrist of 
your liOrdship a very superfluous task. 1 slull tlierefore 
be silent on the subject, and merely entreat your indul- 
gence to the very humble tribute of gratitude which I 
liave here the honour to present. 
1 am, my Lord, 
With every feeling of attachment and respect. 
Your Lordship's very devoted servant, 

TliOMAS MOORE. 

27, Bury-Ureet, St James's^ April 10, 1806. 
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Thb principal poems in the following Collection were 
written during an alMh'noe of fourteen months from 
Kuni|M'. Though curiosity was certainly not the motive 
of my voyage to America, yet it happened that thegra- 
tific.iiittn (»f curiiisity w.is the only advantage which I 
dcrivifl fmni it. Finding luyKcIf in the country of a 
ncHK' |K'oplc, whoMr infancy h.id proniiMsil m> much, and 
wlifthe progress to maturity has been an object of such 
inttTCNting speculation, I determine«l to employ the 
»>h<»rt iMTiixl of time, which mv plan of return to Ku- 
rit|H' iiffoideil nir, in travelling through a few of the 
States and accjuiring some knowleilge of the inhabi- 
tants. 

Tlie impression which my mind received from the 
character and manners uf these republicans, suggested 
tlu* Epistli*^ which iire writh-n from the city of W.ish- 
ington and Like Erif.' ili>w far \v>^s right, in thus 
.i^iiming the foni> of a viiiriM aj^;ainst a iieiipK; wlioni 
I tic\^iil but ,is a <tiran(;cr .mil .1 viNJtor, i< .t dmibt 
\«lii(li my firlings diil not -dldw nic tinnr to in\i\sti;;atc. 
.Ml 1 pn-^iinii' toaiiKWtT for is the Hdclitv of ilie piritire 
wliiih 1 h.ive j^ivi-n : ami thou^^h pnuhncc might ha\e 
dict.itifl t;«'ntler language, irulh, 1 think, would have 
justified veveriT. 

< L|.i»ll.t VI. VII. anJ Vill. 



I went to America with prqMMMMioiM by no mean 
unfavourable; and indeed rather indnl^ed in nuny «f 
those illusive ideas with respect to the parity of ikr 
govemtnent and the primitive happinew of the peoplr. 
which I had early imbibed in my naihre coantrr.vhcrr. 
unfortunately discontent at home enhance* every An- 
tant tempt^ition, and the vrcstem workl has long bera 
looked to as a retreat from real or ima|pnary oppres- 
sion, as the elysian Atlantis, wliere perwcnied pairiott 
might find their risiont realized, and be welcomed by 
kindred spirits to liberty and repose. I was completchr 
disappointed in ever\- flattering evpcctation which I had 
fbrmetl, and was inclined to say to Amerira, as ilorarr 
says to his mistress, > intentata niletb* BriMoC, ia the 
preface to his travels, observes, that • freedom in that 
country is carried to so high a di^rec as to bonier npoa 
a sLiti; of nature ; • and there certainly it a dote ap- 
protimation to savage life, not only in the liberty which 
they enjoy, but in the violence of party spirit and i^f 
private animosity which results from it. This illiberal 
zeal embitters all social intercourse; and, dioiiifh I 
scarcely could hesitate in selecting the party, whoie 
views appeared the more pure and rational, yet I was 
sorry to observe that, in asserting their opinions, they 
both assume an equal share of intolerance; the IVmo 
era Is, consistently with their principlea, exbibitittg a 
vulgarity of rancour, which tbeFederalista loo nflia arr 
so forgetful of their cause as to imitate. 

The rude familiarity of the lower orders, and indeed 
the unpolished state of society in general, wonM neither 
surprise nor disgust if they seemed to 6aw from dist 
simplicity of cli.iracler, that honest ig[iiorancc of iW 
gloss of refinement, which may be looked fnr in a new 
and iuex|M:rienri.>d people. But, when we find iheai 
arri«eil at maturity in most of the vices^ and all ikr 
pride of civilisation, while they are siiU so icnaole fnaa 
its clq^unt characteristics, it is impossible not 10 fieri 
that this youthful decay, this crude anticipation of ;he 
natural period of corruption. n*pmses every aangaine 
hi)|M> of the future cneri;y and greatness of America. 

I am conscious that, in venturing tlicac few remarks. 
I have Kiid just cnou;;h to offenil, and by no niean« 
siiffuii-ni to ciinvince; for the limits of a preface will 
not allow mr to enter inio a justification of my o)it- 
nionsand I am commiiiiM on the subject as efifiectual!> 
as if I had written vohimes in their defence. My render, 
howeser. is appnrcd of the very cursory o 
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upon which these opinioni are fbonded, and can easily 
decide for himsdf upon the degtee of attention or con- 
fidence which they merit. 

With respect to tlie poems in general which occupy 
the following pages, I know not in what manner to 
apologize to the public for intruding upon their notice 
such a mass of unconnected trifles, such a world of 
cpicuream atoms, as I have here brought in conflict to- 
gether. To say that I have been tempted by tlie liberal 
offers of my bookseller, is an excuse wliich can hope 
for but little indulgence from the critic; yet I own 
that, without this seasonable inducement, these poems 
very possibly would never have been submitted to llie 
world. The glare of publication is too strong for such 
imperfect productions: they should Ift shown but to 
the eye of friendship, in that dim light of privacy, 
which is as favourable to poetical as to female beauty, 
and serves as a veil for faults, while it enhances every 
charm which it displays. Besides, this is not a period 
for the idle occuftotions of poetry, and times like tlie 
present require talents more active and more useful. 
Few have now the leisure to read such trifles, and 1 
sincerely regret that I have had the leisure to write 
them. 



EPISTLE I. 

TO LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 

aboaud the fhaitoii fkioati, orr tbi azobks, 

BT MOONLIOHT. 

SwBBT moon ! if like Crotona's sage,' 

By any spell my hand could dare 
To make thy disk its ample page. 

And write my thoughts, my wishes there { 
How noany a friend, whose careless eye 
Now wanders o'er tliat starry sky, 
Should smile, upon tlty orb to meet 
The recollection, kind and sweet. 
The reveries of fond regret. 
The promise, never to forget. 
And all my heart and soul would send 
To many a dear-loved, distant ftiend ! 

Oh, Strangford! when we parted last, 
I little thought the times were past, 
For ever past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart's employ: 
'When, fresh from mirth to mirth again. 

We thought the rapid hours too few. 
Our only use for knowledge then 

To turn to rapture all we knew ! 
Delicious days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together, 
We lean'd the book on pleasure's bowl. 

And tum'd the leaf with folly's feather ! 
I little thought that all were fled, 
That, ere that summer's bloom was shed, 
Hy eye should see the sail unfurl'd 
That wafts me to the western worid ! 

And yet 't was time — in youthful days, 
To cool the season's burning rays, 

' PftlMfforaa : whowu tappOMd to h«v« a power of wrlUnfi upon 
iho BOOB bf the ■••■« of a aafic ailrror.— Sm Batlb, art. Py tkag. 



The heart may let its wanton wing 

Repose awhile in pleasure's spring ; * 

But, if it wait for wintei's breeze. 

The spring will dry, the heart will freeze ' 

And then, that Hope, that fairy Hope, 

Oh ! slie awaked such happy dreams, 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 

For all its dearest, fondest schemes. 
That not Verona's child of sonj;. 

When flying from the Phrygian shore. 
With lighter hopes could bound along. 

Or pant to be a wanderer more !* 

Even now delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dark regrets I feel. 
Soothing as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurers of llie deep. 
And lights them with consoling gleam. 

And smiles them into tranquil sleep ! 
Oh ! such a blessed night as this, 

I often think, if friends were near. 
How we should fed, and gaze with bliss 

Upon the moon-bright scenery here ! 
The sea is like a silvery lake. 

And o'er its calm the vessel glides 
Gently, as if it fear'd to wake 

The slumber of the silent tides ! 
The only envious cloud that lowers. 

Hath hung its shade on Pico's height,* 
Where dimly, 'mid the dusk, he towers. 

And, scowling at this Heaven of light, 
Exults to see the infant storm 

Ging darkly round his giant form * 

Now, could I range those verdant isles 

Invisible, at this soft hour, 
And see the looks, the melting smiles, 

Tliat brighten many an orange bower ; 
And could I lift each pious veil. 

And see the blushing cheek it shades, 
Oh ! I should have full many a tale. 

To tell of young Azorian maids. ^ 

Dear Strangford * at this hour, perhaps. 

Some faithful lover (not so blest 
As they who in their ladies' laps 

May cradle every wish to rest) 
Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul, 

Those madrigals, of breath divine, 
Which Gamoens' harp from rapture stole, 

And gave, all glowing warm, to tliine !^ 
Oh ! could the lover learn from thee. 

And breathe them with thy graceful tone, 
Such dear beguiling minstrelsy 

Would make the coldest nymph his own. 

I AlladiBff to tbeao snisMtod llooa In'tba Htk Gsrown of tbU 
poot: 

Jan Heaa prvtrepidaas avet vafpirl, 
Jan lani stadio pede* TiQMcaat ! 

* Pico li a very higk nouaUln oa one of ibe A2ore«, froB wbldi 
ibe Ulaad derivM lu aaae. ll It Mid by some to be a* blgb a« tbe 
Peak of Teaerlflo. 

> I believe it la Gatbrie wbo My*, tbat tbe inbabtuau of the Asoroa 
arc Back addicted to callaatry. Tbia I* aa auertion in wbidi even 
Gatbrie Bay be credited. 

* TbcM ialaads belong to the Portnipieee. 

10 
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But, hark *— die boattwun's pipiiigi lell 
T b time to bid my dream fiueireO : 
Eight belU:— the middle watch b set ; 
Good night, my Stradgford!— ncTer forfgH 
That far beyond the western tea* 
b one whoee heart remembers Uiee! 



STANZAS. 



Ou/uidff ft TroT^ €f/jos 

fU itpoofotvtt xaaSv 

rcvoMXS T* ac»9pwwaL foi otSttv cxyocv. 

MacKTU. FragwunL 



A BiAM of tranquillity smiled in the 

The storms of the morning pursued us no more, 
And the ware, while it welcomed the moment of rest, 

Still beared, as remembering ills that were o'er! 

Serendy my heart took the hue of the hour, 

lis passions were deeping, were mute as the dead, 

And die spirit becalm'd but remembered their power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled ! 

I thought of the days, when lo pleasure alone 

My heart erer granted a wish or a sigh; 
When the saddest emotion my bosom had known 

Was pity for diose who were wiser than I ! 

I fdt how the pure intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its hearenly ray ; 
How soon, in the larishing cup of desire. 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I prayed of that Spirit who lighted the flame. 
That ploisure no more might its purity dim : 

And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 

I might give back the gem I had borrow'd from him ! 

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if, passion all chasten'd and error forgiven, 
My heart had begun to be purely its own ! 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky 

Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more : 

■ Oh : thus,- I exclaim'd, ■ can a heavenly eye 
Shed light on the soul that was darken'd befora !• 



THE TELL-TALE LTRE. 

I '▼! heard, there was in ancient days 

A Lyre of most melodious spell ; 
T was Heaven to hear its fiury lays. 

If half be true that legends tell. 

T was played on by tlie gentlest sighs. 
And to their breath it breathed again 

* FroaCspulaCooklMrB, who ooBBaadeddM Phaeton, Inoetw^d 
tmdk kiad aUaitioa* m I SMt erar raseabar wltk grathada. A» 
•MM af tba JoaraallaU hava gravaly siiertad that I wast to America 
to tpoealata i> laoda, it aaj aot lia lapartiaaat to stua, tkat the 
eb j a ct af ihia voyage aeroa* tke Atlaatie waa mj appoiotaiaat to the 
) of Rafiatrar of tlM Tioa-AdailtaltT Coart of Beraada. 



In such entrancing 
As ear had never drunk till dten! 



Not harmony's sersnest touch 
So stilly could the notes prolong ; 

They were not heavenly song so much 
As they were dreams of heavenly song! 

If sad the heart, whose murmuring air 
Al<nig the chords in languor stole. 

The soothings it awaken'd there 
Were eloquence from pit/s soul! 

Or if the sigh, serene and light. 

Was but the breath of fancied woes. 

The string, that felt its airy flight. 
Soon whisper'd it to kind repoee ! 

And ob ! when lovers talk'd alone, 
If 'mid their bliss the Lyre was near. 

It made their murmurs all its own. 
And echoed notes that Heaven might hea 

There was a nymph, who long had loved. 
But dared not tell the world how wdl ; 

The shades, where she at evening roved. 
Alone could know, alone could telL 

T was there, at twilight dme, she stole 
So oft, to make the dear one blesa'd. 

Whom love had given her virgin soul. 
And nature soon gave all the rest! 

It chanced that in the fairy bower 

Where they had found their sw e e t est sbei 

This Lyre, of strange and magic power. 
Hung gendy whiq^ring o'er their bead. 

And while, with eyes of mingling fire. 
They listen'd to each others vow. 

The youth fiUl oft would make die Ljrt 
A pillow for his angel's brow ! 

And while the melting words she breadicd 
On all its echoes wanton'd round. 

Her hair, amid the strings enwreathed. 
Through g(dden mases charm'd die 



Alas! their hearts but litde diougfat, 
While thus entranced they listening lay. 

That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betoay ! 

So mingled with its tuneful soid 
Were all their tender murmurs 

That other sighs unanswer'd stole. 
Nor changed the sweet, the treaanred ton* 



Unluppy nymph ! thy name was sung 
To every passing lip that sigh'd : 

The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmurs died ! 

ThetJital Lyre, by Envy's hand 
Hung high amid the breeiy groves. 

To every wanton gale that fuin'd 
Betray'd the mystery of your loves! 
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Yet, oh !~not many a tuf feting hoar. 
Thy cup of ahdjne on earth was given: 

Benignly came some pitying power, 
And took the Lyre and thee to heaven ! 

There, as thy lover dries the tear 
Yet warm from life's malignant wrongs, 

Within liis arms, thou lovest to hear 
The luckless Lyre's remember'd songs ! 

Still do your happy souls attune 
The notes it leam'd, on earth to move ; 

Still breathing o'er the chords, commune 
In sympathies of angel love! 

TO THE FLYlNG-nSH. » 

Whir I have seen thy snowy wing 
O'er the blue wave at evening spring, 
And give tliose scales, of silver white. 
So gaily to the eye of light, 
As if thy frame were fbrm'd to rue, 
And live amid the glorious skies ; 
Oh ! it has made me proudly feel, 
Uow like thy wing's impatient seal 
Is the pure soul, that scorns to rest 
Upon the worid's ignoble breast, 
But takes the plume that God has givoi, 
And rises into light and Heaven ! 

But when I see that wing, so bright. 
Grow languid with a moment's flight. 
Attempt the paths of air in vain. 
And sink into the waves again : 
Alas ! the flattering pride is o'er ; 
Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 
But erring man must blush to think. 
Like tliee, again, the soul may sink ! 

Oh virtue ! when thy clim« I seek. 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak : 
Let me not, like thu fSeeble thing, 
With brine still dropping from its wing, 
Just sparkle in the solar glow. 
And plunge again to depdis below ; 
But, when I leave the grosser throng 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so long. 
Let me, in that aspiring day. 
Cast every lingering stain away. 
And, panting for thy purer air. 
Fly up at once, and fix me there ! 



EPISTLE n. 
TO MISS M E. 



raoM NoiroLK, n vnsisu, nonMBu, t8o3. 

Ih days, my Kate, when life was new. 
When, luU'd with iimocence and you, 
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I heard, in home's bdoved shade. 
The din the worid at distance made ; 
Wl)en every night my weary head 
Slink on its own imthomed bed. 
And, mild as evening's matron hour 
Looks on the fiaindy shutting flower, 
A mother saw our eyelids close. 
And bless'd them into pure repose! 
Then, haply if a week, a day, 
I Unger'd from your arms away. 
How long the little absence seem'd ! 
Uow bright the look of welcome beam'd. 
As mute you heard, with eager smile, 
Hy tales of all that passed the while ! 
Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea 
Rolls vride between that home and me; 
The moon may thrice be bom and <Ue, 
Ere even your seal can reach mine eye; 
And oh I even then, that darling seal 
(Upon whose print I used to feel 
The breath of home, the cordial air 
Of loved lips, still freshly there!) 
Must come, alas! through every fale 
Of time and distance, cold and late, 
When the dear hand whose touches fill'd 
The leaf with sweetness may be chill'd ! 
But hence that gloomy thought' At last. 
Beloved Kate ! the waves are pass'd : 
I tread on earth securely now. 
And the green cedai's living bough 
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes 
Than could a Claude's divinest dyes! 
At length I touch the happy sphere 
To Liberty and Virtue dear. 
Where man looka up, and, proud to claim 
His rank within the social fVame, 
Sees a grand system rotmd him roll, 
Himself its centre, sun, and soid ! 
Far from the shocka ojf Europe; far 
From every wild, elliptic star 
That, shooting with a devioiu fire. 
Kindled by Heaven's avenging ire, 
So oft hath into chaos huri'd 
The systems of the ancient world ! 

The warrior here, in arms no more, 
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o'er, 
And glorying in the rights they won 
For heardi and altar, sire and son. 
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His sleeping sword's remember'd pride ! 
While Peace, with sunny cheeks of toil, 
Walks o'er the free unlorded soil, 
Eyeing vrith her splendid share 
The drops that War had sprinkled there ! 
Thrice happy land! where he who flies 
From the dark ills of other skies, 
From scorn, or wanlfs imnerring woet. 
May shelter him in proud repose ! 
Hope sings along the yellow sand 
His welcome to a patriot land ; 
The mighty wood, vrith pomp, receivet 
Tha stranger in its world of leaves. 
Which soon tfaetr barren glory yield 
To the warm shed aad cnltnred field ; 
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And he, who came, of all bereft. 

To whom malignant Fate had left 

Nor home nor friends nor country dear, 

Finds home and friends and country here! 

Such is the picture, warmly such. 

That long the spell of Fancy's touch 

Hath painted to my sanguine eye 

Of man's new world of liberty ! 

Oh ! ask me not if Truth will seal 

Tlie reveries of Fancy's leal, 

If yet my charmed eyes behold 

These features of an age of gold — 

No — yet, alas! no gleaming trace!' 

Never did youth, who loved a face 

From portrait's rosy, flattering art, 

Recoil with more regret of heart, 

To find an owlet eye of grey. 

Where painting poured Uie sapphire's ray, 

Tlian I have felt, indignant fvit. 

To think the glorious dreams should melt. 

Which oft, in boyhood's witching time, 

Have wrapt me to this wondrous clime ! 

But, courage yet, my wavering heart ! 
Blame not tlie temple's meanest part,* 
Till you have traced tlie fabric o'er :— 
As yet, we have beheld no more 
Than just the porch to Freedom's fane, 
And, though a sable drop may stain 
The vestibule, 't is impious sin 
To doubt there 's holiness within ! 
So here I pause — and now, my Kate, 
To you (whose simplest ringlet's fate 
Can claim more interest in my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 
One word at parting — in the tone 
Most sweet to you, and most my own. 
Tlie simple notes I send you here,' 
Though rude and wild, would still be dear, 
If you but knew the trance of thought 
In which my mind their murmurs caught 
'T was one of those enchanting dreams, 
That lull me oft, when Music seems 
To pour the soul in sound along, 
And turn its every sigh to song! 
I thought of home, the according lays 
Respired the breath of happier days; 
Warmly in every rising note 
I felt some dear remembrance float, 
Till, led by Music's fairy chain, 
I wander'd back to home again I 
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Oh ! love the song, and let it oft 

Live on your lip, in warble soft! 

Say that it tells you, simply well, 

All I have bid its murmurs tell, 

Of memory's glow, of dreams that shed 

The tinge of joy when joy is fled. 

And all the heart's illusive hoard 

Of love rencw'd and friends restored ! 

Now, sweet, adi(;u — this artless air, 

And a few rhymes, in transcript fair,' 

Are all the gifu I yet can boast 

To send you from Columbia's coast ; 

But when the sun, with warmer smile. 

Shall light me to my destined I»le,> 

You shall have many a cowslip-bell 

Where Ariel slept, and many a shell 

In which the gentle spirit drew 

From honey flowers the morning dew ! 



TO CARA. 

AFTKK AM IlfTIEVAL OF ABSINCE. 

Conceal'd within the shady wood 
A mother left her sleeping child, 

And flew to cull her rustic food, 
The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her path-way rise. 
The mother roams, astray and weeping, 

Far from the weak appealing cries 
Of him she left so sweetly sleeping. 

She hopes, she fears — a light is seen, 
And gender blows the night-wind's breat 

Yet no — 't is gone — the storms are keen, 
The baby may be chill'd to death ! 

Perhaps his litde eyes are shaded 
Dim by Death's eternal chill — 

And yet, perhaps, they are not faded; 
Life and love may light them still. 

Tlius, when my soul with parting sigh, 
Hiug on thy hand's bewildering tonch, 

And, timid, ask'd that speaking eye, 
If parting pain'd thco half so much : 

I thought, and, oh! forgive the thought. 
For who, by eyes like thine inspired. 

Could e'er resist the flattering fault 
Of foncying what his soul desired 7 

Yes — I did think, in Cara's mind, 
Though yet to Cara's mind unknown, 

I left one infant wish behind. 

One feeling, which I call'd my own ! 

Oh blest! thojigh but in fancy blest. 

How did I ask of pity's care, 
To shield and strengtlien in tliy breast 

Tlie nursling I bad cradled there ! 



' Tbo pooflu wbicb iauMdlatdy follow. 
•BerModa. 
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IT an hour beigniled by pleasure, 
i auoy an hour of sorrow numbering, 
r forgot ibe new-bom treasoie 
fi wiihin thy bosom slumbering. 

p*. indifference has not chili'd it, 
^. it yet a throb may give — 
&— perhaps, a doubt has kilTd it, 
. Cira ! — ^oef the infant live ? 



TO CARA, 

I ns DAwniRO or ▲ Miw teak's day. 

I midnight came to close the year, 
' H^ to think it thus should take 
oars it ga^e as — hours as dear 
tvmpathy and love could make 
biesMd momeniR ! every sun 
■, my love, more closely one! 

ara, when the dawn was nigh 
lirh came another year to shed, 
■de we caught from eye to eye 
li as those moments were not fled; 
»' — we felt, some future sun 
d see OS still more closely one ! 

■ay w« ever, side by side, 
happy years to happier glide; 
ttiL, my Cara, may the sigh 
give to hoars that vanish o'er us, 
bw^d by the smiling eye 
lope shall shed on scenes before ns. 



TO THE INVISIBLE GIRL. 



me, my dear little sprite, 
le not a daughter of etlier and light, 
■y cooeem with those fanciful forms 
! apov rainbows and ride upon storms ; 
irt, yoa 're a vroman ; your lip and your breast 
iS cv«r were tast«d or press'd! 
lot believe them — no, Science ! to you 
; bid a last and a careless adieu : 
from Mature to study her laws, 
g ddigbt by exploring its cause, 
how superior, for mortals below, 
• they dream lo the truth that they know. 
hat has ever had raptiuv complete, 

bow we feel it, or why it is sweet! 

re coofttsed, or how particles fly 

e medium refined of a glance or a sigh ! 

le, who bat once would not rather have 

Bown it, 

9, vrith Hatfvey, whole volumes upon it? 

It for yon, my invisible love, 

' yoa are one of those spirits that rove 

i where at twilight the poet reclines, 

tar of the west on his solitude shines, 

igical fingers of Fancy have hung 

e vriih a sigh, every leaf with a tongue ! 

r him then, 't is retirement alone 

his harp or ennoble its tone ; 
ritk a v«jl of seelosion between, 

the world let him utter OMeen, 



And like you, a legitimate child of the spheres, 

Escape from the eye to enrapture the ears! 

Sweet spirit of mystery! how I should love, 

In the wearisome ways I am fated to rove. 

To have you for ever invisibly nigh. 

Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh ! 

'Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs of care, 

I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the air, 

And turn with disgust from the clamorous crew, 

To steal in the pauses one whisper from you. 

Oh ! come and be near me, for ever be mine. 
We shall hold in the air a conununion divine, 
As sweet as, of old, was imagined to dwell 
In the grotto of Numa, or Socrates' cell. 
And oft, at those lingering moments of night. 
When the heart is weigh'd down and the eyelid is light, 
You shall come to my pillow and tell me of love. 
Such as angel to angel might whisper above ! 
Oh spirit ! — and then, could you borrow the tone 
Of tliat voice, to my ear so bewitcliingly known, 
The voice of the one upon eartli, who has twined 
With her essence for ever my heart and my mind I 
Though lonely and ^r from the light of her smile, 
And exile and weary and hopeless the while, 
Gould you aheA for a moment that voice on my ear, 
1 will think at that moment my Cara is near, 
Tliat she comes with consoling enchantment to speak. 
And kisses my eyelid and sighs on my cheek, 
And tells me, the night shall go rapidly by. 
For the dawn of our hope, of our heaven is nigh ! 
Sweet spirit ! if such be your magical power. 
It will lighten tlie lapse of full many an hour ; 
I And let Fortune's realities frown as they will, 
Hope, Fancy, and Gara nuy smile for me still 1 



PEACE AND GLORY. 

wanrm at tib commbnckmxnt or t» paisiiiT wai. 

Whbib is now the smile that lighten'd 

Every hero's couch of rest? 
Where is now the hope that brighten'd 

Honour^s eye and Pity's breast? 
Have we lost the wreath we braided 

For our weary warrior men 7 
Is the faithless olive fauledT 

Must the bay be pluck'd again? 

Passing hour of sunny weather. 

Lovely, in yoiw light awhile, 
Pfeace and Glory, wed togetlier, 

Wander'd through the blessed isle. 
And the eyes of Peace would glistm, 

Dewy as a morning sun. 
When the timid maid would listen 

To the deeds her chief had done. 

Is the hour of dalliance over? 

Must the maiden's trembling feet 
Waft her from her warlike lover 

To the desert's still retreat! 
Fare you well ! with sighs we banish 

Nymph so fair and guest so bright; 
Yet the smile, with which you vanish. 

Leaves behind a tootlung lighcl 
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Soothing light! that long shall aparkle 

O'er your warrior's sanguine way, 
Through the field where horrors darUe, 

Shed<Ung Hope's consoling ray I 
Long the smile his heart will cherish, 

To its absent idol true, 
While around him myriads periah, 

Glory still will sigh for you ! 



TO 



— , 1801. 



A BALLAD. 

THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 

warrTKN at noifolk in tiiginia. 



To be the theme of erery hour ' 

The heart derotes to Fancy's power, 

When her soft magie fills the mind 

With friends and joys we 'vc left behind, 

And joys return and friends are near, 

And all are welcomed with a tear! 

In the mind's purest seat to dwell, 

To be remembered oft and well 

By one whose heart, though vain and wild, 

By passion led, by youth beguiled. 

Can proudly still aspire to know 

T-he feeling soul's divinest glow ! 

If thus to live in every part 

Of a lone weary wanderer's heart; 

If thus to be its sole employ "^ 

Can gire thee one ^nt gleam of joy, 

Believe it, Mary ! oh ! believe 

A tongue that never can deceive. 

When passion doth not first betray 

And tinge the thought upon its way ! 

In pleasure's dream or sorrow's hour. 

In cQDwded hall or lonely bower, 

The business of my life shall be, 

For ever, to remember thee ! 

And though that heart be dead to mine, 

Since love i^ life and wakes not thine, 

I '11 take thy image, as tlie form 

Of something I should long to warm. 

Which, though it yield no answering thrill. 

Is not less dear, is lovely still ! 

I 'II take it, wheretoe'er I stray, 

The bright, cold burthen of my way! 

To keep this semblance fresh in bloom, 

My heart shall be its glowing tomb. 

And love shall lend his sweetest care. 

With memory to embalm it there ! 



SONG. 



Take back the sigh, thy lips of art 

In passion's moment breathed to me; 
Yet, no — it must not, will not part, 
'T is now the life-breath of my heart. 
And lias become too pore fbr thee ! 

Take back the kiss, that faithless sigh 

With all the warmth of truth imprest; 
Yet, no^the fotal kiss may lie. 
Upon l/kj lip its sweets would die. 
Or bloom to make a rival blest! 

Take back the vows that, night and day. 

My heart received, I thought, from thine; 
Yet, no— allow them still to stay. 
They might some other heart betray, 
As sweetly aa ih^ ve rain'd mine ! 



■ Tbey tell of a yoang asn wbo iMt bb Mlad apoa th« d«al 
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■ Tarr made her a grave, too cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true; 
And ^he 's gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swa 
Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe. 

• And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 

And her paddle I soon shall hear ; 
Long and loving our life shall be. 
And ril hide the maid in a c3rpress tree. 

When the fboutep of Death is near!* 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds — 

His path was rugged and sore. 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 
Through many a fen, where the serpent feed 

And man never trod before ! 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumber hft eyelids knew. 
He lay where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 

The flesh with blistering dew ! 

And near him the she-wolf stirred the brake. 

And the copper-snake breathed in hit ear. 

Till he starting cried,jFrom his dream awake 

• Oh ! when shall I see the dusky Lake, 

And the white canoe of my dearT* 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 
Quick over its surface play'd— 

• Welcome,* he said, • my dear one's light!* 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a night 

The name of the death-cold maid ! - 

Till he hoUow'd a boat of the birchen bark. 

Which carried him off from shore; 
Far he foUow'd the meteor spark. 
The wind was high and the clouds were dar 
And the boat rctum'd no more. 

But oft, from the Indian hunter^s camp, 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen, at the hour of midnight damp, 
To cross the lake by a fire-fly lamp. 

And paddle their white canoe ! 



■ Tbe Great DiaaMl Swaatp it lea or twelve aiilra diab 
Iforfblb. and tbe Lake la tbe siddla of it (aboat aavoa mk. 
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EPISTLE in. 

TO Tig 

BCHIONESS DOWAGER OF D- 

FmOM BUMUDA, JANUAKT, 1S04. 



■LL. 



Toa nMm, whatever beiin 
tf creation warms year mimic dream; 
r yon irac« the valley's ^Iden meads, 
BAjy LJDth hb liii|»erin0 current leads; * 
ir*d catch the mellow hues that sleep, 
rm Minllerie's immortal steep ; 
um; o'er tlie Lake, at day's decline, 
V laM shadow on the holy shrine,* 
nuny a night, the soul of Tell complains 
ix'% trittoiph and HelTetia's chains; 
the pencil for a moment by, 
'fta the tablet that creative eye, 
i& splendour, like the morning ray 
«>arpherd*s harp, illume my lay! 

\r'. BO — for song so rude as mine, 

nc the winders of your dream divine; 

luoc eye! upon the tablet dwell; 

i\ finger ! weave your pictured spell ; 

nlr 1 sing the animated smiles 

aarare in these sun-bom nles, 

M the aon^ awake some bright design,' 

I looch, or prompt one happy line, 

rrr my aoul to see its humble thought 

tm|:'s mirror so divinely caught, 

Klcriog Genius, as he lean'd to trace 

I coocepcion kindling inlo*grace, 

rr my nambers for the spark they threw, 

■ the lay that lent a charm to you ! 



oft, in nightly vision, strayd 
of erer-blooming shade, 
of old, with kindly magic, placed 
py apirita in the Atlantic waste?^ 
I eternal eaica, with fragrance warm, 
I from Elysium through each shadowy form 
of eye, and dreams of song, 

rd th^ lapse of nighiless hours along ! 
in aonf that mortal ear may suit, 
y apwit was itself a lute, 
rirtoe waken'd, with elysian breeie, . 
w% tti thought and mental harmonies ! 
me. Lady, when the lephyrs bland 
our bark to ihb enchanted land, 
sfy isles upon tlie ocean thrown, 
■Aft of canrrald o'er a silver lone; 
the eharm that ethnic fsncy gave 
Bad arbours o'er the western wave, 
aake a drmm more sootliing or sublime, 

ethereal and the spirit's clime! 
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The mom was lovely, every wave was still, 

When the first perfume of a cedar-hill 

Sweetly awaked us, and with smiling charms 

The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms. * 

Gently we stole before the languid wind. 

Through plantain shades that like an awning twined, 

And kisK'd on either side the wanton sails. 

Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales; 

While far reflected, o'er the wave serene. 

Each wooded island sheds so soft a green. 

That the enamour d keel, with whispering play, 

Through liquid herbage scem'd to steal its way ! 

Never did weary bark more sweetly glide, 

Or rest its anchor in a lovelier tide ! 

Along the margin many a brilliant dome. 

White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 

Brightcn'd the wave ; in every myrtle grove 

Secluded bashful, like a shrine of love, 

Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade; 

And, while the foliage interposing play'd, 

Wreatliing the structure into various grace. 

Fancy would love in many a form to trace 

The flowery capital, the sliaft, the porch, * 

And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 

Lighted me back to all the glorious days 

Of Attic genius; and I seem'd to gaze 

On marble, from the rich Pcntelic mount. 

Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad's fount 

Sweet airy being! 3 who, in brighter hours, 
Lived on the perfume of these honey'd bowers. 
In velvet buds, at evening loved to lie. 
And win with music every rose's sigh ! 
Though weak the magic of my humble strain 
To charm your spirit from its orb again. 
Yet, oh ! for her, beneath whose smile 1 sing, 
For her (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dimm'd or ruffled by a wintry sky. 
Could smooth its feather and relume its dye), 
A moment wander from your starry sphere. 
And if tlie lime-tree grove that once was dear. 
The sunny wave, the bower, the breezy hill. 
The sparkling grotto, can delight you still. 
Oh ! take their fairest tint, their softest light. 
Weave all their beauty into dreams of night. 
And, while the lovely artist slumbering liea, 
Shed the warm picture o'er her mental eyes; 
Borrow for sleep her own creative spells. 
And brighdy show what song but faintly telb! 

* Notblag caa be merr roaaalir tbaa tbe litila barbow of Si 
Gaorge. Tba naaibar of baaatifal Mttt^ tbaalafpilar daaraaaaof 
ibaaraiar, aad tba aaiaai«d play of tba sracrfol littla boatt, slkliof 
ftir avar batwaea tba Ulaad*, aad Meailag to nil froa oae eadar- 
SroT« iaio aaotbar, fbna aliogatbar tba iwaetaat alaiatara of aatara 
tbat caa lia laiagiaed. 

* Tbi« U nm illotioa wbit^ to tba faw wbo aro fbacifol aaaafb to 
ladalfe ia ii. mKlen tba tcemerf of Bvnaoda particalarlj iaiami- 
lag. Ia tba tbort bat beaatifol twIllBbt of ibair »prla(ia«aalag». 
iba wblta eottasm Mattered orer tba itlaadt, aad bat partially aaaa 
tbroogb tbe tram tbat karrooad tbaai. auoaM ofkva tba appraraace 
of liitla Groriaa taaplat. aad taacy awy aaibrllitb tba poor atbar> 
aua'a bat with coloaiat wbirb tba pearil of tlaada aiiffbt iailiaia. 
I bad oae fbvoarite object of tbU kiod ia aiy wallit. wbicb tba boa- 
pita! ity of iu owaer rolil>od aieof. by atkiaj Be to Titiibiai. Bo 
WB« a plaia good aMa, aad recaived ae aril aad waiwly, bat I aarar 
coald lara bla boate lata a Grat-iaa leapla agala. 

* Ariel. Aanoag tbe aMay cbarai wbi^-b Beraada baa for a poatir 
aye, we caaaot far as iaauat fergat tbat It la tka aeaaa of Sait- 
ara4*B'a rwapr t. sad tbat berabaeoiU"*^*? *ka •dalksia ArWI.- 
wbo aloao U wortb tba wbola baataa of aackM aiytbslagy. 
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THE GENIUS OF HARMONY. 

AH IlASOVLAK ODI. 



Ad haraoAlMB cauwn mardaa. 

Cicuo, J« NmL Ih0r. lib. I. 



Teni Met a shell beneath the waves 
In many a hollow winding wreathed, 
Such as of old , 
Echoed the breath that warbling sea-maids breatlied ; 
This magic shell 
From the white bosom of a syren fell. 
As once she wandei^d by the tide that laves 
Sicilia's sand of gold. 
It bears 
Upon its shining side, the mystic notes 

Of those entrancing airs * 
The Genii of the deep were wont to swell. 
When Heaven's eternal orbs their midnight mntic roU'd ! 
Oh ! seek it, wheresoe'er it floats; 
And, if the power 
Of thrilling numbers to thy soul be dear. 
Go, bring the bright shell to my bower. 
And I will fold thee in such downy dreams, 
As lap the spirit of the seventh sphere. 
When Luna*s distant tone falls faintly on his ear!' 
And thou shalt own. 
That, through the circle of creation's zone, 
Where matter darkles or where spirit beams; 
From the pellucid tides, ' that whirl 
The planets through their maze of song, 
To the small rill, that weeps along 
Murmuring o'er beds of pearl ; 

' la tlM • BUitirt mmtmftlU tUt Amtilln,* there U an accoaat of 
MMM carioa* •halU, foaad at Carafoa. <N> the back of wblcb were 
liaee, fliled with matioal cfaaraden to dUtiact aad perfect, that the 
writer SMaree a« a rery (Aarailaf trio was taaf; froai oee of ibaai. 
■ Ob la aoaiaia aaelcal. paree qa'il porta tar le doe de ligaet aoi- 
rAtree plelaee da aotet, qal oat aae eepioe de tM poor let aettre ea 
chant, da Mrta qaa I'oa diralt qa'Il ae awaqae qoe la lettre k cette 
tablatare aatarella. Ce cariaax seatilhoaiBe (M.da Moatel) rap- 
porte qa'il ea a ra qal avaieat claq li«ae», aaa cl^, at dee aotee, 
qal ronaaieal an aconid parfait. Qaelqa'ao y avalt ajoot4 la latire. 
qae la Mtara avalt oobliAe, at la faUalt diaaler ea fbrae do trio, 
doot I'air ^ult fort agr^ble.- Chap. 19, art. 1 1 . The aathor addc, 
a poet ailght iauslae that theeo thelU were afed by the Syraaa at 
thair ooeoert*. 

■ Aaeordlas to Cicaao, aad hU coaiOMaUtor. MAcaoaip*, the laaar 
toae it the fravettaad falateti 00 the plaaeury hepuchord. ■ Qaaai 
eb oaasaai taaaiat ilia cvli •tellifer cartat, caJatooaTeraioettooa- 
dtatlor, aoato et e&duto aovetar tooo; (raTlMiaMiaaieahlcla- 
■arlt atqae iaflnae.* Somu. Scif. Becaaie, sayt MACtoaict, • api- 
rlM at ia ettrealuta laayiaeca a te jaa Tolvitor, et propter aagaa- 
tiasqaibat paaaliiaat orbit arcutar inpeta leaiore coBTertitor.* 
Ia JaoMi. Seif. lib. a, cap. 4> It I* aot very eaty to oederttaad the 
aaeleau ia their aatloal arraageaeat of the heavealy bodiec. Sea 
ProtBB. lib. 3. 

Laoaa Baaaao, partaias the idea of Aaitroru. that the heaveot 
are aaiaal, attrlbaiet their haraoay to perfect aad reciprocal lore. 
• IfoB pOffO aaaca fra lore II perfetto e reclprooo aaore : ia oaata pria- 
sipela, die b« aoetra il loro aaM>re, i la lor aaidiia araMMiaca e la 
ooaeordaBaa, oba perpetaaaeate ti trora In loro.* DitJog. a. 4i 
Amtn, p. St. Thb • radpraoo aaM>ra • of Laoaa ia the fCkOTtH 
of the aadeat SarBaoCLaa, who aeeau, in hia l<OTe sad Bate of the 
Bleaeata, M have f irea a f liapae of the priaclploa of attradloa 
aad rapalaloB. See the frafiaeat to which I allnde in LAaanim, 
A»OTf /lUV ^(XoTVJTt* aWtpXOfltv. X. T. >. Lib. 8, oap. a, 
B. I a. 

* Laocirraa. the atoaiat, iMaflaeda kladof Toniceaia thehao- 
veaa, which he borrowed firoa AiAZAOOBAt, and poaaibly anmfeatad 
toDcaciaTia. 



From the rich sigh 
Of the sun's arrow through an evening sky, • 
To the fsint breath the tuneful osier yields 

On Afric's burning fields ;> 
Oh ! thou shalt owmthu univcrae divine 

is mine ! 
That I respire in all and all in me, 
One mighty mingled soul of boundless harmony ! 



Welcome, welcome, mystic shell ! 
Many a star has ceased to bum, ^ 
Many a tear has Saturn's urn 
O'er the cold bosom of the ocean wept, 4 
Since tliy aerial spell 
Hath in tlie waters slept ! 

I fly, 

With the bright treasure to my choral sky. 
Where she, who waked its early swell. 
The syren, with a foot of fire. 
Walks o'er the great string of my Orphic Lyre,* 
Or guides around the burning pole 
The winged chariot of some blissful soul ! ^ 
While thou ! 
Oh, son of earth ! what dream shall rise for thee; 
Beneath Ilispania's sun. 
Thou 'It sec a streamlet run. 
Which 1 have vtrarm'd with dews of melody; 7 

Listen ! — when the night wind dies 
Down the still current, like a harp it sighs! 
A liquid chord is every wave that flows. 
An airy plectrum every breeze that blows!' 
There, by that wondrous stream, 
Go, lay thy languid brow, 

' HaaACLiaaa, apoo the allegoriee of Boaaa, ooajedaraa that tbm 
idea of the haraoay of the apheraa orifllaatad with this poai, whsw 
ia rapreaeatiaf the aolar beaaa aa arrowa, aappoaae thaa to aalKa 
pecaiiar aooad ia the air. 

* la the accoaat of Africa which D'AaL&acoraT has uaaalaMi 
there ia aeatlon of a tree la that coaatry. whoae btaachaa whaa 
ahakea by the head prodaoe very aweet aoaada. ■ La a^aa aa 
(A»R!i<BUAa) dit, qa'il y a aa rertaia arhre, qal prodalt dee 1 
ooaoM d'o.ier, et qa'ea lee preaaat k la nwia el lee hraBlaat, 
font nae eapto d'haraoaie fort a§rAible,* ate. etc— L'i^ifaw 4i 
MiaaoL. 

* Aliadiafi to the exiiadion, or at leaat the diaappaaraace, of aeSM 
of thoae ited aura, which we are laaght to ooaalder aa aaaa, at- 
teaded each by iia aytiaa. DaecAaTaa thoaghi that oar earth allkt 
foraerly have beea a aaa, which heoaaeobemrad by a ihldk lai aalB 
tloa orer iu aarface. Thia probably aasgeaied the idea of a osntral fra> 

* PoaraTaT aaya, that PrraAceaAa held the aea to be a tear.— 
Ty]v 5a>arT0Cv fuv ffxa>ci ctvac ccupuov. th rtt. Aal 
aoae oae elae. if I aiatake aot. baa added the Planet Smara aa te 
aooroaof It. EantDocLas, with aiailar affectation, called the ess, 
• the tweat of the earth:* l^^coTa TV]; */V}>. Sea Rim 
apoa PoaraTar, Nam. 4<. 

' The ayttea of the haraoaiaed orba waa atylcd by the 
the Great Lyrr of Orpheat, for which Ladaa aeooanta, ^J OC Avp| 

iirrautroi touyx mv tuv xt-joufitvoiv tt^puv ap/wHKf 

9t;vc€a>XffT0. X. r. X. in Aatroloff. 

^ AcfcXc ^ux^^i iaa/D(0/tA5u; roti v^potqy cvcf/tw ^ 
ffxac>}v "npoi gnas^v^ xaf e/ASt&csa; '112 VXl OXHMA. 

'Thia aotical river ia aentlonf d ia the roaance of Adillea Tatlna. 

ETWt TTOTa/uioy * * * ijv ot ax9U30tf 3"f>Y^ tow uoccto^ 

XoikOir/tOi. The Latia Teraion, iu topplyiaQ the hiaiaa which la 
In the oriffiaal, baa placed the river in Bitpaaia. ■ la Hlapania qwB- 
qae flnvina eat, qnea priao atpectn,* rw. etc 

* Theaa two liaea are traetlaied froa the worda of .\diilleaTaUBa. 
Eav^/9 oXcyo; ave/xo; cc; Ta; ^va; (jUircoY], to fit» 
ui6tp w; /o/soV} xpoutrat, to ^f Ttvtupu rev itwnt 
itXifptrpev ycvrrat. to jHufia ct w; M$apa XocXc c. Uh. a. 
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I Mnd thee such a god like dream, 
i>rul ! mortal ! haM tliou lieard of liiiiip * 
DT a ni|;hi. wilb hit primordial lyrv, > 

■ n iIm: chill Pandean mount, ^ 
l<v>kini; to lite orient dim, 

■i Oi>* finrf flowini; of tliat sacred foant, 
r. vhirh lii« soul had drunk its fire! 
r.k «lkat viMons. in that lonely hour, 
-•'■-r hi* niiuiin]; breast! 
•uf piouft ecstasy 4 
1 iii« pr^yvr to that eternal Power, 
Mr *ejl upon this world imprest^ 
nuua forms of bright diirinity ! 

f<-»i tikou know what dreams I wove, 

* il'?rp hormr of tltat silent bower, ^ 

» r^i^rf Saoitan slept his holy slumber? 

Wjirn, free 

r -ui orry earthly chain, 
"^ih* of plcaaure and fiom bonds of pain, 
«pni (Iryv th rough fields above, 
[ 111', source of Nature's fontal number. 7 

lo nnsfic choir, un>und him move 
' --f M'ni*. licaven's burnini; min»trc]sy ! 
9 'ireum*, m> heavenly bright, 

1 n* -ar 
- /TTdi diadeoi tliat twines my liair, 
V :|jr «c^-rn j[;ems that sparkle there, * 

Vioj^iing titeir beams 
In* of lumioninus light, 
i6rul ! SKch shall be thy radiant dreams! 

•<] ki* ifr*sr/s;rae9T/i9770v i-xzayopoov Op^sfiii. 

»• vork by a pt«f«Mor of GrcekaiV«;nioc, Iaiiil«d > Het>- 
■•• mfvrm dm Mptaaario libri.* Lib. 4. op. i, p. 177. 
■msis, amiUmg iW citrnM veBcratioa of Orpheot for 
t»iteak»waa aecaclMBcd tOfO tu thaPaaQana aKHiniain 
^k. aa4 ibara waft ikerLiaf of ibe »aa, ibai bealitht be 
iu bwa. L;;ryf c^oufvoj t< 7;c» vt^xr^;, 
hcy>r«' «^' TO o/5«j TO xaAOut^ac vov llay- 
r^9vt;ary< ra» avarcAss, iva co\; rov 'IlAtsv 

raraaa of OaroBC* prowrrt^ to at, whicti ooa- 
mi iho aaitj sad awtjaiiceaoa of iko Daily. Aa 
b JravBS MABTva ku prodacad: 

; ^* X^x*i9v <; eopxvov Z7rr.piX7M 

tsto gvt ^p9v«f, X. T. A. .^</ (ini.'C. cohnriat. 

kf aoMa. ikat thaao ara to be racLoaad aaMastt Ibe 
««r« fraqacat ia tb« early liiaet of (Ibriaiiaaiiy. 
ahrtfal IA iiboai «a abuaid mpnieibaai ; ib.-yare 
^^aa. aad too po..-lte«l for tb« Faibrra. 

• ■# ike Byraaaof Oaratct, beaiiriliaieaa li|{arMl Mai to 
«k wkick bio iBaf laca ikat deity to kava aiaaiped a variety 
Wfmm tka ■■iieffae. 

img tm ika cave aear Saaoa, wbcre Pyiba|{oraa devotfd the 
an af kia 4aya a«d aisbu to mfdiiatioa aad ibe aytleriea 
iaaapk*. Jkm'-tuk. d$ YU. Tbia, a« Ht>UTE»ic» reaarka, 
utaiaaa 1 f tke %»%\. 

iec>«ci'v«, or aacred aaaher of ibe pTtba*o-eaa«, mi wbltb 
wahr aaxwr. aad wbi.b ibrr railed roystv Setv«9^ 
, ■ibe foaauia of prrraaial aaiarp.« Lrcus baa ridi- 
it^'^ttm* ariika«lii'vrry tavly ia hia SaU ttf Plu U tufktn. 
»»Mm ia iairaded toreprnteat lbiiaaj|n,;y hetweea ibe 
tmmm a»4 fk - friaaatw caloara. We Ma«l la Pialarrb a vagae 

■ af ikia kiadred bsroMay ia culoara aad aoaada. iyftti 
arsv, ,ijL<7z P'^vy;; tc xz< pvro; rr,v upjjiovixv 
#S^«l. l*aJlaaira- 

aaan.«kaae Mao I aaj be aappoaad to boTa bentNred. aaya, 
m apaa aaaaic la Baaiiaa. • I't diadeaaa ocaiia, raria lao* 
■A. ate €jfibmn 4i««niiaie aaai. btaadiiar aaditai.* Tbia 
Aikaaalftalafaklaikoa(ktlBiba iMtOT. Uk. a, K 



EPISTLE IV. 
TO GEORGE MORGAN, ESQ. 

OF NORFOLK, VIRGINIA.* 
FROM BBRMDDA, JANUART, 1804. 



OuiTti xat ftaXkov titiopofioi r,sntp triTct;, ttovtw 
eye^,pixTa.t. 

Callimach. Bymn. in DeL t. it. 

Oh what a tempest whirl'd us hither! * 

Winds, whose snvn|^ breath could witlier 

All the light and languid flowei^s 

That Idoom in Epicurus' bowers! 

Yet thiuk not, George, that Fancy's charm 

Forsook me in this rude alarm. 

When close they reefd the timid sail, 

When, every plank complaining loud. 
We laboiir'd iu the midnight gale, 

And even our haughty main-mast )>ow'd! 
Thu miiHe, in that unlovuly hour, 
Ik-nignly brought her soothing power. 
And, 'mid»t the war of waves and wind, 
In songs clysian lapp'd my mind! 
She openM, with her golden key. 

The casket where my memory lays 
Those little gems of poesy, 

Which time has saved from ancient days! 
Take one of these, to Lais sung, 
I wrote it while my hammiK*k swung, 
As one might write a dissertation 
Upon •suspended animation!* 



SwBBTLT^ you kiss, my Lais dear! 
But, while you kiss, I feel a tear, 

* Tbia (lenilifaiaa ia attacked to tbe Briiiab eoaaalataat Norfolk. 
Hi* uleelB are wortby of a awcb bif.brr apbere, bat tbe etcdical 
diiptMitioaa of tbe faaily witb wboa be reaidea, aad tbe onrdial 
rirpoae beeajuy* aBWDgat lome of thn liadeat bearia la tbe world, 
•buald be almoti eaooj>h to aioar to bia for ibe worai caprioea cf 
foriuae. Tbe coaanl bia»«lf, Coluael ilaailtoa. ia oaa aaoag 
ibe very few iatiaaiv* of a m*a, ardeaily loyal to bia kiag, aad 
jei lieiovrd by ibe Aacrioaai. Hia buoiO ia ibe very leaple of 
bo»piialiiy, aad I aiacerely pity ibe beart of ibal atraater abo. 
vara froa ibe aelooaeof aodi a board, aad wilb tbe Mate of aacb 
\laiiirira >iill apoa bia lipa. • i«l dohv ia booa,* ivold aiidowa to 
write a libel oa bia boat, ia tbe irae apirit of a uodera pbibMOfbiai. 
See tbe frarr/f of tbe Dcat at L4 RucaaiotcAtLT Liiscucar, 
vol. a. 

■ We were aevea daya oa oar paaaaire froa Norfolk to Bcraadi. 
dariag tbrae of wbicb we wer^- firtted to lay-to ia a sale of wiad. 
Tbe Driver aloop of war, ia wbirb I weai, waa bailt at Beranda of 
i-edar, aad ia acoooaied aa ei--ellrat if*-! oat. Sbe wat ibea oimb- 
naaded by ay very reurelted frieod (.apu^a Coa|iloa, vtbo ia Jaly 
lati wai killed alioard ibr Lilly, ia aa ariioo wilb a I'rearb privt- 
ie«r. Poor i^aptoa : be fell a victia to tke atraa:;a iapoliey of 
allowia; aaib a aiterabia tbiag aa iba Lilly to n-aMia ia ibe aer- 
vice; ao aaall. craak, aad aaaaaa<:eal>le, tbat a wvH-aaaaed aer* 
cbaaiaMa wa« ai aay tiae a aaii-b for ber. 

1 Tbia epigraa la by Ptrtca SLB.tvifttira, aad aay iw fooad 
ia ibe /taelerfu of BarncK, vol. 3, p. 71. Bal aa (be r.-adiaf tbrfw 
ii aoaewbat difforfai fioa wbai I ba«e folluwrd ia ibia tiaaalatioo, 
I ab'll ffive it at I bad it ia av aeaioiy at ibe lia«, aad aa il !• 
ia lUinMca, wbo, 1 believe, Krai proJnivd tbe rplgrja. See bta 

fWlMM. 

'lioU /A«V fOTC p(>n.tta « AXtOOi' ii^J Qt OtVTAIV 
HntO^CVYJTftlV OXApu ;{«£> /SAfp«/»AlV, 

Kat 7ro>;> xtx^i^9b»99( ooptii iujioTcp'jxov a^/>r.y 
'H/ACTC^a jtcpoX^v ir^ov tpttw^tvr,, 

II 
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Bitter as those when lovers part. 
In mystery from your eye-lid start ! 
Sadly yoa lean yotur head to mine. 
And round my neck in siloice twine. 
Your hair along my bosom spread, 
All humid with the tears you shed! 
Hare I not kits'd those lids of snow T 
Tet still, my love, like fonntt they flow, 
Bathing our cheeks, whene'er they meet- 
Why is it thus? do tell me, sweet ! 
Ah, Lais ! are my bodings right? 
Am I to lose you* is to-night 
Our last — go, false to HeaTen and me! 
Your Tery tears are treachery. 



Such, while in air I floating hung. 

Such was the strain, Morgante mio! 
The Muse and I together sung. 

With Boreas to make out the trio. 
But, bless the liule fairy isle ! 

How sweetly, after all our ilU, 
We saw the dewy morning smile 

Serenely o'er its fragrant hills ! 
And felt the pure elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow 
With honey freshness, caught by stealth 
Warm from the very lips of health I 

Oh ! could you riew the scenery dear, 

That now beneath my window lies, 
You'd think tliat Nature Uvish'd here 

Her purest ware, her softest skies, 
To make a heaven for Lore to sigh in. 
For bards to lire and saints to die in! 
Close to my wooded bank below. 

In glassy calm the waters sleep. 
And to the sun-beam proudly show 

The coral rocks they love to steep ! * 
The feinting breeze of morning feik, 

Tlie drowsy boat moves slowly past. 
And I can almost touch its sails 

Tliat languisli idly round the mast. 
The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven, 
And, as the wave reflects his beams, 
Another heaven its surfece seems! 
Blue light and clouds of silvery tears 

So pictured o'er the waters lie. 
That every languid bark appears 

To float along a burning sky! 
Oh ! for the boat the angel gave' 

To him, who in his heaven-ward flight, 

Mv/M/KcvKiv i* cp(>v;9a* re ^ u; ipovtpifK «t7r« irnyi9(, 
^BOLpua. fur/v-^/itvoiv TttTTTf xxrx 9T0ftetT(av' 

EiTTC i* avc(/D9/uv(u, rrv9$ ouvcxse itutpux Xttfitif ; 
Actdlue /uti} /It hnr^' crrt yap opxamttteu, 

* Tlw wsier U to clear anwod ilw Uland, ikat the molu ar* mm 
boaeaib to a rary fraaidrpih, and, a* wa oatarad ibe karboar, they 
appaarad to m ao aaar the aarfaoa. ihat it aatfoied iaipoaaiUa wa 
•boald not Birlka oa thaai. Thara it no aaoa««iij. of coono, far 
hciaTittf the laad, and tba ncf ro pilot, lookln.f down at iha roeka 
from the bow* of tka akip, lakaa kar Ikrongk tkladifNcah n .Tlfa> 
tion, wlik a tkill and n on ttd aa w wkiek aaaaa to aatoniak aosM of tka 
oldfrit aailora. 

* In KiacHtt't ■ EctiaHeJgmmf fa JfaaaM,* Goaaiiet, tko §»• 
nlna of tke world, f IraaThsodJdaoiw a'boat •faabaatoa. wlik wkidi 



Sail'd, o'er the Sun's ethereal wave. 

To planet-isles of odorous light! 
Sweet Venus, what a clime lie found 
Within tliy orb's ambrosial round ! ■ 
There spring tlie breeies, rich and warm. 

That pant around thy twilight car; 
There angels dwell, so pure of form. 

That each app^rs a. living star ! * 
These are the sprites, oh radiant queen! 

Thou send'st so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen. 

Thy planet's brightning balm to shed; 
To make the eye's enchantment clearer. 

To give the check one rose-bud more. 
And bid that flushing lip be dearer, 

Which had been, oh I too dear before ! 

But, whitlier means the Muse to roam 7 
'T is time to call the wanderer home. 
Who could have ever thought to search hei 
Up in the clouds with Father Kircher? 
So, health and love to all your mansion ! 

Long may the bowl that pleasures bloon 
The flow of heart, the soul's expansion. 

Mirth, and song, your board illumine! 
Fare you well — remember too. 

When cups are flowing to the brim, 
That here is one who drinks to you. 

And, oh! — as warmly drink to him. 



THE RING. 



TO 



, i8oi. 

No— lady! lady! keep the ring; 

Oh ! think how many a future year. 
Of placid smile and downy wing. 

May sleep within its holy sphere! 

Do not disturb their tranquil dream. 

Though love hath ne'er the m^-stery warn 

Yet Heaven will shed a soothing beam. 
To bless the bond itself hath form'd. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye! 

Oh ! it doth ask, with magic power, 
If Heaven can ever bless the tie 

Where Love inwreathes no genial flower! 

Away, away, bewildering look ! 

Or all the boast of Virtue 's o'er; 
Co— hie thee to the sage's book. 

And learn from him to feel no more ! 

ka aaibarka Into tke regions of the ton. • Vidat (aaya i 
kancaabeitinaai naviculaoiooniaodiiaii tnvprrparaiaai.* 
I, dial. I. eap. 5. There are mom Tery ttranga fandea in tl 
of Kirckar. 

• When tkd eanins of tka wot Id and kit fellow-troTella 
St tke planet Vcnaa, ibey And an ialand oriotelintiaa, failo 
•ad iBtellisenco*. wkerr an ,ei« pmide. «ko tked tke ooan 
flnenoi of ibiapianeiorer the earth ; »ach Iteiag, according i 
lofera, tke ■ rit inflakiTa> of Venat. When they are in thii 
tka kaavaot, a oatauiical quettion oc«art to Thoodidactnt. 
aaka . Wkether baptiaa aay be perforated with the waten 
■■at*— -An aqnia fiobi V«n«fi» bopti«aaa inatiinl poai 
wkkk tkn ganiaa anawera, ■ Certainly.* 

• Tkia Men U FAtnaa Kiacnaa'a. ■ Tot nniaiaioa aolna di 
li ia aw ir . I, dial, i, cap. 5. 
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1 m m nt mn thee! etny loach, 
Tkaf brioft my pabes ctoee to thine, 

Tdt aw I want diy eid ■• naeh, 
C4! foiie ae nmch, as tboa doel mine! 

T'! iUy, dear love— one effort yet— 
i Boowot inm thoee eyce away, 

U{ iri ne, if I can, foqjet 
The li^hi that leads my loal aitray! 

Tim ay'fc thai wa vefe bom to meet, 
T!uc ear hearle bear one eonunon acal,-* 

'A. ItAx '. think, how man's deceit 
•lu Mcm la aash and feign to fsel! 

VWe o'er thy face some (^leam of thought, 
Lkr day-beams through the morning air, 

Ei!k pndual stole, and 1 hare caught 
TW frrling ere it kindled there : 

TSp fvmpodiy I then bef ray'd, 
Nr^ps was bnt the child of art; 

% pmiie of one who long hath play'd 
* th all these wily neto of heart. 

■ " ^hou Kafti not my virgin tow ! 

TV«(ch few the years I yet hare told, 
■ami djMi behevr I lived till now 

*Jk lovelcM heart or lenses coldT 



^» — y a ihroh of bliss and pain, 
f« "uny a otaid, my soul hath proted; 

*"> MOW I wanlon'd wild and rain, 
Vhde foae I truly, dearly loved ! 

Tv 'iierk to thine I fondly lay, 
T: cWtn hath been as fondly laid ; 

Tfer ««r4t to ibee I warmly sjy, 
Ta ikcm have been as warmly said. 

Tva Irani at cmce a languid heart, 

^liKb long hath lost its early spring; 
IVok of the pure bright soul thou art, 
I the ring, oh ! keep the ring. 



'■•^h — now, turn thine eyes again ; 

*ksi, soil chat look and still that sigh! 
*** tbou not feel my counsel then? 

(* no. bdovwl!— nor do I. 

^'iAe thus to mine thy bosom lies, 
V'ale thus our breaths commingling glow, 

^ vav aaore than vroman to he wise, 
Twere more than man to wish thee so! 



^ «« noc love so true, so dear, 

Tkn lapw could never he forgiven ; 
^ karti so fond and lips so near — 

Gmc mte the ring, and now — Oh heaven! 

TO 

■■IIU WITB 4 WIITI TIIL AND A aica OllDLI. 



Vs/:7acj:rr9U er^9vvc cetx/evMv poov. 

Ap. Nietphor. in Oneiroeritico. 



Nl elf the veslal veil, nor, oh ! 

Ltt weeping angels view it; 
Tear cheeks bdie its vii|pn snow, 

iad Uosh npcalfaig throagh iL 



Put off the fatal tone you wear; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears that fell from Virtue there 

The hour that Love unboimd it 



THE RESEMBLANCE. 



■ TO oarr«»d* !• 

Doana, qaut' 4 poMibll*. ia sltral 
La <is»iaia.vottra fbraM -"- > 



PKTlUltC. SMMtr. iJ. 



Yis, if 't were any common love 
That led my pliant heart astray, 

I grant, there 's not a power above 
Could wipe the faithless crioie away! 

But, 't was my doom to err with one 

In every look so like to thee, 
That, oh ! beneath the blessed sun, 

So fair there are but thou and she! 

Wliate'cr may be her angel birth. 
She was thy lovely perfect twin. 

And wore the only sliape on earth 
Tliat could have charm'd my soul to sin ! 

Your eyes! — the eyes of languid doves 
Were never half so like each other! 

The glancen of the baby loves 

Resemble less tlieir wami-eycd mother! 

Her lip ! — oh, call me not false-hearted, 
When such a lip I fondly press'd; 

'T was Ix>ve some melting cherry parted. 
Gave thee one half and her the rest ! 

And when, vrilh all thy murmuring tone. 
They sued, half open, to be kiss'd, 

I could as soon resist thine own — 

And them, Heaven knows! I ne'er resist. 

Tlien, scorn me not, though falie I be, 
'T was love that waked the dear eteeu; 

My lieart had been more true to lliee, 
Had mine eye prised thy beauty less! 



TO 



Wbbm I loved you, I can't but allow 
I had many an e)U]uisitc minute; 

But the scorn tlut I fuel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it! 

Tlius, whctlier we 're on or we 're off. 

Some witchery seems to await you ; 
To love you is pleasant enough. 

And, oh! 't b delicious to hate you ! 



FROM THE GREER OF MELEAGER. » 

Fill high tlie cup with liquid flame. 
And speak my Ileliodora's name ! 

E/x«(, xac vxkn tint, iroiiv, ira^tv, 'H>f4^,oo« 
Etirc, ewv mMftnut^ t» ykwy /Kcey' eve/sx. 
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MOORE'S MTOHRS. 



Repeat itt magic o'er and o'er. 
And let the sound my lips adore 
Sweeten the hreeze, and mingling twim 
On every bowrs Toluptuous brim ! 

Give me the wreath that wither* there, 
It was but last delicious night 

It hung upon her wavy hair. 

And caught her eyes' reflected light! 

Oh ! haste, and twine it round my brow; 

It breathes of Heliodora now I 

The loving rose-bud drops a tear, 
To see the nymph no longer here. 
No longer, where she used to lie, 
Close to my heart's devoted sigh I 



LINES, 

WaiTTIN IN A STOIK AT SIA. 

That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To light a lover to the pillow 

Of her he loves — 
The swell of yonder foaming billow, 
Besemblcs not the happy sigh 

That rapture moves. 

Yet do I feel more tranquil now 
Ami<i the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In this dark hour. 
Than when, in transport's young emotion, 
I 've stolen, beneath the evening star, 

To Julia's bower. 

Oh! there's a holy calm profound 
In awe like this, that ne'er was given 

To rapture's thrill; 
'T is as a solemn voice from heaven. 
And the soul, listening to tlie sound. 

Lies mule and still ! 

'Tis true, it talks of danger nigh. 

Of slumbering with tlie dead to-morrow 

In tlie cold deep. 
Where pleasure's throb or tears of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye, 

But all must sleep ! 

Well ! — there are some, thou stormy bed. 
To whom thy sleep would be a treasure : 

Oh ! most to him 
Wliose lip hath dniin'd life's cup of pleasure. 
Nor left one honey-drop to shed 

Round misery's brim. 

Yes — he can smile serene at death : 

Kind Heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 

Of friends who love him ; 
Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping. 
Where sorrow's sting or envy's breath 

No more shall move him. 

Kat fiot Tov ppr/^t^'^afiupoti xai x^t?9v lovra, 

Aax/juif ftUpcL^o-^ t'J^u ^9^9v, ovvfxa xttvav 
A>Xo9( x'ow xoXnoti iiurtpoti tvopti, 

BiOMCK. Analeet. torn. i. p. a8. 



ODES TO NEA; 

wHrrrKN at be&mcda. 



Nea ry/oavvei. 

EuRiPiD. Medea^ v. 967 



Nat, tempt me not to love again ; 

There was a time when love was sweet ; 
Dear Nea! had 1 known thee then, 
■ Our souls had not been slow to meet ! 
But, oh ! this weary heart hath run, 

So many a time the rounds of pain. 
Not even for thee, thou lovely one ! 

Would I endure such pangs again. 

If there be climes where never yet 

The print of Beauty's foot was set, 

Where man may j)a88 his loveless nights 

Unfever'd by her false deli);hls — 

Thither my wounded soul would fly. 

Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 

Should bring no more their bliss, tlieir pain, 

Or fetter me to eaith again ! 

Dear absent pirl ! whose eyes of light. 

Though little pri/cd when all my own. 
Now float before me, soft and bright 

As when they first enamouring shone! 
How many hours of idle waste, 
Within those witching arms embraced. 
Unmindful of the fleeting day, 
Have I dissolved life's dream away! 
O bloom of time profusely shed ! 
O moments! simply, vainly fled. 
Yet sweetly too— for love perfumed 
The flame which thus my life consumed; 
And brilliant was the chain of flowers 
In which he led my victim hours ! 

Say, Nea dear! couldst thou, like her, 
Wiien warm to ftxl and quick to err. 
Of loving fond, of roving fonder. 
My thouj'htless soul might wish to wander- 
Couldst thou, like her, the wish reclaim. 

Endearing still, reproaching never. 
Till all my heart should hum with shame, 

And be thy own More fix'd than ever? 
No, no — on earth there's only one 

Could bind such faithless folly fast: 
And sure on earth 't is I alone 

Could make such virtue false at last! 

Nea ! the heart which she forsook, 

For thee were hut a worthless shrine — 
Go, lovely |;irl, that angel look 

Must thrill a soul more pure than mine. 
Oh ! thou shall l>e all else to me. 

That heart can ftel or toni;ue can feign; 
I '11 praise, admire, and worship thee. 

But must not, dare not, love again. 



TbI« Iter omop rave. 

PROPERT. lib. It, 



I PRAT you, let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore. 
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Where late we thoufhtlen ttray'd ; 
Twas noC for in, whom Ilearen inloidft 
To be no more than simple friends, 

Such lonely wkUu were made. 

That little bay where, winding in 
From Ocean's rude and angry din 

(As lorers steal to bliss), 
The billows kiss the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again. 

As diough they did not kiss ! 

Remember, o'er its circling flood 

In what a dangerous dream we stood — 

The silent sea before us. 
Around ua, all the gloom of grore, 
That e'er was spread for guilt or lore. 

No eye but Nature's o'er us ! 

I saw you blush, you felt me tremble, 
In vain would formal art dissemble 

All chat we wisli'd and thought ; 
T was more than tongue could dare reveal, 
Twas more than Tirtue ought to feel. 

But all that passion ought ! 

1 stoop'd to cull, with faltering hand, 
A shell that, on the golden sand, 

Before ua faintly gleam'd ; 
1 raised it to your lips of dew, 
Too kWd the shell, I kiiis'd it too- 
Good Hearen ! how sweet it secm'd ! 

(Mil trust me, *t was a place, an hour. 
The worst that e'er temptation's power 

Goald tangle me or you in ! 
Sweet Nea ! let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore, 

Such walks will be our ruin ! 



Tov read it in my languid eyes. 
And there alone should lore be read ; 

Too hear me say it all in sighs. 
And thus alone should love be said. 

Then dread no more ; I will not speak ; 

Although my heart to anguisli thrill, 
1 11 spare the burning of your check. 

And look it all in silence still ! 

Ueard yon the wisli I dared to name. 
To murmur on that lurklcss night. 

When passion broke the bonds of shame, 
And love grew madness in your sight ? 

Dhrinely through the graceful dance 
Ton aeem'd to float in silent song, 

Bending to earth tliat beamy (glance. 
As if to liglit your steps along ! 

Ob! bow could others dare to touch 
That hallow'd form with hand so free. 

When but to look was bliss too much. 
Too rare for all but Ilearen and mo ! 



With smiling eyes, that little thought 

How fatal were tlie beams they threw, 
My trembling hands you lighdy caught. 
And round me, like a spirit, flew. 

Heedless of all, I wildly tum'd. 
My soul forgot — nor, oh ! condemn. 

That when such eyes before me bum'd. 
My soul forgot all eyes but them ! 

I dared to speak in sobs of bliss. 
Rapture of every thought bereft me, 

I would h.ive clasp'd you — oh, even this!— 
But, with a bound, you bluHhing left me. 

Forget, forget llial night's offence, 

Forgive it, if, alas ! you can ; 
T was love, 't was pasftion — soul and sense — 

T was all the best and worst of man ! i.^^ - 

That moment did tlie mingled eyes '^p^* 

Of heaven and earth my madness riew, 

I should liave seen, through earth and skies. 
But you alone, but only you! 

Did not a frown from you reprove. 
Myriads of eyes to me were none ; 

I should have— oh, my only love ! 

My life! what should I not have done ? 



A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY. 

I JUST had tum'd tlie clauic page. 

And traccfi that happy period over, 
Wlicn love couhl wsimi the proudest sage, 

And wLvlom grace the tenderest lover! 
Before I laid me down to sleep. 

Upon the bank awliile I stood. 
And saw the vtMiial planet weep 

Her team of li^lit on xVriel's Hood. 
My hciirt was full of Fancy's dream. 
And, as 1 w.itirli'd the playful stream, 
Ent)ii(;ling in its net uf smiles 
So fiiir a f^roup of elfin iUes, 
I felt M if the scenery tliere 

Were li(;hi(Ml by a Grecian sky — 
As if I breathed the bliAKful air 

That yet was warm with Sappho's sigh ! 

And now the doMiny hand of rest 
Her si{ynet on my eyes imprest. 
And still the hri(;ht and h.ilmy spell. 
Like star-dew, o'er my faiiry fitll! 
1 tliou(]ht that, all enrapt, I Ktray'd 
Thn>u(;h that M:rene luxurious shade, ' 
Where Epicurus tiughl the loves 

To polish Virtue's native hrightncw, 
Just as the Ixvik of playful dovi-s 

Can give to penrU a smoother whitenew! ' 

'GA^«K<•t>I thinks tb«( ilwiprden* which PaoMnia* OMDtloB*, ia 
hit fint IkM^k, wen* iho«r of Kpk-Jirut : ■nil Sir act Miyt. ia bit Am- 
tiftntiea of Alhemt, ■ Sttur this i-odvhdI (iba coarrBt of Uajfio* AtM^ 
matoi) ii th« piaif calle-i at pretcni K«poi, or ibe Gardens; sad 
Aia|M>lm K pot. or the Vioryard Garden : tbete were probalily the 
{^ardfot which Pautaniat vitiied.*— Chap, il, toI. i. 

* Tbi« method of poli»hioff pearl*, by leavinn ihcm awhile to be 
played with by dove*, it aeatlooed by the fandfnl CASnASn, J« 
Henm Vanrtal. lib. vll, cap. 3(. 
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MOOBE'8 WORKS. 



T was one of llioie ddi c fcma nighii 

So commoa in the eNmes of Greeeo, 
When day withdnwt hnt half iu lightt, 

And all is mooMhine, halm, and peace 1 
And thou wert there, my own hdioted I 
And dearly by thy side I rored 
lliroufh many a temple s reverend gloom. 
And many a hower's seductive hloom. 
Where heauty blush'd and wisdom taught, 
Where lovers sigh'd and sages thought. 
Where h^jis might feel or heads discern. 

And all was form'd to soothe or move, 
To make the dullest love to learn. 

To make the coldest learn to lore! 

And now the fairy pathway seem'd 

To lend us through eochamed ground. 
Where all that hard has ever dream'd 

Of love or luxury bloom'd around ! 
Oh ! 't was a hright bewildering scene— 
Along the alley's deepening green, 
Soft lamps, that hung like burning flowers, 
And scented and illumed the bowers 
Seem'd, as to him, who darkling roves 
Amid tlie lone liercynun groves, 
Appear the coundeas birds of light, 
That sparkle in the lea%-e8 at night. 
And from tlieir wings diffuse a ray 
Along the traveller's weary way! ' 
*T was light of that mysterious kind, 

Through which the soul is doom'd to roam 
When it has left this world behind. 

And gone to seek its heavenly home! 
And, Nea, thou didst look and move, 

Like any blooming soul of bliM, 
That wanders to its home above 

Through mild and shadowy liglit like this ! 

But now, meChought, we stole along 

Through halls of more voluptuous glory 
Than ever lived in Teun soiig. 

Or wantnu'd in Milesian story! * 
And nymphs were lliere, wImmc very eyes 
Seem'd almost to exhale in sighs; 
Whose every hide ringlet thrill'd. 
As if Willi Koul and pMsion fill'd ! 
Some flew, with amber cups, around. 

Shedding the flowery wimrs of Crete, * 
And. as they paiw'd with youthful hound, 

The onyx jJione beneath their ffet! 4 
While others, waving armn of snow 

Entwined by snakes of bumtkh'd gi)Id, ^ 



* la Hcrcrale Gcraaaiv salia iauiuu §9matn aliiaa aewpian*, 
qaarma ftmmm. If aiam bmnIo, ooilaoeaat aoctibM. — Plia . lib. k, 
«F- 4?. 

> Tbe Milcdac*. or liletlaa fcbl«i. Iwd their orlftlm ia Vllcia*, a 
laxarioat Mwa of loaia. AHtlidM «•« iW aoUoplolMralod aaibor 
ortboMlionitiaatSctioaa. Seo l*i.CT*aca (iaCraaM), wbocalU ibeaa 

* •8eX>«rtlwCr«UBwiao«.whidiAlb«HPa«caiU«tvo( OV^Off- 
/K<a>, firoa ih«ir frafraacy raaaal.liag that of tba iaMtBoarert.* 
— BABkT Ml ITiact, chap. vii. 

* It apfMan that, la rary ipl jadid aaasloat, tbe floor or paToaeai 
wakfraqmaily ofoojK. Thoa MAavikL: • Caleataiqao tae aab pada 
l^tmtmjx.w^Efif. 5o, lib. sii. 

* BroMUla of thla «haj^ won a fkvoarita ora a aiaBt UMMf the 
»«MBofaatIqalty. Ol tltOUtpKUt Offttf KM KC X/BUecU 



And showing KnriM, as lodi to ahov, 

Throogli maay a thin Tarenlian fold, * 
Glided along the festal ring 
With vases, all reapiriog spring. 
Where roses lay, in languor breathing. 
And the young bee<grape, * round them wraalhing, 
Hung on their blushes warm and meek. 
Like ciuls upon a rosy dbeek! 



Oh, Nea ! why did moming break 
The spell that so divinely bound aet 

Why did I wake T how coit^ I wake, 
With thee my own and Heavoi arooad 



I 



Well — peace to thy heart, though another's it be^ 
.Vnd health to thy cheek, thotigfa it bloom not for me' 
To>morrow, I sail for those cinnamon groves. 
Where nighdy the ghost of the Carribee roves, 
.\nd, far from thine eye, oh ! perhaps, I may ytt 
Its seduction forgive and its splendour fongeil 
Farewell to Bernuida,' and long may the bloom 
Of the lemon and myrtle its valleys perfume; 
May spring to eternity hallow the shade. 
Where Ariel has warbled and Waller4 has stny'd ! 
And thou — when, at davni, thou shalt happen to roam 
Through the lime-eover d alley that leads to ihy home, 
Where oft, when the dance and the revel were done. 
And the stars were beginning to fade in the son, 
I have led thee along, and have told by tbe way 
What my heart all tlie night had been burning lo say— 
Oh ! think of the past— give a sigh to ihoat 
And a blessing for me to that alley of limes ! 



Ir I were yonder wave, my dear. 
And thou the isle it ela^ aroond, 

I would not let a foot come near 
My land of bliss, my huj grouad* 

If I were yonder couch of gold. 

And thou the pearl within it placed, 

I would not let an eye behold 
The sacred gem my arms embraced ! 



TTsoM 0010*0$ xoi Kpt^oc/opxi XXI Aeu9of fxp/uaoL 

PaiUTB.aplM. &I.Lcci*a lootella of ibe 6/0a;^(9C9C ^f 90esvr<;. 
S<« hU Am»n$, whore ho deacribea th<i draaaiaff^wia of a Groriaa 
lady, aad we iad iha ■ ailTer raae,* the reafe, tto l o at h p oadg. 
aad all the ■ aytUe order • of a aMdera lollec. 

* Ta/sx/T(v(^9v, ^x;;avcs cvo\>^ue,««y«/a«ce^uv9vaRr9 

T^j; TacavTivaiv /,cr,ffia»; xxi zpufT,f. — Polfux. 

* Aplaaa. naealiooed by Plixt. lib. xlr, aad ■ bow gbIM the lar 
cairll (aautoaran ielU),> m?« Pft.'vciaou.es, book i, aoct.i,chap.i7. 

' Tbe iDhabiiaBt* prnooaecr ih« aaoie a* If It wore writiea Ber> 
■Booda. See iho ooflanaBtaiora oo the word* • ttill-vot'd B ai a ae thtJ .* 
ia the Temprtt.—l woader it did aoi oocar to eoSM of theae ail- 
reading geatleaiea that, poatibly. tbadiaonvarer of thia • ialaadef 
bo.ft aad deril* ■ anii'bi bOTe been bo l.-a« a peraooafa thao the gnat 
John Benaadof , who, aboBi the sane period (the boffiaBlBj af ika 
•i\ieeaib ceaia'y). waaaeat Patrtardi of the Laila Charch lo Ethio- 
pia, aad has left aa BMMt woadorfal atorioa of th« A aaaaaa aad the 
GrifBa*wbiefa be eBooaaterrd.— rnwelfe^CiU ianHfi, Tol. I. I aa 
afraid, however, ii woald uke the Patriarch rather too mmdk oot tt 
hia way. 

< JoniiMM doec aoc thlok that Waller was over at ■arwada ; hot 
tbe Acamut •/ At Emnftmm Stutewmit im Aatgrim attraaa It oao- 
Bileatly. (Vol. ii.) I locatloa tbia work, howovor, leca fpr iti aa- 
iborlty, thaa for tl«a pleaaare I fael Ib qootiaf aa B»ackB«wMjod 
prodactioB of (ho great Bdaraad Barin. 
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And thoa die blottom blooming thcM, 
[ MMid HOC yield a breath of thee, 
To KcBt the mnU imploriiif air! 



f« : htmd sol o'er the water'* brink, 
Cnt DOC the wave that rosy sigh, 

)«■ i-t m burning mirror drink 
Tm toit reflcctioD of thine eye. 



Vui (d«wnr hair, that glowing chedi, 
rp,D ilic billows poor their beam 

Sc mirmly, that my tool could seek 
ii» >ca in the 



r^ punird aiream my chilly grara 
Sad nuptial bed at ooce may be, 

I ««d thee in that mimic wave, 
lad d«e aipoa the shade of thas! 

Icr->U tiie leafy mangrove bending 
I'cr the wBiers blue and brigbt, 

Lx Va'4 Mlky lashes, lending 
NMdow to her eyes of light ! 

•Jh ay Uhwitri ! where'er I tnm, 

of thee enchants mine 
thy glances bum, 
Tb| hlwh on every flow'ret lies. 

I« ihca thy breath '.—not all the firs 
ITial hghis the lone Semenda's ■ death 

h t j »fcm rlimrs, could e'er respire 
As odour like thy dulcet breath ! 

i pny diee, on those lips of thine 

T<« wear dbia rosy leaf for me, 
iBC breatlK of snmelliing not divine, 

Si^ nothing human breathes of thee ! 

t! «iber rhanns of thine 1 meet 

la nanuc. but thy sigh alone; 
TVs uke, oh ! take, though not so sweet. 

The brvaih of roses fcur thine own ! 

Si while I walk the flowery grove. 
The b«wl tluit gives, through morning dew, 

The lustre of tlie lips I love, 
■sy s u.n> to give their perfume too! 



0!l SEEHIG AN INFANT IN NEA'S ARMS. 

Tia int ambroaial child of bliss 

That Nyrhe to her bosom preis'd, 
Va» not a brighter babe than this, 

5«r bluUi'd upon a lovelier breast! 
lb bnle snow-«hite fingers, straying 

41nog her lip's lusuriant flower, 
Laak'd like a flight of ring-doves playing, 
through a roseate bower! 
ihrn. to shade the playful boy, 
dark hair fell, in mases bright, 

(■ Isiariar* lad la avaai Mtr, aoaiiac 
, rtc. CAaa«>. •• dt SmUlimi. Caua ScALicta weaii 

I tm ilw Phoals. MtMitimi. a33. 



Oh ! 't WBS a type of stolen joy, 
T was love beneath the veil of night! 

Soft as she smiled, he smiled again ; 
They scem'd so kindred in their el 

That one might think the babe had then 
Just budded in her blooming anwl 



THE SNOW SPIRIT. 



Tapotat 



iaaoliUi^ CjBibia, fMraalvMt 

Paurut. lib. I, alaf. S. 



No, ne'er did the wave in its element sleep 

An island of lovelier charms; 
It blooms in the giant embrace of the deep. 

Like Hebe in Hercules' amu! 
The tint of your bowers is balm to the eye, 

Their melody balm to the ear: 
Rut the fiery planet of day b too nigh, 

And the Snow-Spirit never comes here ! 

The down from hb wing b as white as the pearl 

Thy lips for their cabinet stole. 
And it fulls on the green earth as melting, my girl. 

As a murmur of thine on the soul ! 
Oh ! fly to the clime, uhere he pillows the death, 

As he cradles the birth of tlie year; 
Bri{;ht are your bowers and balmy their breath. 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here! 

How sweet to behold him when, borne on the gale, 

And brif;hlvning tlie boM>m of mom. 
He flin(;s, hke the priests of Diana, a veil 

O'er the brow of enrh virginal thom! 
Vet think not the veil lie so chillingly casts 

Is the veil of a vestal severe; 
No, no — tliou wilt see what s moment it lasts. 

Should the Snow-Spirit ever come here ! 

Rut fly to his rrf^ton — lay open thy rone. 

And lie 'II weep all his brilliancy dim, 
To think that a 1>osom, as white as hb own. 

Should not melt in the day-beam like him! 
Oh I lovely the print of those delicate feet 

O'er his luminous path will appear — 
Fly ! my beloved ! thb island b sweet. 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here! 



?9CT0. 

r'BII.OSTRAT. /con. 1 7, lib. 3. 



I STOLi along the flowrry bank. 

While many a bending; sea-grape ■ drsnk 

The sprinkle of the feathery oar 

That viing'd me round thb fairy shore! 

T was noon ; and evrry oranpe bud 
Hung languid o'er the cni^tal flood, 

Tka Ma-»Me ar awapror* ffiapa, a aailva of tba W«M ladlas. 
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Faint as the lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lovei^s burning sighs! 
Oh for a Naiad's sparry bower. 
To shade me in that glowing hour! 

A little dore, of milky hue, 

Before me from a plantain flew 

And, light along the water's brim, 

I stcer'd my gentle bark by him; 

For Fancy told me, Love had sent 

This snowy bird of blandishment. 

To lead me, where my soul should meet — 

I know not what, but something sweet! 

Bless'd be the little pilot dove ! 
He had indeed been sent by Love, 
To guide me to a scene so dear 
As Fate allows but si'ldom here : 
One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
Which, like the aloe's ' lingering flowers. 
May blossom to the eye of man 
But once in all his weary span ! 

Just where the margin's opening shade 
A vista from the waters made, 
My bird reposed his silver plume 
Upon a rich banana's bloom. 
Oh, vision bright! oh, spirit fair! 
What spell, what magic raised her there? 
T was Nea ! slumbering calm and mild. 
And bloomy as the dimpled child 
Whose spirit in Elysium keeps 
lu playful sabbath while he sleeps! 

The broad banana's green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil grace; 
One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in, 
And, stealing over all her charms, 
From lip to cheek, from neck to anas, 
It glanced around a fiery kiM, 
All trembling, as it went, with bliss 1 

Her eyelid's black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vermil tinge. 
Like the first ebon cloud that closes 
Dark on Evening's Heaven of roses! 
Her glances, though iu slumber hid, 
Seem'd glowing through their ivory lid. 
And o'er her lip's reflecting dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw. 
Such as, declining dim and faint. 
The lamp of some beloved saint 
Doth shed upon a flowery wreath, 
Which pious hands have hung beneath. 

Was ever witchery half so sweet! 
Tliink, think how all my pulses beat. 
As o'er the rustling bank I stole — 
Oh ! you that know the lover's soul, 
It is for you to dream the bliss. 
The tremblings of an hour like this! 

I The Agave. I kmcm ttet *kl$ U ■■ entNraoas Mea, bat it it 
quite irae eaoaffli for poetry. Plato, I llUak, ailowt a poet lo Iw 

I froai iff«tk|> rptxttxos also r^t aki^ttof. 



ON THE LOSS OF A LETTER INTEN 
FOR NEA. 

Oh ! it was fill'd with words of flame. 
With all the wishes wild and dear, 

Which love may write, but dares not name 
Which woman reads, but must not hear! 

Of many a nightly dream it told, 

When all that cliilU the heart by day, 

The worldly doubt, the caution cold. 
In Fancy's fire dissolve away ! 

When soul and soul divinely meet, 
Free from Uic senses' guilty shame, 

And mingle in a sigh so sweet. 
As Virtue's self would blush to blame ! 

How could he lose such tender wonls ! 

Words ! that of themselves should spring 
To Nea's ear, like panting birds, 

With heart and soul upon tlicir wing ! 

Oh ! fancy what they dared to speak ; 

Think all a virgin's shame can dread, 
Nor pause until thy conscious check 

Shall bum witli thinking all tliey said ! 

And I shall feign, shall fancy, too, 

Some dear reply thou miglit'st have giver 

Shall make that lip distil its dew 

In promise bland and hopes of Heaven ! 

Shall think it tells of future days, 
When the averted cheek will turn. 

When eye with eye shall mingle rays. 
And lip to Up shall closely burn !— 

Ah ! if this flattery is not thine. 
If colder hope thy answer brings, 

I 'II wish thy words were lost like mine, 
Since I can dream such dearer things! 



I rouND her not— the chamber seem'd 
Like some divinely haunted place. 

Where fairy forms hod lately beam'd. 
And left behind their odorous trace! 

It frit as if her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled. 
Which hung, as on a melting lute. 
When all the silver chords arc mute. 
There lingers still a trembling breath 
After the note's luxurious death, 
A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been tliere ! 

I saw the web, which, all the day. 
Had floated o'er her rliuek of rose; 

I saw the couch, where late she lay 
In languor of divine rrpose! 

And I could trace the hallow'd print 
Her limbs, had left, as pure and warm 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 



89 



A« if 't were done id rapture's mint. 

And Lore hiimelf had stamp'd the form ! 

Oh, Nea ! Nea ! wliere vrert thou ? 

In pity fly not thus from mc ; 
Tliou art my Ufie, my essence now, 

And my soul dies of wantiil(j; thee ! 



A KISS A L'ANTIQUE. 

BiHOLD, my love, tlic curious gem 
Witliin this simple rin^ of gold ; 
T is hallow'd bv the touch of them 

m 

Who lived in classic hours of old. 

Some fiiir Athcnlin girl, perhaps, 
Upon her h.ind this gem display'd, 

Kor thought that time's eternal lapse 
Should see it grace a lorelicr maid ! 

Look, darling, what a sweet design ! 
' Tlic more we gaze, it charms the more 
Come, — closer bring that cheek to mine, 
And trace with me its beauties o'tr^ 

Thou seesi, it is a simple youth 

By some enamoured nymph embraccd- 

Look, Nea, love ! and say, in sooth, 
Is not her hand most dearly placed ? 

Upon his ended head behind 
It seems in careless play to lie, * 

Yet presses gently, half inclined 
To bring his lip of nectar nigh ! 

Oh happy maid ! too happy boy ! 

The one so fond and faintly loili, 
The odier yielding slow to joy — 

Oh, rare indeed, but blissful both ! 

Imagine, love, that I am he. 
And jnat as warm as he is chilling ; 

lmagine>too that thou art she, 
BaC quite as cold as she is willing : 

So may we try tlie graceful way 
In which their gentle arms are twined, 

And thus, like her, my hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathed hair behind : 

And thus I feel thee breathing sweet. 
At slow to mine thy head I move ; 

And thus our lips together meet, 
And — thiu I kiss thee — oh, my love ! 



Abutot. Rhelor. lib. iii, cap. 4< 



Taiai 's noc a look, a word of thine 
My soul hath e'er forgot ; 



rtet lUw tk« •yaptefflM of Capid and Piyrhe at Florrmv, 
Is wkfdi ik« poMtioa of Ftych*'* haad i« flaoly •tproMlve of aff«r- 
iioa. Sw Uw Mmanm fhrtrntinrnm^ ton. ii, uh. 4i. 44. 1 kaow of 
*«ry In* aabjccu \m wblcfa poetry cuuU Iw man ialerMtingiy soi- 
pby*'* *^a (■ lUasiTSllas aoae of tbo •ndrai aiaiaM aad srini. 



TIlou ne'er hast bid a ringlet sliinc, 
Nor giren thy locks one graceful twine. 
Which I remember not ! 

There never yet a murmur fi^ll 
From that beguiling tongue, 
W4iich did not, with a lingering spell, 
Upon my charmed senses dwell, 
Like sometliing Ileaven liad sung ' 

Ah ! that I could, at once, fnrget 

All, all that haunts me so — 
And yet, thou witching girl ! — and yet. 
To die were sweeter, than to let 
The loved remembrance go ! 

No, if this slighted heirt must see 

Its faidiful pulse decay. 
Oh ! let it die, remembering thee. 
And, like the burnt aroma, be 

Consumed in sweets away I 



EPISTLE V. 
TO JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. 

raOM BEIMUDA. > 

March. 

• The dayliglit is gone — but before we depart. 
One cup sliall go round to the friend of my heart, 

' PifrKRtTO!! ba« Mid that ■ a ffood bUtory aad deaeriptloa of tbe 
Bcmitdat m\f^x aflford a pl«a«in({ additloa to the Beonrapbieai lib- 
rary ;• bat there rertaiolyar* not aateiiaU forsach a work. Tbe 
Uland, •iooe tbe tloMof it* dlacorery, ha» esperieaoed to very few 
ririuitadrt, tbe people have Leeo »o indoleat, aad their trade ao li- 
mited, that there U but little which the hUtoriaa ooald aonplify lato 
ini|torunoe ; aad. with recpert to the aataral prodartioot of lb* 
oiuotry, the few which the iababluau caa be ladeoed to caltlvaie, 
are %o caaraoa la tbe Weit lodlea, that they have been detcribad by 
every nataraliit who ha* written any amonnt of iho«e Ulaad* . 

It u often auerred by the iraoMtlaniic politiciant, that tbit llule 
colony deaervat aanre aiientioa froon the aother-ooaoiry ihaa it r*. 
cei%e«. and it ceruialy poMette* advaata^e* of •iiuaiioa, to which 
we cboold not be loaff loM»«ible if It were oaoa ia the haada of aa 
enemy. I wa« told by a celebrated friend of Wachingioa. at Kew 
York, that they bad formed a plaa for lit captare, lowarda the eoa- 
clokion of the Aaaericaa War ; ■ with the laieaiioa (at be expr«Med 
bimielf) of naakiaf; It a aett of horaeu for tbe aaaoyaacaof Britiah 
trade in that part of tbe world.* Aad there la ao doabt, it Ilea to 
fairly in the track to tbe Wett Indie*, that aa eaeny might with eaae 
convert it Into a very haraMlao impedimeat. 

The plea of Biabop Berkeley for a roilege at Bermoda, where Ame- 
riraa tavajet might be coaverted and edncated. iboHgh' roacnrred 
in by ibeaovernoMBt of the day, wat a wild aad aaeleaa apecalatioa. 
Mr Hamllion, who waa goveraor of the ialaad tome yeara aiece, pro- 
poaed, if I miauke aot, the eaiabliahmant of a marlae academy for 
the iaatrnctioa of thoae rhildrea of We«t ladiaaa, who might be in- 
tended for any aaatioal employmeat. Thia was a more rational idea, 
and for tontothiag of thia aainre the Ulead ia admirably calrnlaied. 
Bar the plaa ahoald be marb more ettenaive, aad embrace a general 
tyatem ofedacatioa, rvhicfa woalii ealirely reaMve the alternative in 
which the colontat* are involved at preaent, of either aending their 
aont to F.nglaad for iatirni-tioo, or entruating them to coiie^ea in 
the Sutea of America, where ideaa by ao meaaa favoarable to Gr«al 
Briuia are very aedaloaaly iacalcated. 

The womea of Bermada. ihongh not graerally haadaoaMt, hare aa 
aflectioaate laagaor in their look and manner, which ia alwaya la- 
lerratia*. What the Preach imply by their epithet iiiwttuie aeema 
very mach the character of tbe yoaag Bermadian giria— that predla- 
poaitioo to loriag, which, withoat being awakened by nay parlicalar 
object, dilTaaea itaelf ihroogh the geaerai maaaer ia a loaa of tca- 
deraeaa that aever lilU to faadaala. The moa of tha ialaad, I r9B- 

la 
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To the kindeftt, the deare»t-K»b ! judge by the tear, 
That I shed while I name him, how lund and how dear ! • 

T was thus, by the shade of a calabash-tree, 
Witli a few who could feel and remember like me, 
The chartu, that to sweeten my goblet I threw, 
Was a tear to the past and a blessing on you ! 

Oh I say, do you thus, in the luminous hour 
Of winu and of wit, when the heart is in flower 
And shoou from the lip, under Baccbus's dew. 
In blossoms of thought ever springing and new f 
Do vou sometimes remember, and hallow the brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him, 
Who is lonely and sad in these Talleys so fair. 
And would pine in Elysium, if friends were not there ! 

Last night, when we came from the calabash-tree. 
When my limbs were at rest and my spirit was free. 
The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day 
Put the magical springs of my fancy in play. 
And oh ! — such a vision as haunted me then 
I could slumber for ages to witness again ! 
The many I like, and the few I adore, 
The friends, who were dear and beloved before, 
But never till now so beloved and dear. 
At the call of my fancy surrounded me here ! 
Soon, soon did the flattering spell of their smile 
To a paradise brighten the blest little isle ; 
Serener the wave, as they look'd on it, flow'd. 
And warmer the rose, as they gathered it, glow'd ! 
Not the valleys Hersan (though water'd by rills 
Of the peariiest flow, from those pastoral hills ' 
Where the song of the shepherd, primeval and wild, 
Was taught to the nymphs by their mystical child) 
(x>uld display such a bloom of delight, as was given 
By tlie magic of love to this miniature Heaven ! 

Oh, magic of love ! unembellish'd by you. 

Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue 7 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art, 

like the viaca that shines through the eye to the heart ? 

Alas ! that a vbion so happy should fade ! 

That, when morning around me in brilliancy play'd, 

The rose and the stream 1 had thotight of at night 

Should still be before me, unfsdingly bright ; 

While the friends, who had secm'd to hang over the 

stream. 
And to gather the roeea, had fled with my dream ! 

But see, through the harbour, in floating array. 
The bark that must carry these pages avray* 
Impatiently flutters her wing to the wind. 
And win soon leave the bovrers of Ariel behind ! 
What billows, what gales b she feted lo prove. 
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love ! 



fsM, an sot v«rf dvUiaad : aad tlw oU plillotopbar, who IsuffMd 
ikM, aHartkU llfs. mm wmM be ckasfsd Ibm mba. u4 womb 
laio i Mt to d»>w, «««ld iad tlw ■iwiffliDiia ia tern* dagna ■•- 
lidynA ai laraMda. 

■ HowiaiM oT SteUf. apoa mkUk Dapkaia, tlw Irat iaTmior oT 
baoolic poatrj, waa aanad lif tlw ay spha. 8aa tka lively deaeripiiea 
of ikaae BoeataiM ia Dioaoasa Stcmun, lib. iv. 'U^OIOC yoip Opti 

MCTs n|y Zextliscv ectv* « f^^vt m^lcr, x. t. >. 
• K aMp, vaa^ la aaU Ibr faglaaJ. 



I Yet pleasant the swell of thoee billows vrould 
And the sound of those gales vronid be music 
Not the tranquilest air that the winds ever ble 
Not the siK-cry bpee of the summer-eve dew. 
Were as sweet as the breese, or as bright as th 
Of the wave that wonid carry your wanderer 1 

LOVE AND REASON. 



Qaaad llioaiwe ooamiaaoe k raiaoaaer, 11 
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'T WAS in the summer-time so sweet, 
yfhea h^rts and flowers are both in i 

That — who, of all the worid, should mee 
One eariy dawn, but Ix>%-e and Reason ! 

tx»ve told his dream of ycster-night. 
While Reason talk'd about the weather 

The mom, in sooth, vras fair and bright. 
And on they took their way together. 

The boy in many a gambol flew. 
While Reason like a Juno stalk'd. 

And from her pordy figure tlirew 
A Icngthen'd shadow as she walk*d. 

No wonder Love, as on they pass'd. 
Should find that sunny morning chill. 

For still the shadow Reason cast 

Fell on the boy, and cool'd him atffl. 

In vain he tried his wings to vrarm. 
Or find a path-way not so dim. 

For still the maid's gigantic form 
Would pass between the sun and him ! 

• This must not be,« said little Love — 
• The sun vras made for more dun yoi 

So, turning through a myrtle grovc^ 
He bid the portly nymph adiea ! 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O'er many a mead, by many a stream ; 

In every breeie inhaling joy, 
And drinking bliss in every beam. 

From all the gardens, all the bowers, 
lie cull'd the many sweets they shaded. 

And ate tlie fruits and smdt the flovrers. 
Till taste was gone and odour feded ! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 
Look'd blazing o'er the parehed plains ; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon. 
And fever thrill'd through all hb veins ! 

The dew forsook his baby brow. 

No more with vivid bloom he smiled — 

Oh ! where was tranquil Reason txyw. 
To cast her shadow o'er the child ! 

Beneath a green and aged palm. 
His foot at length for shelter turning. 



ihera ia St PiBaaa'* 
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He 9mm the aym^ reclining calm, 
With bnnr moooI ai bit was burning ! 

• Oh ' uke me to thai botom cold,* 
la murmnn at ber feet be aaid ; 

And Kramn oped ber garmenl'ft fold. 
And tma% it round his frret^d bead. 

He felt her boiom't icy touch, 

Aad eoon it lull'd hit pulae to rest; 

For. ah ! the chill wa« quite too much. 
And Lofe cuind on Reaion't bieait! 



?(at. do not weep, my Fanny dear? 

While in Iheae arms yon lie, 
TK« world hath not a wish, a fear, 
Thjt ottght to claim one predoos tear 

From that beloved eye! 

The world ! — ah, Fanny ! Love mniC shun 

The path where many rove; 
4 tor boaom to recline upon, 
< tor heart, to be bis only one. 

An qnile enough for Love! 

What can we wish, that is not here 
your arms and mine? 
OD earth a space so dear, 
Aa Ant within the blessed sphere 
> lavuif anna entwine? 



Far 



ihtM 's not a lock of jet 
your tsmples cnri'd, 
vhoH gUmy, Ungling net, 
dolh not, at once, forget 
aM Iha woclhkM world ! 



Tiainyonr 
Lrtha 



love! 



worlds I iee; 

offha in sanshiae move, 
bdow and skies above 
or smile for me! 



ASPAfllA. 



in the fsir Aspasia's bower, 
That Love aad Learning many an boor 
la <lallianrr met, and Learning smiled 
With rapCore on the playfol child, 
iBloo stole to find his ncsl 
a fold of Leamiai^s vest! 



There, aa the linening statesman biug 
la tran ap ort on Aspasia's tongoe. 
The d es tini es of Athens took 
Their coloar from Aspasia's look. 
O hapfiyiime! when laws of stale, 
Whea all that ruled the country's fsle, 
l» glory, quiet, or alarms, 
Was plann'd b e t ween two snowy 



i! you could not always lasl- 
Aad yet, oh! ycc, you are uoC past; 



Thoagh we have lost the sacred mould 
In which their men were cast of old. 
Woman, dear woman, still the same. 
While lips are balm and looks are flame, 
While man possesses heart or eyes. 
Woman's bright empire never dies! 

Fanny, my love, tliey ne'er shall say 
That beauty's clurm hath pass'd away; 
No — give the universe a soul 
Attuned to woman's soft control. 
And Fanny liath the charm, the skill. 
To wield a imiverse at will ! 



THE GREaAN GIRL'S DREAM OF THE 
BLE8SED ISLANDS. * 

TO Hta i^via. 



... 1 'x' '^< xaXo; 

ArroXXoiy 7rt/9t nXorrcvev. Oracnl. Metric. 
a Joan. Orsor. coUerCa. 



Was It the moon, or was it morning's ray, 
Tliat call'd thee, dearest, from these arms away? 
I lingcr'd still, in all the murmuring rest, 
Tlie languor of a soul too richly blest ! 
Upon my breath thy sigh yet ^ntly hung; 
Thy name yet died in whispers o'er my tongue; 
I heard thy lyre, which thou hadst left behind, 
In amorous converse with the breathing wind ; 
Quick to my heart I prcss'd the shell divine. 
And, with a lip yet glowing warm from thine, 
I kiss'd its every chord, while every kiss 
Shed o'er the chord some dewy print of bliss. 
Then soft to thee I touch'd tlic fervid lyre. 
Which told such melodies, such notes of fire, 
A* none but chords that drank the burning dews 
Of kisses dear as ours could e'er diffuse I 
Oh love! how blissful is the bland repose 
That soothing follows upon rapture's close, 
Like a soft twilight, o'er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the transport fled ! 

While thus I lay, in thb voluptuous calm, 
A drowsy bnguor steep'd my eyes in balm; 
Upon my bp the lyre in murmurs fell. 
While, faintly vrandering o'er its silver sImII, 
My fingers soon their own sweet rrquiem play'd. 
And slept in music which themselves bad nutde! 
Then, then, my Thcon, what a heavenly dream! 
I saw two ^irits on the lunar beam. 
Two winged boys, descending from above. 
And gliding to my bower with looks of love. 
Like the young genii, who repose their vrings 
All day in Amatha's luxurious springs, * 



* li wa lasflMd hj mm* of the aarleau tlwi iWt« It as aikaraal 
ecpaa abor* ••, aad tkat iWr ••■ aad aMoa aia nra faaiiag laad- 
•oaa Ulaad*. la wkirli tk« •piriu of tb* biMwd rMkla. kBem4lu§tj, 
we ffad tkat tW word Qxf«ve; «•• MairtlaMk •yaaayaaaa vllk 
anp, •^ dMik «M aoi aafraqaaaily calM QxcavoCO ttOfiOi, 
or • ik* pawafa of iW aoaa.* 

• EcuAnn, la kb Uf!$ ^ UmlUrku. irih aa oT tM l«aailtal 
linla a^riia ar kva^ wkick JaabUdbaa ralaod hji 
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And rise at midnight, from the topid rill, 
To cool ihc'ir plumef upon iome moon-light hill ! 
Soft o'er my brow, which kindled with their sighs. 
Awhile they playd; then gliding through my eyes 
(Where the bright babies, for a moment, hung, 
Like those thy lip hath kiss'd, thy lyro hath sung). 
To that dim mamion of my brenst they stole. 
Where, wreathed in blisses, lay my captive soul. 
Swift at their touch dissolved tlie ties tliat clung 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung ! 
Exulting guides, the little genii flew 
Through paths of light, refreshed with starry dew. 
And fjnn'd by airs of that ambrosial breath. 
On which the free soul banquets after death ! 

Tliou know'st, my love, beyond our clouded skies. 

As bards have dream'd, the spirits' kingdom lies. 

Througii that fair clime a sea of ether rolls,* 

Gemm'd with bright islands, where the hallowed souls. 

Whom life hath wearied in ilA race of hours. 

Repose for ever in unfading bowers ! 

That very orb, whose solitary light 

So often guides thee to my arms at night, 

Is no chill planet, but an isle of love, 

Plaiting in splendour through those seas above! 

Thither, I thought, we wing'd our airy way. 

Mild o'er its valleys stream'd a silvery day. 

While all around, on lily beds of rest, 

Reclined the spirits of the immortal Blest !> 

Oh ! there I met tliose few congenial maids, 

Whom love hath warm'd, in philosophic shades; 

Tlierc still Lcontium,^ on her sage's breast. 

Found lore and love, was tutored and carcn'd ; 



ibe wara tpringi at Radar* ; » dleeat B«iaatlbm« (Myt tha'aatkorof 
tb* Dii Fatidiet. p. iCo) llloa ewa loci G«alM :■ wbtek words how- 
9f*r ar« oot In Eaaaplu. 

I Bad from Ckllakic*, that Amatlu, la the nelsbboarhood of Ga- 
dara, waa alto celebrated for it« vara ipriasi, and I have preferred 
it ai a more poetical aaoM tban Gadara. CBLiiam qnote« Hiiao- 
MTBct. aEil et alia villa lo Ticinia Gadarc aoalae Aaatba, abl 
ealida aqaar eranpaat.* — CaoyrapA. Amtiq. lib. Ill, cap. i3. 

' Tbi« belief of an ooeaa ia the beaveac, or ■ waten above the 8r- 
naaent.a wa« one of tha aMBj physical errora la which the early fa- 
ther* lw« il Jered tbeniclTea. Li P. Baltci. la Ua Difnat itt udmt$ 
I Pin$ Mcutit tU PLtonim*, taking it for craalad that the aacieats 
I Wfm moiwrorrri-t in their notion* («hldi by aoBaani appear* from 
{ what 1 have already quoted), addanm the obatlnscy of the fathers ia 
I thii whiniical opinion, at a proof of their repajnaace to area troth 
I froa the handt of the philotophert. This it a ttraagie way of de- 
feodinii the father*, and attriham marh more than they detenre to the 
philoto|ther*. For an abatraet of ihi* work of Ball** (the oppoaer 
of Foniearlle, Vaa Dale, etc. ia the faiMas oracle roatroTeray), aee 
BitliotlU^m* 4et Amteun KecUiUut. dm ittimtiiicU, i part. toa. li. 

* There were Tarioa* oplaiont aaooQ the ancient* with respect to 
ibeir Innar etabUtharat ; *oa»e made it an elyaina, and others a 
parfptory ; while toae •appo*ed it to bo a kind of emtrtpSl betweea 
beaiea and earth, where soolt which had left tbeir bodies, and those 
lluit were on their way to join ihea, were deposited in the valleys of 
Hecate, and remained till farther orders. TOC; TTC/SC ffcXy}V9;v 

atpt >fyscv avTse; xocr^txf (v, xat arr* avrr,i xxrw x^*" 
fitiv €li rrjv ntptyttOV yivcffcv.— Sroa. lib. i. Edoff. Physic. 

* The papil and aistress t,t Epirarus, who called her his ■ dear 
little LeoBiiaa • (\C0VTacC9v), at appears by a fragaseat of one 
of hit hetttn ia Laertia*. This Leontiam was a wiiaan of talent : 
• sbe had the iapadencn («ays Cicuu) lo write agaiatt Theophras» 
tat;* aad, at the taae time, Cicaao QiTet her a name whi(4i it nei- 
ther polite nor iraailatable. • Xi*rptrirala rtlaa Leontiua contra 
Theophraitaa scrlbere aau est.*— De JTisfar. Bomr. She left a 
daa«hier, called Daaae, who was Jatt at rlQid aa Epirareaa as her 
aether ; soatathlas llko Wiitsxa't Damae I'a ^falAes. 

It woald soaad aach hotter, I think, if the name were Laoatia. as 
it onwrs the first tlase la Laortias : bat fl. Xenaffo will not hear of 
this reading. 



I And there the twine of Pythias' ' gentle arms 
Repaid the loal which deified her charms ! 
The Attic Master, * in Aspaua's eyes. 
Forgot the toil of less endearing tics; 
While fair Theano,* innocently fair. 
Played with the ringlets of her Saminn's hair, 4 
Who, fix'd by love, at length was all her own. 
And pass'd his spirit through her lips alone ! 



Oh Samian sage ! whate'er thy glowing thought 
Of mystic Numbers hath divinely wrought, 
The One that 's forni'd of Two who denriy love, 
Is the best number Heaven can boast above ' 

Rut think, my Tlieon, how this soul was thrill'd. 

When near a fount, which o'er the vale distill'd. 

My fancy's eye beheld a form rcclme. 

Of lunar race, but so resembling thine. 

That, oh!— 'twas but fidelity in me, 

To fly, to clasp, and worship it for thee! 

No aid of words tltc unbodied soul requires 

To waft a wish, or embassy desires; 

But, by a throb to spirits only given. 

By a mute impulse, only felt in heaven, 

Swifter tlian meteor shaft through summer skicB, 

From soul to soul the glanced idea flies! 

We met — like thoo the youthful vision unilad; 
But not like tliee, when passionatdy wild, 
Thou wakest the slumbering bliishciB of my cheek. 
By looking things thyself would blush to ■peak ! 
No ; 't was the tender, intellecttial smile, 
Fliish'd witli the past and yet serene tlie while, 
Of that delicious hour when, glowing yeC, 
Thou yield'st to nature with a fond regreC, 
And thy soul, waking from its wildei'd dnm* 
Lights in tliine eye a mellower, chaster beam! 



Oh my beloved I how divinely 

Is the pure joy, when kindred ^Hiitt 



I 



* Pythias was a woaHa whoa Arlstoila lovsd, m 
her death, he paid dlvlaahoaoars, aoleaalilaf li 
saae sacrillcet which iha AdaalaBS oflSsred to tha 
Fur this laplons gallaatry ike phlloaophar waa, of 
it woald be well bowavar If aoase of oar aodara Sngyriiai 
lie of this sapersdtioa sboat the memory of their ai 

* Socrates ; who aaad to coasole himself la the aoclaty of l ip aile 
for those » less eodaarlas ties ■ which he foaad at koaa wlik Xaa> 
tippe. For an aooooat of this eitraordlnary creatara, A a paaia, aad 
her school of eradlie laxary at Athans, see L'HiattiM i» fi to a lfaf a, 
ete. tom. xni. p. C9. Sscea rather flails oa the sal^acl of Aapaaia: 
• Lei Femmett* toa. I, p. laa. 

The aathor of the > Voyoy* dm Momit da DtaimH a 
placed these philosophers in the moon, aad has allotted 
to tbem, as well at to the aitronomers (s part. p. i43), bath* 
aot to hare foqjoitea their wires and mist r stsa i ; ■ caia bob Ipsa la 
BMirte reliaqaaat.a 

* There are some seaslble letters asuat aadar ika name of this 
fair Pylhaeorean. Thry are addressed to her featala frieadt apoa 
the edacatloo of childrea, the treaiBseal of aerraats, ete. Oae, la 
fiartiralar, to Mcostrata, whose hnsband had sivea her reason* Cos 
jraloasy, oontaint snrh traly roatlderate and ratloaal adviw, that ll 
onoht to he iraa*lated Uh the education of all aarricd ladic*. Set 
Gals'* (^msemi. Hyth. Phy*. p. 74>. 

* Pythagora* wa« remarkable for 8ne hair, aad Doctor Taiaw (!■ 
his Hiattin dn Pernufuf*) seems to take for sraaiad It was all hh 
own, at he hat not mentioned him aaoag those aadaau who wets 
obliged to bare reoourse to the • ooaa apposlUlia.>— L'ilitf. dm 
iVrrafWi, chap. i. 
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Kii-:in |?ntl,* wbnce f.iiUiful watera H<iw, 
. Uiv«* itirir only U(;lit, Uirough cavck below, 

■ n,; in iriumpli all Uie flowery braidft, 
r. <.il rint:«, with which Olympic maids 

• \'. k'll ilifir hillow, a» an o^'ring meet 
^ (jr aC An:ihu«r» cryntal fiwi ! 

k ^* Im-h \tc min(*l(r» with hi» fbantaio-bride, 
.: ;<-rf.-ct rj)kiiirc thrilU the blended tide! 

ii.t-li^ ill iMch, till one penrudin|; ki« 
. -11 rill ilH:ir cunenlA in a tea of blinn! 

.- itiUs — 

Bui, Tlicoo, 't is a wniry theme. 
' 1! --u ili-liijlit'fct not in my lin^>rin); dream. 

rli •! our lifn were, at tliix moment, near, 

1 'Ai>iil«l kow thee into patience, dear! 
: n* ik.>- iliee Mnile at all the niajjie tales 
o' f-li,:tii hi>weri and planetary vale*, 
•• -. II I \ ftind coul, inspired by thee and Iotc, 
«i:it-i^« r'% htotn hath eX4{ui«ilcly wove. 

r:« n»i more — noon as to-morrow** ray 
r «>.>ft lli%Mi< kliall dittolve away, 

•' * my Theon, to thy burning breast, 
i ^.rr^ in miirmun tell thee all the rest : 
a. if to» weak, too cold the vision seema, 
y Up shall leach me something more llian dreams ! 

THE SENSES. 

A D»AM. 

IsBofna'p ia Ihe Temal shades. 
And circlad all by rosy fi-nces, 
I am the 6ve laiuriouii maids, 

love, and call Tlie Senses. 



_ mad bliHlul were the ways 
Ib which ihey seem'd to pass tlieir houre — 
-'d diron^ ibe garden's maic, 
■11 Ihe soul of flowers ; 



who live Qpoo the smell 
Of IMH. hy Ihe GangesT streun,* 
Widi pnAiBe from the flowret's bell, 
fied her life's ambrosial dKam. 



i*d tlie silvery lufe, 
To chain a charmed sister^s ear, 

Imng beside her, still and male, 
Gaxing as if her eyes coald bear ! 



nymph who tbrill'd the warUing wire 
Would often raise her ruby lip. 
As iff il poated with dciMre 

Some cooling, nectar d draught Co tip. 

!CAr vt-c was she who heard the luls 
rnnindful of the minstrel maid, 



■a •! «i 



riw Upkrw : «hirh iMred itj Htm. or Ofyapla. sad iaio 

ii «•• c«sMaary tu thniw ollrriBc*of dMSrmil kinds, dariaR ' 

iiiiia i.f Ik* Oljnpir gtairi. la th« piwUy ruaaacv of ' 

mm^ It m ff f t . tb» river I* ••ppowd in rarty tWte offwiaj^ | 

gifts 10 tk« fnaauia ArMbaM. KOCC CITC TIJ» kptSouoXV ; 

?«• r?^ Aiprcov vvussr^Wf. irov euv ^ xotv O/u/i- ■ 

Vi* i^fiTT^ X. T. \. lib. I. ! 

■ *Jwm fusion GaagnAMaaoma gralaa ■ kaiita Untaai j 

•«i«a n adan fiata aaribM irahaai. 

fus. ItK tII, cap. a. 



But pren'd the sweetest, richest fruit. 
To bathe her ripe lip as slie play'd ! 

But, oh ! the fairest of the group 
Was one who in the sunshine lay. 

And oped the cincture's golden loop 
Tliat hid her bosom's panting play ! 

And still her gentle hand she stole 
Along tlie snows, so smoothly orb'd. 

And look'd the while as if her soul 
Were in that heavenly touch absorh'd ! 

Another nymph, who lingerM nigh, 
And held a prism of various light, 

Now put the rainbow wonder by. 
To look upon this lovelier sight 

And siill as one's enamotir'd loach 

Adown the lapsing iv<iry fell, 
Tlie other's eye, entranced as much. 

Hung giddy o'er its radiant swell ' 

Too wildly charm'd, I would have fletl — 
But she who in the sunshine lay 

Replaced her golden loop, and said, 
• We pray thee for a moment stay. 

• If true my counting pulses beat, 

It must be now almost tlie hour 
When Love, with vinitiition sweet. 
Descends upon our bloomy bower. 

t And with him from the kky he hrin|p» 
Our wsler-nymph who dwells above — 

Oh ! never may slie haunt tliese springs 
Willi any other god bu^ Love ! 

• When he illumes her magic urn. 

And sheds his own enchanlments in it. 
Though but a ininulo's space it bum, 
T i^ heaven to breathe it but a minute ' 

• Not all the purest power we boast. 

Nor silken touch, nor vernal dye. 
Nor music, when it thrilU the most. 
Nor balmy cup, nor iierfume's sigh, 

• Such transport to the soul can give, 

Tliough fell till time itself sliaH wither. 
As in that one de:ir inomi-nt live. 
When I^ve conducts our sister hillior'.* 

She ceased — the air respired of bUM — 
A bnguor slept in every eye ; 

And now the scent of Cupid's kiss 
Declared the melting power was nigh ! 

1 saw them come — the nymph and boy, 
In twisted wreaths of rapture bound ; 

I saw her light the urn of joy, 

While all her sisters languish'd round*. 

A »igh fnim every bosom broke — 
I felt tlie flames around me glide, 

Till with the glow I trembling woke. 
And found myself by Fanny's side I 
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THE HTEERSUAN'8 SONG. 
niTTiii (KuKn tn *ona» raiMn, iBra ii 
WitR frsfaly blam Ihe iioidHiii pk. 

And undn caaif imig we Bj ; 

When lighur hne» nnll (he nil. 

And rvjtit prouJlY (wtTp iliiiki; 



,irk Hk nnAWtfl 



nlclifuJ cT 



I uw iheenot, Ifaau humble Of! 
Nar Ihomhl ppon th j glsmiaf wing 

Bui now ihc lUei bate lou ihdr hue, 
An.lm.ini liiililMniloBErrpLiJ. 

1 w Ihce, ind 1 blew Ihec too 
For apajUiug o'er Lhe dreary way. 

Oh! lei ine hope Ihal ihu> for me, ' 
When hh uid loie tholl l»e chelr bl 

Some milder jo;i ms; come, like ili«, 
To ligbi, IF aol (o warm the gloom '. 



uLruice iprin^ lo Iwr, 
iU. uid ii{|hini; ay. 

Tbm, my boy ! ihui. 



But H iha wmd dm 



Sonislimn of FwtniK Ihu* numiriiig, 

And in that hope 1 KBiltDgiiiig. 

Steady, boy ! k>. 






•D Beaulr*! thfine. 
ulb diiint. 



The fragnni chaim Ihe me coar 
Oh Lmel bow happT '1 wouM hin 

fiul Lore, like rrery oiher boy, 
Would know the apell llial lurki ' 

He with'd (o break ihe cryBtal lay, 
BulBeauEj munnund, ■'Iwaaai 



Hen. 



ntnya 



She lold him. Virtue kepi Ihe key. 
And look'd u iF-^ilie widiTd htkrilll 

lie Hole Ihe key whai Tinoe A^ 



While liily La*g onlock'd tfat a 



Thai nowy neck I ne'er ihonM m 



la ihon. I 'h itani'd lo well Is W, 

Thai. H»lh my lov.', kmw notwbi 
I mifhl BOI brine myielf al tan 



By Beanty (a npcnunco ipii^n. 
Hioufh hillerfy nn earlh OieyBow, 
Shall inn U fngruT balm in Bea' 



TO THE nHE-FLT." 






THE WREATH AND THE CHAU. 

I hrioB Ihcc loo a flowery wrealhj 
live gold ihall oeier wear a lUun. 

The flow'rett long ihall (wcedy hnatbe! 
Come, lelt me which llie tic iliall be 

To bind iby genlla heart lo me. 

The Chain i> of ■ aplendid thread. 



Thf. 
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PLod muy ■ nx4ett, ctATA bj Lore, 

To heal hit Kp when but hvTe KBPf i 
• -nr. kll BE which ihe lie ihill ba 
T'> bind llty pBie heut id lae. 



And bnU'u itiy playful haoilt lor bMh. 
Ah' — i( ibcR nrK not iDinclhinfi wonic, 

TIh --nrtil vwld w <l.<^ lilniclal aft 
TV-Outa woul.t nuki'ihe Wreiih to ilmiit;' 

TW VtniiK tvoul.! nuke (he Chun w toA! 
TIkh michr ihi sold, ihc flov'nl* be 
>vi-f I Mien fdr my lore uid loe! 



Or Ihu Uk WrciEli inliglillT bniJcil. 
Ui ha 4( bdM Tbr riow-ntt tDucli, 

ir gkiw. dicir linn, an (iiiImI ! 
. *bal mdld llHpcnnr do. 



i.,L,«!- 



ForBi« UK. deaml, oli ! fomive; 

I would be 6ra. be »le lo Ihee -, 
Them ibonldu bul line beuup 10 lire 

The hour ihil {^Te Ihy licait u me. 

Tliy book of Uh lill (hen cFhcol, 

Lmeihould hire kepiihii IcaCilcme. 
On whieh he Ant « dcaHy Enpcd 



EPISTLE VI. 
TO LORD nsCOUNT FORBES. 



<g 



Unuf her htnw't JitIm tipniiw. 
*e tutaad'* deuew mw 
ivDt>B«liieio«tiKlit— 

rHM rM ok bo* Funny rl.i.w, 
iiawl*iih'ilniri)iui1l'>'7<^' 
■ I Mill ny hCr. ih<- wnaih tbull bi 
vMliUHlniy wuliothv!' 



xl /ill 3tai/ukn;Ef /t^' ii fuap^rtpn yr/paf^ r 



inc in w«y nifuideri 
The fUtoR unlinH and (he paH ankwrm . 
■nlcDI miui -wnuU La liibucif be new 

I 41 111* ^laDfkluHTRn wilhih hiavic 



■lone, I 



Ohl h it BM ihii I IhcB forget 
Tb* MJee rin g chami dut m 

TWk wntr ihnibb'd a benm ji 
Codl fed ibcir -iicherr, like 



he pUiieDfirinuc'miilHiheder«Uaf L-riine, 

he iliinkinii follUt mi iIif naHinlni; nei 



Vm. n^ ia ibeB, By bean baa kaimii 



inni^, huw qui.kly «.- Ilie put fcipH ; 
A'iidom'uH.'lf tboul.l noi he luCur'd yet. 

Rperitciioa, nidu ibe «t of nrth ! 
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IHilnollitni-bulII 






Etm Ikr. Inside ihc praad PniainiiH'a UKam. 
HiiilK Ki|;n Will puniK ilw 11:inerini; lliemc 
or dm (u cnaK. utIkd hud iImII c(hii|iut File, 
HixT u^er Uw kivl of h» murul ujic, 

• Ikic.- iniiilil ihry HT. • dull VnKtf^ lUiUnl ri'l 
Erincc Uul {uiiiolk lu'vc nal btrJ in viin. 
II.-IV e«l-Ulu UlM.ny'. hrrcul.-an ynolli, 
CrjdUl la |Hirr, and nurluml up l>y Inilb 

SluD cnidi ihe ^anu ihal lnMiiiU' RI.-1 " "~ 
llm oh jll Rdiuion'iL pun ml halBy d 
Id font ntt idmv from cupfr of HMe bt 
Biu Uuh' for all, ibmitth Dalina. nnk 
Fivr 4> ilul kNKD iM iranquil «jia i 
AnHiHd llw cnlmmn nf die public tin 
Sli.iU (.Ton Ine «u Ihcir Kfadiul vrrall 
Sorbnad 



■Bhl. 



.Nor ■■»»- Ibal £ibrie whirb d>« bl.»ia ■» •! 


Soloumrl" 


nfiJiJI Janice 1<..ui>dWtK-»'. 




Duar. labile •h.TicliUIh.h.'w 


Blliuhrlirt 


,MBi tbfouiji. all iIk «ciat Iw 


Pur wd iK-rmlini; u dial ikil Ihiuc 




1 al onre our bM aad n«aB«< 


Aodlhrilbl 


hlirobibUcipaadiabeanS 




earn; «hjl tool Ibatlwa ID » 


TbchriKbUK 


» rillKr ili;ui diu tlijd» oF uun 



Aad faHS Ibc KorU widi all in fraUtv >. 
niul ardrnl b<«iai dun n»l >|>nni: iii i 
TIk E<ih'r,»» bnpi Hidi a 



ouIhi 



llllDC lU 



lodiink 



The ihunr.tiH of grm 

Virt. disinfl Ktirbcti I hx diix 

Tbc rluin of !(;<• Tti may hikrJ a liak 

or |Mni (I'liurc duB dw worlit luk kaown. 

Aad Ki u> biud lU lo a Oodliinid'i dinmc ' 



TTirihimyMnilcorinuBi; prmaiplinn pU™, 
IIm blxmi w potwn'd and her Iwin dif.in I 
Eica tKm. ia daon iif Ul^. h.Tiickh' l>r>nlh 
Buriii Willi div uini of piiipim near dieir dcatb. 
And. nil.- ilic nymph* of li.r mn nidicriug dimo, 



Alrcadv hat the child of Cillia'i icliaol. 
foul Philnwpliy lliat tint W rule, 

11 l>y brilliini hadtorwnnhlen licait*. 
I.iiu! diinp ihal i|uii-lirn ariiT Sila.' flood, 
~ I Tcaom'il binli d[ autbhinc and or mud : 
vadv ha* iphe popr'd tier p<ii»n liov 
I cvItt rliarm Ihal inaht* inutaitv •Imr, 
i-ady hIitiblKl. wiih lirr blackmiai; Iracu. 
p nprniaii Moom of ocry iotiil ([race, 
d all dioK inunuis Ihal Ion lo tbuoi 
und Virtue'* Hcui, iIk duw'nu of bcr fcuil 



The feivid MVia, and dK Fjuli* or w 
Idly fei, bccauu diry (^ lo 
Then mi^hl dperidicc make the firr 

no; 'l i> iKaiikw, ipvcnLaliie ill, 

,:Dudi't tnaagmaioa widi all a(p 

The apadiy of iiniii(;, iIk buaum'i i( 



fblly of Dian-> .iolui 

n.4y Ttnluiint; in Ih. 

While nobler paiiiDai wige dim i,rmA 

iai« tkulkint; lait, »ilh idrulioaa M 

l»ni; bat it palled cti-rv jirAipIoQ hand 
Lhd i^rcedv tpiril thrijuiV i e'<'- ■'irEetinc; 
Turn-d life lo inffic. HI iL. .i.n...CM:'>l<) 
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Fmdof 



ladoKD, OCR (hcT nainlxr'd il 



:<■ >ir> Odvi-BflodMnq^jLinj; to belordu, 
inE f'rt- liremc. ttbile Ihev i^ril roqEral, 
*h'iui tor rii^hlii, with nptnf id their ftoul I 

■iL^ .iikd fhjrvn, Diantcldinil Hc^in, 
<>ia.': tilukiiwl ilciawT^itir vhito,' 
.11 1)ii' |no-luU polity that nieiu, 
r^ >nnf ■«»■• D<x Cnlumhui pUiail 

r.silur<3 like binuelf, villi •niil from th«, 






' ^ >lw tHM -rf 111.' knd, ttli^r.' 

w K^ hwli Ihii rvh llw U"'l 



<l.. ,:rniill»l. 
..Ill iTTiJluJ.rl 
..'.■Ixion.nrihTho 



high puiialinD of [Lie lo 



forn 



fed, iDd 111 
1 tn liim, bervalli wIichc kindnd cym 
ibapen and Ihy timid ri«e, 

Fi>r||eE when ?f aturv liibi bcca dirk or din. 

And proudly mudy all ber 1i({h[t 

v*y«,in 



toHdlD 



•e «iih Bidd were tied, 
II fur d.v-.lrop> Fill, 
Inlf u here l^<e had ligh'd 

^wdjwiirihihnuall! 



mnfm.1. in many a Hgh 





-look not 


hii...ithbrowniHi« 


Vi- 




r.lheaDaloflotiBG! 


If! 






It! 


llf HC W« 


to think .ad do. 


W« 




lyinifibcinhlilluoioD, 


Th. 




IF la 


di»'ey=.w 




Ai 






Au 




ldle.«th..hi«. 


To 


tarn bcr loi 


,inUdi.'.-T»! 


Oil 


»!-bdieT< 


Di.-. lovely niri. 




rn> your leelli lu poiK, 






KW, your lya lo fire. 
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I TiLt'o Id fhtt, to (hec I drank, 
1 nolhing did bu( dcink and Gil ; 

Tht howl by InriB mm hriiilil ami bluik, 
Twudriakine, mUng, drinking Mitll 

Al lengih I bid an aniw paini 
Thy iniij!! in ihit smplc tup. 

Thai I mii^lii HK the dimpled uini 
To wbom I iguaCfd my nicLir up. 

BeboLd, bow hrii-lil Ihsl puiplc lip 

1. blu.hini; ilinugW Ibe *av« al nm! 
ETBTy niKalt drap T up 



Gt), Ibcn, if ihe ul 

Homonwill 1.^1 

Vd ull hcT. ii hu 



Tlimi HMl .Ion.;, ull LU.C- 
Neulini; bcnmlh duvini^of anrieni nj):ht, 

Kn tntai of heanit lODlhad Ibine eye. 

At tlirouflb Ihe dim eKpanie i< wnnclcr'd wide; 
No kindrfd npitil ciujibl Ihy Hgh. 

L'nFrll Ihr pulw, unkno*ni tlie power, 

TIiatl^iieminhiilidnwiialiEpiDE^ 
(Ml Sympallif ! Ihal liiudy lion 

Saw Love hinwlf Iliy alwniGe weeping '. 

Bill lank wliat i;lnr* ihrouch tbe dtrknoB banai 
Olouial ain alOBg ihfl waler elide: 
\Vhsii[iirilafllhDU. moi>in|| o'er Ike lidn 
So Janjy art Uiou but ibe child 
<rf ibc younif EDdhcwi 1 drviUB, 
Thai mock bi> hope niik finciet nlcanRFand wiUl 
Or m^rG hit lean, n ^nirk Ih^ fell, 
CoUn:[alinJMhritT(ild form, 
Till, kindled by atie aid<'DI tpell 
Of hii dflfuring-Ffd*, 
And all ^ijipreQnale -with bi**i^% 
They >prin(; In life in thapeto hvaadvHBI 

Tiaihe! 

Piycbe. Ihe fini boni tpirii of iha ^, 

To Th«. oh Ixm! iIk lurm, 



made diyieEtiblanceraine, 
Dw Ihe gift rtaign ^ 



Tliey mM- 

Uod— dn «pril Wr— 



Tb<.'ld< 

Now, •ympathyH 
Allnaiuretn.-1.4belhri1iai*iB*, ' 
The iriiof Ctiaoaitwiilidraani. 
And iheir Gni kia ii pal CmliMrt 



THE DUKE OF MONTPEXSIEE. 

DDSiHfloii 'uri, iloi. 
To calih ihe lhoui;bl. by painling'i ipall, 

Ilo«e*er icnnle. liDHr'er refined, 
Asd o'er ibe manir lablrl tdl 

TheiilL-nl itory of Iba mind ; 



^ifve are die penril's gnndeat thene. 
Thai %kt Ibe Hiue'i tlnweiy draam, 
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Yt-f. yt. when I'ricndiUiip yT% thee trace, 

In •-rinn.itiai; miil ciprLWd, 
T)i'- «««'rf iiicmnriji of a fui-e 

I in winch hi*r v\t <lt'li(;hbi to rett ; 

^* *ii!fo'rr the |i>vcly hmk Mrrenc, 

Xi.f "Hiilv of |HMrr. ihc hhmiii i>f \outh. 

Hi ■ Ii ■-•■k. that hluHhvs to licieun, 
Ihr- 1}^, thai icIU iht' tMMim's truth; 

W 1. 1 It- ••'• r i'.ii h hill-, hf' hri{;htly true, 
il<r •"•III uiih fiiuil aiii-ntion ruvut, 

!^ >»-iij: ihc hand uhuM- %ariiiu» hue 
i]<iii>( iiiiilJlu ihr ftinii it hivub; 

•*'■.• f. i-U thr vihir of iliy arf, 
Vri>l >lwn^ it Milh a pUMT fc%il, 

A r ii'turr, m-an-r tu hur hourt 
Th jii i-rilit.' I^^li' t-.iii t'v*;r fevl ! 



I UK PlilL()S(ll*UFil ARISTIPPUS.* 
i-j * LAUp uiiit:H WAS r.ivk:<i nisc my laia. 



Ital -la comvit l^'iaij linvroi. 

M*aii«i. lib. zlv. vpij. 3<|. 



Ob I love llic i«iinp (my inwinaM Mid), 
TIk failhfnl laoip th.it. many a ni(;ht, 

diy 1am' kmely ImhI 
Bm JkcpC ki little wnlfh nf ii(;hl ! 



Fall ofitan baa it aecn hiT wi.i-p, 
fix her eve upon itH (lainc, 
voiry, abe haa Mink to iiin:p, 
har bdoveirt name ! 



Oh 



T« 



kiH 



a ii Juiovni her cheek to hum 
reeoUertiona, fondly frpr, 
I her lum, inpamion'd turn, 

Ibe pillow, love! for ihee, 
a murmur, wish thee there, 
lo ferl, thai thou(;hl lo thars ! 



love ibe Lamp — *t will often lead 
Iky alep lhrou|;h licarnioff s aacrvd w.iy ; 
. Ii|;hii^ hy it4 h.ippy ray, 
■Vr ihoM darlini; evei kIiuII read 

Ii wa« MM vrry diffi. hIi I'i hr-iiMC n ^il«ioph«r a«MM|;tl thr 
amu^ % — iJrfU •lure of lirjrnin,i. miiIi a iiwtidtrralilr |Miriion 

emmi^r^'-w and wilrau* >h In |iri>lu--<*aniM^-a«iiMial a|Mi]i||ihf,;ai, 
w all ife* ■» v*>«rf >|waliii- j|iiiii« fur ilii* pRr|KiM<, Tbc |iriaii- 
Bi afna**! •riemttmrri' m» *rri i«|i»rr(P«il« •■J«ninml, iImI iIh- 
■■Aar e# • arw tr-t. la fanain ; hi* nliical cwla, Mi^hi i-nnanli 
**^ ^B? Of t»(»riBfHii. aaJ ■•li|it il ui bi« emu p^wiaii* and 
"■<■»»» I e* . ao thai ^^hoart. «ah ■ liiilc- aiur<- Iraraia-;. ni,;lii 

•■■ a--«ri*^<^ ■■ • pliiluv|ihrr In ilirt*r da«^ aad wmilJ liair n^- 
> -^s ;«l iW i^Jiak of ikc t-biinl* III Ixi^iHF ih ri^al iif \ri*ii|>- 
.• a M-iral:i« in ih^ iriea.« uf naiafv. luo. ihaa-;h ibey tlmni- 
«— I •«»■ *ilaaltl«iraiba. yai lli>7 tfVHnl not lo kuim th.7 wrri- 
->■*• --r ai lra*i mwrr i» mil Ml:«r-i-l vtilh rrmri ; and Vi-aiv- 
as «■ ab*> aM»«l»«l ikai ilia sUm «ii-rr i :ariiH« ■■|iiad«. li.;hiFii ii{> 

— ' k -ti aad riiiBfsiii«b««l B;;aia in ihi* niTaiair. wa* iImmi :lii 
V- uiV^I a ^iiitfwipbrr. aa ;;raiYally a* hr «b<i aali.i|>jifd >■-«!- 
« • i««»M«f iH« iW airaajivMrai gf ihr ■Mlvrra*'. 

* •■ !\ « •yisioBuf \i-a«phjat*, »^ Piriiai a. ilf VU> u. I'AiL: 
-mr • 1. It i« iHi|MtulMp in r*^d lbi« |r<*at-4'- id i'launh 

■%am- ali^rBawN adairlBf lad Hslllaj at ib* c«niu, tlic al«iir- 
.-^ al *a ■! 



Of thind* tuhlimc, of Nature'* birth, 
Of alt that 's bright in heaven or earth. 
Oh I think that khe, by whom 't wan (;iven, 
Adore* thee iiinrc tlian eartli or licaven ! ■ . 

Yi-4, dr.iri'Mt i..ainpl by vvcrv chanu 
On whioh thy mitini(;ht Ikmiii has hun^;* 

The nrrk rrrWiiLii, the );rat-vful arm 
AcnMu the brow of ivory Hung ; 

The hfavinj; boHoiii, partly hid, 

Thr sevcr'd lipV dclicii»UK si(;hft, 
Thr rrin|;n. that from tlie ftno>wy lid 

\lon|; thu chei-k of roaei licM: 

By thifM?. by all iluit bloo'ii iiiiloh!. 
And hint; '"^ '''' kIi.iH rhann niy lieart, 

I'll l<>\c my liltlc Lamp of {;olil. 
My Limp and I Hhall never |Kirt! 

And often, Ah n\w Mnilin(; Kiid, 

In fani'v'H hmir. thy |;enlle ray» 
Shall |;iiiil>; my vinionary tri^ad 

Throii(;li pite'iy'^ enchantini; niaxi*! 

Thy flaiiK.' shall li(;ht the pa|[e reliniil. 
When: Mill we rateh the Chian'K breath, 
Whero Mill the bard, though rnid in death, 

ILis left liih hiirnini; muiI iM.-bindl 

Or, o'er ihy liiiiiibliT li'|;i'nd Khlnf, 
Oh man of Av^ra'ii dreary |;lailes ! ' 

To whoni the nij:blly-warblin|; Nine* 
A wand of inspiraliim |;ave.4 

Pliirk'd fnim the ('rvene^t tme that »hade« 
The tlhrvHLil of CiKtalia'K wave. 

Then, lurnini; to a purer lore. 

We 'II eull Ihe *H',e»' hi'.ivenly More, 

From S'ieme Ktoil lier j;oldrii eliie. 

And e\e^^- niN'Hlir path piinkiie. 

Where Nalnre, far froiu \iil|;:ir ey«», 

Tlinui(;h lab\rinlhk of wonder (liea! 

*T i-* lb IIh my heart shall le.irn to know 
The pawnc world't pre<*arioux tlit;ht, 

Wlierir all that iiie<'tH the mornin(; i;biw 
la ehan^cd before the fall of night !^ 

I 'II tell tliiv, »% I trim thv fire, 

k Swift, Hwift the tide of being runt, 

' Tbi* am'irnia liad ihf.r lurrruv rabiculariir, <ir U>il-a^nib«r 
laai|>i, wbii-h. a* thr Kai|irnir (ittiKiti* inid. > ail rra* ■smiartT :• 
and wiib thr Mae i-uiMBi*iHiaiii>n nt Mtiway, l*raia||iira aJd r a» i *i 
bi-r lamp, in Aai*Tiirii*>i*, Lgnir,,. Wr nay jiid::r biMv (anrilal 
ih»-« mrrr la ibf h*« and i-mlirllithBrai uf ibrir laBi«. fntni ibr fa- 

m 

niiMi »«Bil>i>lii' Laivrna wlnih «a hud in ibr RaauaaM Mmiemm 
Mii.a. \s<i. 4.ki>»i, p. 117. 

* nr^iiiB. «bii \r\\% u« ia iBrlaaiholy irroi* nf bit faibrr'i >ii;bl in 
Ilif wrflihrd vilUj^r nr Amtj. 1 CV. fOLl llufS. «.>»■■ 

* V.-jv\^'/_i%i ^u-xi'*.7:tiiuxAtix 5M3CV unM..-'ThetiQ . 
V. 10. 

lit. V. So. 

* Ptiv Ta 6/ a rr^rau?;^ Cl/rv, at pai>fru«Hl aaMBf ihr 
iloKMak of ilr&«ilili« lh«- Kphe»iM. nad »ilh iIm lanr iaaR* h% 
>f^%t.h. ia wImibi Hr liail a bcauiiiul diffa»ioa of ibr ihoaebl :~ 
• VaMiaal wawtiui tail pridir. lAir|Nira immih npiualar flaMJ- 
an-a m v ir: (|aii^aul vidr* 1*01x11 ran irBi|«MT. ^Ihil at hi»<|H« 
vidcnai Baaal Kc" 'p^. daaaloqaor solar 1 ipM. ■oiaiot aoa. • ctr 
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And Time, who biilt thy llame expire, 
Will abo quench yon heaven of Mint!* 

Oh then, if earth's united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour ; 
If every print we leave to-day 
To-morrow's wave shall steal away; 
Who pauses to inquire of Heaven 
Why were the fleeting treasures ^ven, 
The sunny days, the sliady nights, 
And all their brief but dear delights. 
Which Heaven has made for man to use. 
And man should think it guilt t€t lose? 
Who that haK cuH'd a weeping rose 
Will ask it why it breathes and glows, 
Unmindful of the blushing ray 
In which it shines its soul away ; 
Unmindful of the scented sigh 
On which it dies, and loves to die? 

Pleasure ! thou only good on earth t ' 

One little hour resign'd to thee — 
Oh ! by my Lais* lip, 't is worth 

The sage's immortality ! 

Then for be all the wisdom hence, 

And all the lore, whose Lime control 
Would wither joy witli rliill delays ' 
Alas ! llie fertile fount of sense. 

At which the young, the panting soul 
Drinks life and love, too soon decays ! 

Swoct Lamp ! thou wert not form'd to shed 

Thy splendour on a lifeleM page — 
Whate'er my blushing Liis said 

Of thou{;htful lore an<! studies sage, 
T was mockery all — her glance of joy ' 
Told mc thy dearest, best employ^! * 

And, soon as night shall close the eye 

Of Heaven's young wanderer in the west; 
When seers are gaxing on the sky, 

To find tlicir future orbs of rest; 
Then shall I take my trembling way. 

Unseen, but to those worids above. 
And, kil by thy mysterious ny. 

Glide to the pillow of my lore. 
Calm be her sleep, tlie gentle dear ! 
Nor let her dream of bliss so near, 

■ A*»TiPPc» coBtideml ■MNion ■• tbc priadpla of lMp|»la«H, is 
wkidi ldr« be dlthml tmm iIm EpIeurMas. who lookad loa ttals 
off ropoM M tbo oal J troe voiapUumaovH, bmI avoldod ores tko too 
llvoly ocitationtof ploMure, •■ a violeal umd nonraoefiil dofaa^o- 
■aai of tbo Mates. 

• XACPKRTri* bai bora itlll aiorc ospllrii ihaa tbif philotopbor, la 
raaklaf tbo ploasar** of ttuta above ib« labliaoit panaitaof wit- 
doai. Speakiaff of tbe iafjat maa, ia bit prodoctioa. bo oalU bin 
■ aao Boavelle rr^tarv, qai |ioarra roaBpreadre lot cbotot ioa plat 
•abllatot, et cvqai ett bira ■a-Jfttaa, qai poarra ffoAter let aiteea 
plaitirt.«—See bit Vdmmt Pkytiqmf. Tbit appears to bo oae of ibe 
effbrtt at Foaleaeile'i fallaatry a( ■anarr, for wblrb tbo learaed 
Prvtideat it to well ridicaied ia the 4i4i4iA of VoLTAiaa. 

M&BMaTTi* Bay be tboaobi !•> bavr liorrtmed froai tbe aarteat 
AanTipm tbat iaditcriaiaatr ibeory of pleataret wbicb bo bat let 
fortb ia bit ii»$mi d$ Pkilmufktt 3imrmlt. aad for wbirb be wat to I 
very JatilT roadeaaed. Atmiprct, aceordiajf to LAiaTioa, beU I 

Cti C^stpccscv TC r,iovr,V yjeiSVV];, abicb irratloaal tealiBoat j 
M boea a«Mpted by MAvnaTcn : ■ Taaiqa'oa ae ooMldAro qoo 1'^ i 
lat proaeat, toat let plaiain aaat da ai^so coar<>,« ote. etc. 



Till o'er her cheek she thrilling feel 
My sighs of fire in murmurs steal. 
And I shall lift the locks that flow 
Unbraidcd o'er her lids of snow, 
And softly kiss those scaled eyes. 
And wake her into sweet surprise! 

Or if she dream, oh! let lier dream 

Of those delights we both have known, 
And felt so truly, that ihcy seem 

Form'd to ]te felt by us alone ! 
And 1 shall mark her kindling cheek. 

Shall see her bosom warmly move, 
And hear her faindy, lowly speak 

The murmur d sounds so dear to love! 

Oh ' I sliall gate till even the sigh 
That wafts liur very snul ho nigh. 
And, when the nymph is all but blest. 
Sink in her arms and share the rest ! 
Sweet Lais ! what an age of bliss 

In that one moment wails for me! 
Oh sages! — think on joy like this. 

And where 's your boast of apathy ? 



TO MRS BL— H— D. 

WEtTTIll III HIE ALBOW. 



TouTo ft «rt core to irorov ; nUvi^ 9fr,. 

fifctfl TkkmU 

TiiT say that Love had once « book 

(The urchin likes to copy yoa), 
Where all who came the pencil look. 

And wrote, like lu, « line or liro. 

T was Innocence, the maid divine. 
Who kept this vdume bri^t uiA &ir. 

And saw that no unhallowed line, 
Or thought pnilluie, should 



And sweetly did ihc pages fill 
With fond lievice and loving lore, 

And every leaf she tnrn'd vras still 

More bright than that she tum'd befbral 

Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft. 
How light the magic pencil ran ! 

Till Fear would come, alas! as oft, 
And trembling close what Hope began. 

A tear or two had dropp'd from Grief, 
And Jealoiuy would, now and then, 

Ruffle in haste some snowy leaf. 

Which Love had still to smooth again ! 

But, oh ! there was a blooming boy. 
Who often tum'd the pages o'er. 

And wmlc therein such words of joy. 
As all who read still sigh'd for more ! 

And Pleasure was this spirit's name, 
And though so soft his voice and look, 

Yet Innocence, whene'er he came. 
Would tremble for her spotless book ! 
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For %till the taw his playful fingers 
Fiird with sweets and wanton toys ; 

Ami wMl »he knew tlie stain that lingers 
After sweets from wanton hoY%\ 

And so it chanced, one luckless night 

He Irt hi«t honey goblet foil 
< I'r-r ihi* tU'AT book ho pure, so white, 

And Mitiicd lines, and marge and all ! 

In tun lie* M>uf;ht, with e»gcr lip, 
T h«* lioaey from the leaf to drink, 

F«>r Mill the more the hoy would sip, 
Tlir drrper still the blot would sink ! 

( »h ! it would nuke you weep, to see 

The traces of this honey flood 
Sttal o'er a page, where Modesty 

Had freshly drawn a rose's bud ! 

An<1 F:incy*s omhirms lost their glow, 
And Hope'« sweet lines were all defticed, 

An<l Love himself could scarcely know 
>% hat Love himself had lately traced ! 

At length the urchin Pleasure fled, 
'For bow, alas! could Pleasure stay?) 

And Lore, while many a tear he shed. 
In blwhes flung the book away! 

Tbe index now alone remains. 
Of ail the pages spoil'd by Pleasure, 

And UMOgh it bears some lioney stains. 
Tec Menaory counts the leaf a treasure ! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er. 
And oft, by this memorial aided, 

Brine* hark the pages now no more. 

And thinks of lines that long have faded ! 



1 kanw not if this tale be true. 

Bat thu» tbe simple facts arc stated ; 
And I refer their truth to you, 

Ltfve and you are near related ! 



EPISTLE VII. 

TO THOMAS HUME, F^. M. D. 
raoH nt citt or wa9iinoto.<v. 



t ^iTYtfutra tow; aTTC^io, xotvouva mv tti- 
XiROPHorr. Ephes. Ephenac. lib. ▼. 



T n evening now ; the heats and cares of day 
la i«il4;ht dews are calmly wept away. 
I'm lover now, beneath the western star, 
N^ha chraufjh the medium of his sweet cigar, 
JknJ fills the ears of some consenting she 
Vkih pufK and vows, with smoke and constancy ! 
The weary staiosman for repose hath fled 
Ftaa halb of coancil to bb negro's shod, 



Where blest he wooes some black Aspasia's grace. 
And dreams of freedom in his slave's embrace ! * 

In fancy now beneath the twilight gloom, 
Come, let mc lead thee o'er this modem Rome ! * 
Where tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow, 
And what was Goose-Creek once is Tiber now ! * — 
This famed metropolis, where Fancy sees 
Squares in morasnes, obelisks in trees; 
Which travelling fools and gaxetteer* adorn 
With Khrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn. 
Though nought but wood 4 and "••••••• they aee, 

Where streets should nm, and sages ought to be! 

And look, how soft in yonder radiant ware. 
The dying sun prepares his golden grave ! — 
< )ii great Potowmac ! oh you banks of shade ! 
You mighty scenes, in Nature's morning made, 
While still, in rich magnificence of prime, 
Mie poured her wondcn, lavishly sublime. 
Nor yet had learned to stoop, with humbler care. 
From grand to xof t, from wonderful to fair ! 
Say, were your towering hills, your boundless floods. 
Your rich savannas and majestic woods. 
Where bards sliould meditate and heroes rove. 
And woman charm and man deserve her love! 
Oh ! was a world so bri(;ht but born to grace 
Its own half-organixed, half-minde<l race^ 
Of weak barbarians, swarming o'er its breast, 
Like vermin gender'd on the lion's crest ? 

• Tb« > black AspMia - of ibe pmeai »***«•••• of Um Dalted 
Suiet, ■ iaicr Areraale* baud i^DoiiMiaa aympbaa,* baa givfa ria* 
to nncb plea»anlry aaiiag ibr aali-ileBaorrat wlu ia Aaerlea. 

' • Od tb« orisiaal locatioo of lb«> groaad bow allottad for tlw 
Mial of tb« Federal Ciij (rtj* Mr Weli.), the ideaiioal iikM oa which 
ibe capitol BOW auad* was railed RoMe.* ThUaaeodo** Uralatad by 
maay ai a certaia pro|{au»iir of tbe future atagaillcrBC* of thU dtj, 
which U to be. at it were, a •ei^oad Ro«r.— Whd'» TrmMts. letter It. 

* A little (trean mat through the city, which, with latolerable •§• 
fecutioa, ihi7 have •tyltnl the Tiber. It ws« orisiaally called Gooa«- 
(Irerk. 

* • To be under iIm" awvuity of Boiaff ihro«ch a deep wood far 
ooe or two aailr*, prrba|>t, ia order to tvr a ae&t-door aeighboar, 
aad la the Mmv ciiy, if a carioui aad 1 believra aorel clrcaaauaos." 
— WKLb. letter iv. 

Tbe Federal (.iiy (if it aia*t l>e called a cliy) hai aot beea aaach la- 
rreaMd tiace Mr Weld Ticiied it. Sitt of tbe pablic baildiasa whieh 
were then In wnae de<rreeor forwardaew. ba»e been •iaca atiarij 
»a*pead«d. Tbe Hotel it already a mla ; a freat part of lu raof haa 
fallea ia. aad tbe room are left to be oocapled (trataitoatly by Ihs 
niterable Scotch aad Irith eBiRraau. The Preaideat't ho«M. s vsry 
noble •truiture. It by aoaitMint tail«sl to the pbiloaophicai hanlUty 
of itt preteai poMittur, who Inhabit* hot a roraer of the naaalaa 
hiintelf. and abandont ibe rett in a tXaio of aadeaaly deMthtlaa, 
which thof who are aot phiintopbrrt caaaol look al withoal ragrsc. 
Tbit ffraad edibfc it encircled by a very rnde |»ale. throaffh whick a 
OMimoB rottic ttile iairodacet the » itilort of tbe Urtt aaa ia Aae> 
rira. Wiib rttpect u> ail ihat it withia tbe honie, I thall iaiiiaw tha 
fimiient fbrhearan<-e of llerodotut. and tay, Ta OS fv OiTtOC^ViTtf, 
Tbe privatr baildinst e&bitut the laaM chararterittir ditplay of 
arro^al tperalatioa aad preaaatare raia ; aad tbe few raafaa of 
bootPt which were hei;un toaie yf art ago, have reaaiaed to long waaia 
aad uafiaithed. that they are aow for tbt* mntt part dilapidatad. 

• Tbe picture which Rrrrov aad Di F4i-w ba*e drawn of tha As** 
rioaa Indian. tb«itt(fb very buMiliatine, it, at t»t at I can Jadga, 
Bucb Biore correct ihta ihe fidliertn.-; repretrnwiioat which Br J«r- 
riatuii bat filvea at. !»««• ib«- .%'-«•• im KiryiaM, where tbit gaaUe- 
■aan eadeavoart toditprove ia ijrneral the opinion aalnulaad to 
ttrunjiy by Mine pbil«Mt>pbcrt. that naiare (at Mr Jarrnaaoa «a- 
ptf ttet it) MtmUM her prodoctioat in ibf wrttera world. H. aa 
Pacw atiribnie« the iaprrfectioat of aaiMl life ia Aawica totha 
raTa«e« of a very recrat delage, froai whota eflectt npoa lla aeU 
and atWMphere It haa aoi yet tndcieatly recoferad.— Saa his A#- 
cktnku tmr In Am^rieaimt, pan. i. tarn. I. p. tea. 
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Were none but bruten to call that soil tlieir home, 
Where none but demi-0ods should dare to roam? 
Or, worse, thou miphty world ! oh ! doubly worse, 
Did Heaven design thy lordly land to nune 
The motley dn.'}^ of every di»tant clime, 
Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 
Which Eiiroi>e shakes from her perturbed sphere, 
In full mali(piity to rankle here? 
But hush !— obsenre that little mount of pines, 
Where the breeze murmurs and the fire-fly sliines. 
There let thy Hncj raise, in bold relief, 
The sculptured imaf^e of that veteran chief, ' 
Who lost the rebel's in the hero's name, 
And stepp'd o'er prostrate loyalty to fame; 
Beneath whose sword G>lumbia*s patriot train 
Cast off their monarch, that their mob m'm\kt reign! 

How shall we rank thee upon Glory's page? 
Thou more than soldier and just less than sage ! 
Too form'd for peace to act a conqueror's part, 
Too train'd in camps to learn a statesman's art, 
Nature design'd thee for a hero's mould, 
But, ere she cast thee, let the stuff grow cold ! 

While warmer souls command, nay, make their fate, 
Thy fate made tliee and forced thee to be great. 
Tet Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds 
Her brightest halo round the weakest heads, 
Found thee undauled, tranquil as before. 
Proud to be useful, scorning to be more ; 
Less prompt at glory's than at duty's claim, — 
Renown the meed, but self-applause the aim; 
All thou hast been reflects less fame on thee. 
Far less, than all thou hast forborne to be ! 

Now turn thine eye where faint the moonlight falls 

On yonder dome — and in those princely halls. 

If thou canst hate, as, oh ! that soul must hate. 

Which loves the virtuous and reveres the great, 

If thou canst loathr anil execrate with me 

That Gallic garbage of philosopliy, 

That nauseous slaver of these frantic tiroes. 

With which false li1>orty dilutes her crimes! 

If thou hast got, within thy frec-hom breast. 

One pulse that beats more proudly than the rest. 

With honest scorn fur that inglorious soul 

Which creeps and winds, beneath a mob's control. 

Which courts the rabble's smile, the rabble's nod. 

And makes, like Ffpypt, every bea^t its gtMl ! 

There, in those walls — hut, burning tongue, forbear! 

flank must be reverenced, even the rank that 's tliere : 

So here I pauH<! — and now, my Hume! we part; 

But oh ! full oft in magic dreanu of heart. 

Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 

By Thames at home, or by Potowm.ic here ! 

O^er lake and markli, through fev«*rs and through fogs. 

Midst bears and Yankees, demooratA and frogs, 

Thy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 

With me shall wonder, and with me despise ! ' 



While I, as oft, in witching'thought shall»rove 
To thee, to friendsliip, and that land 1 low, 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of green. 
Her freedom spreads, unfever'd and serene; 
Where sovereign man can condescend to see 
The throne and laws more sovereign still ilian he! 



' Oa • lasll bill aear the oapitol, tkere ii to b« ■■ eq«.itrlaa its- 
IM of Geaeral Watklaitoa. 

■ !■ tk« f«na«ai wkicb tb* Freadi rsTolotion ncJi«d aaoag the 
J focrau of Aaerira, tad tW lIc«Dtiou lyapaihy witb whldi thsj 
■b r ad ia iba wildMt eEO*Mt« of jaooblaJtai. we aMy •ad oae Marat 
af Ibai TalnriiT oT Tioa. tbat boMlUiy to all tha staoat af life, wbkb 
dlMlagaiabaa tbe ptaiaat dwasiogasi of tka Uaitad Seataa, aad hm 



THE SNARE. 

1801. 



Mt love and I, the other day, 
Within a myrtle arbour lay. 
When near lu from a rosy bod, 
A little snake put forth its head. 

u See,* said the maid, with laughing eyes — 
« Yonder the fatal emblem lies! 
Who could expect such hidden harm 
Beneath the rose's velvet charm ?» 

Never did moral thought occur 
In more unlucky hour than thb; 

For oh ! i just was leading her. 
To talk of love and think of bliss. 

I rose to kill the snake, but she 
In pity pray'd, it might not be. 

« No,» said the girl — and many a spark 

Flash'd from her eyelid, as die said it— 
« Under the rose, or in the dark. 

One might, perhaps, have cause to dread it; 
But when its wicket! eyes appear. 

And when we know for what they wink so, 
Onr must be very simple, dear. 

To lei it sting one— don't yoa think ioT» 



UNES, 

WBITTIII ON LIAVmO rilLADILPBIA. 



nqv^c niv iroXcv fiXfu^ 



EcTTOiiv' ciraCta yxp. 

SoPHOGL. OEdip. Cokm. v. 758. 



Aloni by the Schuylkill a wanderer roved. 
And bright were its flowery banks to his eye ; 

But far, very far were the friends tliat be loved. 
And he gaied on its flowery banks with a sigh ! 

Oh Nature! though blessed and bright are thy rays. 
O'er the brow of creation unchantingly thrown. 

Yet faint are lliey all to the luMre that plays 

In a smile from tlie heart that is deariy our own ! 

becoaie ind««d looceaaraiiy ib« chararteri«t!r of tboir ooaalryaaa. 
—Bat tbm iaaaolbrr raoM of tbf oorraplioa of prlvato aiofala, 
«bJ<-b, earoorai:i>d ■« it it l>y ibe ,<;oTcraoti*at, and idcatiled wilb 
tb« InierMU of ib« commuoity, M>«fDt 10 tbrvatca tb« dooay af bU 
boaesi priBci|ile in AaMrica. I allodr ta Iboa* ft-aadalaat vlelatleai 
of aanlraliiy to abicb tbey ara ladabiod fimr iba BMat iacfaiira part 
of tbeir conoi^roe, and by wbicb tbey bave m loan lafrlased aad 
foanleraried tbe mariliae rifbu and advanuiiaa of ibia ooaairy. 
Tbit aawarrantable tradr ii aeoeuarily al«ttad by lacb a ayalaai of 
collatioa. iapoatara. aad pcfjary, aa eaaaal Ml la ipeaad vafld 
oaaiSMiaatloa areaad it. 
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'l.«Ibv ihrrvnitclKludbnmWi'dlaiiiM; 

iW ihmhaU or hciiiK had btta kb|-d by hit hwl ! 

. byi oF hi> l>iyh<>nd hid uolm 10 their ar. 

v^ ii-lil him. nilli Ujiiury wiHconicand Hair, 

11 ilirT fKi&rl ID hi* htan Anmcihing fWKier Ihin 



Ihe li|^il nf carh piHh we punuu; 
ihp impif* (IT chai'il at ihe fAt. 
•K, thrrc it hiippinew Hw ! 



^Eifrr IK f:Dne— but Iw will not fni|<«l. 

■n ji hi'nii' he (hill iilk of ihc mil Uc hw known 

c dr-iy'd b^ Hit nn- uf the S<'1iii«ikiU .iUhhI 



THE FALL OF HEBE. 




Thebtml 
Sparkled nilh nrry dew, 
'Die wnijinc of thine Aiyrui) Bmt of light, 
Wlihm wIioK orU, Ihe ilmiEhlr Ponr, 
At >aiun'> dawnini; hour. 
Slured the rirli Quid of elhenal Mull 1 ■ 
ArnuDd. 
Soft odormu clnadi. that upwird wing dwir flig 

(Wh.'i* Ihry ha« Tuthcd Ihctii in llic •oeol n*. 
And with Kne fiiRnnci ull Iheir liaHiiii fiU'd), 
In circlea Ikv, and, melting u they llrw, 
A liquid diyVinsik a'cr ihe bnnril diitiU'd I 



■■il he luiunr. where Ly>u» Hnilei 
llii lock! diiine 
Were frnvreCd 
y/lh hrigh n 



htij Lotehf^ ;tt when ftr>l iSr Svicnt tunc 

llrr l«.ulr ■ dn»n. 
And all Ihe rutlauM of Ihe deep, undrnrn, 
IVevfiil'd Iter ideepinj; in tfet anre h^L 

Tlie eapliie delly 
Jji^aiih'd npnn Ser rm and lip, 

In rliAiiH nf tmUrT ' 



And now ilii; raivd her rmf moaih la np 
The nrrur'il wan 
l.wut (!""■, 
And fram her efeliJi, ReMlT rlowl. 
Shed a di-ulTiim Elom. 
Whirh Ul. hLr MD-dew, in (lie howl ' 



OfiisUld. 
Alnng W cbaeA * luumuiH (low. 

Wand o'v ibe Eohlef • mIc, 
And wa> Mlictol by iB rniul tide 



III unit- .TttSV npiKtfif VaTV* »■ ^t TV "• I 
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Of dimpled Hebe, as the wing'd her feet 

Up 
Tbe empyreal moant. 
To drain the toul^^ropa at their stdUar Ibont ; * 
And still. 
As the resplendent rill 
Flamed o'er the goblet with a mantling beat. 
Her graceful care 
Would cool its heavenly 6re 
In gdid waTCS of snowy-feather'd air. 
Such as the children of the pole respire. 
In those enchanted lands * 
Where life is all a luring and north winds nerer blow ! 
But oh ! 
Sweet Hebe, what a tear 
And what a blush were thine, 
Whoi, as the breath of erery Grace 
Wafted thy tleat career 
Along the studded sphere, 
With a rich cup for Jove himself to drink. 
Some star, that glittef'd in the way, 
Raising its amorous head 
To kiss so exquisite a tread, 
Check'd ihy impatient pace ! 
And all Heaven's host of eyes 
Saw those luxuriant beauties sink 
In lapse of lordiness, along tlie azure skies ! ' 

Upon whose starry plain they lay. 
Like a young blossom on our meads of gold. 

Shed from a vernal thorn 
Amid the liquid sparkles of the mom ! 
Or, as in temples of the Paphian shade. 
The myrtled votaries of the queen behold 
An image of their rosy idol, laid 
Upon a diamond shrine ! 
The wanton wind, 
Which had pursued the flying fair. 

And sweedy twined 
Its spirit with the breaihing rings 
Of her ambrosial hair. 
Soared as she fell, and on its ruffling wings 
(Oh wanton wind !) 



* Beraditai (Physical) beM tb* wMii to be a tpark of tbe ttelUr 
OMeace: • SciatilU »tellarueMeatJjF.«— MACRotin, la Trrwa. 8e^ 
lib. i, cap. 14. 

* The coaalry of tbe Hyperboreaaa ; tbey were tappoeed to be 
placed M br aorth tbat tbe aorth wiad coald aot aflect ibea ;— 
tbey lived loagertbaa aey other aortalt; pataed their whole tiae 
la aaaie aaddancias. etc etc. Bat tbe Boat cztraTagaat fictiea re- 
iaied of them i« that to which the two liaea pracadiag allade. It waa 
iaagiaed that iattead of oar valvar atBoapherr. the Hyperboreaaa 
breathed aothiag hot ffaathers ! Aocordtaff to Haaoaorra aad Pust. 
thia idea waa aan^tod by tbaqaaallty of aaow which waa obaerred 
to Ml In thoae roQioBa ; tbat the fonaer . Ta 6iv TZrtpa CCxa- 
^9VTa; T^v X'ova roug IxuBxi rt xai tow« ntptotxo\ji 
^XCW >Cy£(v. — HaaoaoT. lib. if, cap.3i. Ovia lalla the Cable 
otberwiae : aee Me^wiorpk. lib. st. 

Mr (THalloraa, aad mbm other Irish Aatiqaarlaaa. bOTe beoa at 
freai expeaae of iearaiag to prove that iha atraage ooaatry, where 
they took aaow for feathers, waa Irelaad, aad that the faaMiaa Abaria 
waa aa Irish Drald. Mr Rowlaad. however, will have It, that Abaria 
waa a Wclshnaa, aad that bis aane is oaly a corraptioo ot.Kp Reea ! 

* I believe it is Saavics who aaeatioas thia aalocfcy trip which 
Babe Bade ia her oocapaiioa of cap-bearer ; aad Horrasa tella It 
after hiaa: • Can Hebe pocala Jovi adalDistraas, perqae labrioajB 
Miaay caate iaoedeas, oecidisset, rerolatiaqae vestibai •— -ia abort, 
ahe fell ia a very awkward aaaaaer, aad thoegh (as tbe EacydopM> 
tataa thiak) it woald have aaaaaed Jove at aay other tiBM, yet, aa he 
h a ppea ed to be oat of teaper oa Aat day, the poor girl waa dle- 



Wafted the robe whose sacred flow 
Shadowed her kindling charms of snow. 
Pore, as an Eleusinian veil 
Bangs o'er the mysteries ! ■ 

* the brow of Juno flush'd — 
Love bless'd the breeae ! 
The Muses blush'd. 
And every cheek was hid behind a lyre. 
While every eye was glancing through lh« strings. 
Drops of ethereal dew. 

That burning gush'd. 
As the great goblet flew 
From Hebe's peariy fingers through the sky ! 
Who was the spirit that remcmbo^d Man 
In that voluptuous hourT 

And with a wing of Love 
Bmsh'd off your scatter'd tears, 
As o'er the spangled heaven they ran. 
And sent them floating to our ori> )idow ! ' 
Essence of immortality ! 

The shower 
Fell glowing through the spheres, 
While all arotwd, new tints of bliss. 
New perfumes of delight, 
Enrich'd its radiant flow ! 

Mow, with a humid kiss, 
It thrill'd along the beamy min 
Of heaven's illumined lyre, ^ 
Stealing the soul of music in its flight '. 
And now, amid the breeies bland 
That whisper from the planets as they roll. 
The bright libation, softly fann'd 
By all their sighs, meandering stole ! 
They who, from Atlas' height, 
Bdidd the rill of flame 
Descending through the waste of night. 
Thought 't was a planet whoie stupendous frame 
Had kindled as it rapidly revolved 
Around its fervid axle, and dissolved 
Into a flood so bright ! 

The child of day, 
Within his twilight bower. 
Lay sweetly sleeping 
On the flush'd btisom of a loto»-floweri4 

I ThearcaaeayBbolaof thiaoaiwaoayweradapealtadla dkai 
where they lay rellgioaaly eoacealad tnm the eyaa af the pnAaa. 
They weia geaerally carried la the proeesaioai by aa aaa ; aiMl keaea 
the proverb, whidk oae my ao oftaa apply ia the world, ■ aalaaa 
porut aaysteria.*— See the INvt'ae Layartaa, book il. aect. 4. 

' la the C eyaa ftw . lib. ii, oap. 17, there ta a fable aoaMrhai like 
thia deaovat of the aedar to earth. Ev oupav^ T&iv J^tfWv (l/9»- 

XOUfuvatv, xat rou vexra^oj 7ToX>ow Troc/secxs^/ucvou, 
ccvaaxtpTr,9at x^ptia tov EyDura itoLi ouwctow -tu 
mtpv TOW xparripof tttv /Saatv, xat -ntpttpr^ /tuv 
awTOv TO og vsxrap m rrjv ynv txx^Otv, x. t. 1. — 

Sea ilaiar. di B0 RuU. edit. Caauh. 1704. 

* The ooaatellatioa Lyra. Tbe astrologer* attribaia gnat viftaea 
to thia aiga ia ascvadcati, which are eaaaaerated by roavABa, ia 
kia Tr 



Eooe aoveai cam poctiae ckoridaa 

Eaodalaaa, aialoaiqae aovo va|^ aidaia eaata, 
Qao capor aaacaataak aaiac coacordia daeaai 
Pactora, etc. 

< The Egyptlaas repreaeated the dawa af day by a yoaag hay 
aeatad apoa a loioa. LtT« AtyvTrTOUfi iuptmi OipXt* 
fltv«roXiK Tcacocoy vce/yov ypofomug nri Xwtm xo. 
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Wben Tound him, in profusion weeping, 
Dropp'd the celestial shower, ' 

Steeping 
The rosy clouds that curl'd 
About his infont head. 
Like myrrh upon the locks of Cupid shed ! 

But, when the waking boy 
Waved his exhaling tresses through the sky, 
O mom of joy! 
The tide divine, 
All glittering with the vermeil dye 
It drank beneath his orient eye, 
Distiird in dews upon ^e worid. 
And every drop was wine, was heavenly wini ' 

Blest be the sod, the floweret blest. 
That caught upon their hallow'd breast 
The nectar^d spray of Jove's perennial springs! 
Less sweet the flow' ret, and less sweet the sod, 
<Xer which the Spirit of the rainbow flings 
The msgic mantle of her solar god! * 



TO 



Tmat wrinkle, when first I espied it, 
At once put my heart out of pain, 

Tdl the eye that was glowing beside it 
Disturb'd my ideas again ! 

Thou art just in the twilight at present. 
When woman's declension b^^s, 

When, foding from all that is pleasant. 
She bids a good night to her sins ! 

Tet thou Still art so lovely to roe, 
I would sooner, my exquisite mother! 

Bepose in the sun-set of thee, 
Than bask in the noon of another ! 



ANACREONTIC. 

• Sn never look'd so kind before— 
Tet why the wanton's smile recal ? 

I 've seen this witchery o'er and o'er, 
T is hollow, vain, and heartless all !• 

Thus I said, and sighing sipp'd 
The vrine which she had lately tasted; 

The cup where she had lately dipp'd 
Breath, so long in falsehood wasted. 



5iC^/MiK>y. Plutarcb. ittpi rou fxin xpocj i/ifitrp 
Sm absUs trsstlM 4r IM. «r Otir. ObMrrisf that the loto* tbowod 
hi kmi above'mMr at taiMrlM, aod Msh agala at hit scttiiig, they 
— wliai ihs Mas of eoaMcratlof it to Otiria, or the ana. 
fMa ajsihol of a yoath aittlag apoo a lotoa. It vary freqnent on 
or BaailldUa atoaaa.— ^eo MoRTrADCOii, torn, ii, 
■5t, aad tha SufpUmnt, ate. toa. il, lib. vii. chap. 5. 
SMl ta o i irn B Hil Ihoae flowora aad traoa tba aweatest npon 
whiA lbs lalabow had appaarad to raat : aad tha wood thej cfaiaBy 
i to aMrileaa, waa that which tha aallaof Iria had ooaMcraie<l. 
I. Ilh. It, cap. a, whara (at VoMioa ranuirkt) 
I of XoSlOUaC, itaadoobtadljthegtaaiaa readia;;. 
ifMiSa fsr MMMoarloaa particaiaridaaoT the raiabow. DtOri 
UK iU. flap. i3. 



I took the harp, and would have sung 

As if 't were not of her I sang; 
But still the notes on Lamia hung-^ 

On whom but Lamia could they hang? 

That kiss for which, if worlds were mine, 
A world for every kiss I 'd give her; 

Those floating eyes, that floating shino 
Like diamoncU in an eastern river! 

That mould, so fine, so pearly bright. 

Of which luxurious Heaven hath cast her. 

Through which her soul doth beam as white 
As fldme through lamps of alabaster' 

Of these I sang, and notes and words 
Were sweet as if 't was Lamia's hair 

That lay upon my lute for chords. 
And Lamia's lip that warbled there! 

But when, alas! I tum'd the theme, 
And when of vovirs and oaths I spoke. 

Of truth and hope's beguiling dream — 
The chord beneath my finger broke ! 

False harp! hUe woman !•— such, oh! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing; 

Every hand's licentious touch 

Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling ! 

And when that thrill is most avrake, 

And when you think Heaven's joys await you, 

The nymph will change, the chord will break — 
Oh Love, oh Music! how I hate you ! 



TO MRS 



ON 80MI CALnMRIlS AGAINST HXl CBAtACTIt. 

Is not thy mind a gentle mind? 

Is not thy heart a heart refined 7 

Hast thou not every blameless grace. 

That man should love or Heaven can trace? 

And oh ! art thou a shrine for Sin 

To hold her hateful worship in T 

No, no, be happy — dry that tear — 

Though some thy heart hath harbour'd near 

May now repay its love with blame; 

Though man, who ought to sliield thy fame, 

Ungenerous man, be first to wound thee; 

Though the whole world may freeze around thee, 

Oh ! thou 'It be like that lucid tear > 

Which, bright, within the crystal's sphere 

In liquid purity was found. 

Though all had grown congeal'd aroimd ; 

Floating in frost, it mock'd the chill, 

Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still ! 

* Thit alladaa to a earioot gam. npoo which Claadiaa haa loft aa 
soaepolDtloM epigram*. Itwaia drop of pare water iocloaad withia 
a piaee of crjttal.— Sea Claudiaji. Spifmm. d» Ckryttmlh emi «f mo 
imgrmi. Aaotaoa aaeatloot a cariotity of thla kiod at Milaa ; ha alao 
•art. ■ It ia tuch a rarltj at thIt that I taw at Vead6me ia Fraaoa, 
which they there preteod i« a tear that oar Sarioor tbed over La- 
zarat, aad waa gathered op by aa aafjel, who pat It ia a little 
cryktal vial aad made a preaeai of it to Xary Magdalen.*— Aaanos a 
RtmmHs am Bntrat Prnrn 0/ Imlf. 
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HYMN or A VIRGIN OP DFXPHI, 

AT TIB TOMt or Itm MOTBBB. 



RINGS AND SEALS. 



Oi ! lost, for ever lost ! — no more 

Shall Ycftper light our dew^ way 
Along the rocks of Criaaa's sliore. 

To hymn tlie fading fires of day ! 
No more to Tempe's distant vale 

In holy musings shall we roam. 
Through summer's glow and winter's gale. 

To bear the mystic chaplets home ! ' 
T was then my soul's eipanding xcal, 

By Nature warm'd and led by thee, 
In every breexe was taught to fwl 

The breathings of a deity! 
Guide of my heart ! to memory true, 

Thy looks, thy words, are still my own — 
I see thee raising from the dew- 
Some burel, by the wind o'crthrown. 
And hear thee say, t This humble bough 

Was planted for a doom divine. 
And, though it weep in languor now, 

Shall flourish on tlic Delphic slirim*! 
Thus in the vale of earthly sense. 

Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 
A viewless hand shall cull it thence. 

To bloom immortal in the skies!* 

Thy words had such a melting flow. 
And spoke of truth so sweetly well. 

They dropp'd like heaven's sercnest snow. 
And all was brightness where they fell. 

Fond soother of mv infant tear! 

m 

Fond sliarer of my infant joy ! 
Is not thy shade still lingering here ? 

Am I not still thy soul's employ? 
And oh ! as oft at close of day. 

When meeting on the sacred mount. 
Our nymphs awaked tlie choral by. 

And danced around Gassotis' fount ; 
As then, 't was all thy wish and care 

That mine should be the simplest mien. 
My lyre and voice the sweetest there, 

Biy foot the lightest o'er the green \ 
So still, each little grace to mould, 

Around my form thine eyes are slied. 
Arranging every snowy fold, 

And guiding every maxy tread ! 
And, when I lead the hynming choir. 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free. 
Hovers between my lip and lyre. 

And weds them into harmony ! 
Flow, Plistus, flow! thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drop its silvery tear 
Tpon so pure, so blest a grave. 

To memory so divinely dear! 



' TW Uarel. for ibe ombmob atct of iIm teaple. for sdoraiBf the 
■lun sad nroepiag ik« | aTeaeat, wa* tappliad by a trae aear tha 
fbaataia of Ijatialia: l>ai apoa all laiportaai oeracloa*. tWj trstte 
Teaip^ lor tWir laanil. Wa lad ia P«n4HUk, that tkit valley tap- 
pllrd iIm» iMraacfam of wkicb tha teaipla wa« orieiaally coattractad ; 
aad Pirttaca tay*, ia hit Dimlapu — Mmtic, • Tka yoalk «he briap 
ibeTrai|tM- Uaral toDelpbJ It ahrayt allaadcd by a playar oa tke flate. • 

A»2 /uupr X9U TW TfOKxaxofLtl^^vri iracof rigv Te/cirM;gv 



'Qmp ofpT/tOMe wt fUTHfiacra. 

AcMiLLss Tatics, lilt, ii 

• Go!* said the anjgry, w«eping nuid, 

• The charm is broken !— once betray'd. 
Oh ! never can my heart rdy 

On word or look, on oath or sigh. 
Take back the gifts, to sweetly given, 
Willi promised faith and vows to HeoiTeoi 
That little ring which, night and mom. 
With wedded truth my hand haUi worn; 
That seal which oft, in moments blest. 
Thou hast upon my lip imprest. 
And sworn its dewy spring should be 
A fountain teal'd * for only thee ! 
Take, take them back, the gift and voiw, 
All sullied, lost, and baleful now I* 



I took the ring— the seal I took, 
^Tiile, oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed. 
When man is by the world misled ! 
Gently I whisper'd, • Fanny, dear ! 
Not half thy lover's gifts are here : 
Say, where are all tlie seals be gave 
To every ringlet's jetty wave. 
And where is every one he printed 
Upon that lip so ruby-tinted — 
Seals of the purest gem of bliss. 
Oh! richer, softer far than this! 

• And tlicn the ring— my love! recal 
How many rings, delicious all. 
His arms around that neck have twirted. 
Twining warmer far than this did ! 
Where are they all, so sweet, so many? 
Oh ! dearest, give back all, if any!* 

While thus I mnnnur'd, trembling too 
Lest all the n>-mph had vow'd was true, 
I saw a smile relenting rise 
'Mid the moist axure of her eyes. 
Like day-li(;ht o'er a Ka of bine 
While yet the air is dim with dew ! 
She let her cheek repose on mine. 
She let my arms around her twine — 
Oh ! who can tell the bliss one fcels 
In thus exchanging rings and seab! 



TO BOSS SUSAN B CKF D. 

1 MOBi than once have bean), at night, 
A song like those thy lips have given, 

And it was sung by shapes of light, 
Wlio scem'd, like thee, to breathe of Heaven! 

• •TWve are fanleat. upfioMd to b« ibaa* of Kiaff Salosa*. ia 

tha aalchbavbood of Bethbbna. Tba friara tbow a feaniaiB, which 
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I ap ihaaa ■priae* aad pat hit dgaet apoa tha door, t« kaap thea 
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Bat this wu all a dream of aUxp, 

And I hare u'ul, when mominf; dionc, 

• Oh' yk\i\ fthould fairy Fanry keep 
Thrte vonden for hcntelf alone?' 

1 kotfw not then that Fate had lent 
Sirli tonet to one of mortal birth ; 

1 knrw not then that Heaven had sent 
A voice, a form, like thine on earth ! 

And yeC, in all that flowery maie 

Throu(<h which my life has lored to tread, 
^ hen I hare heard the sweetest Uys 

Frum lipa of dearest lustre shed ; 

M hm 1 have felt the warbled word 
From Bcanty's month of perfume si|;hin({, 

Sweet j4 music's hallow'd bird 
tpon a rate's bosom lying ! 

Tbouirh form and song at ooce combined 
Their loveliest bloom and softest thrill, 

Uy hrart hath sigh'd, my heart hatli pined 
For something softer, lovdier still ! 

<.ili ! I have found it all, at last. 
In thee, thou sweetest living lyre, 

Through which the soul hath ever pass*d 
lis harmoniiing breath of fire ! 

All that my best and wildest dream, 
In Fancr's hour, could hear or see 

ifi Music's sigh or Beauty^s beam, 
Are realised, at once, in thee ! 
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i I.- w rme ni mom till set of sun 

I •■ w«ii th«* BigKty Mohawk run. 

Ijvi j* I mark'd the woods of pine 

-Vi vir: his mirror darkly shine, 

!.k' ufl and gloomy forms that pass 

&r4-«x the wiurd's midnight glass ; 

l»1 ■« I view'd the hurrying pace 

tA :ih which he rsn his turbid race, 

KBihiot;. jlike mtired and wild, 

TSrnu^h shades tliat frown'd and flowers that smiled, 

r':\ia^ by every green recess 

r<ui woo'd him to its calm caress, 

Tf . tnoMtimes turning with the wind, 

k*if 10 leave one look behind! 

Mvaga chacsner la ika eoaatrr laiw^ 
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Oh ! I have thou^i, and thinking sigh'd — 
How like to thee, thou restless tide ! 
May be the lot, the life of him. 
Who roams along thy water's brim ! 
Throii^'li what alternate shades of woe 
And flowers of joy my path may go ! 
How many an humble, still retreat 
May rise to court my weary feet, 
While still pursuing, still unblest, 
I wander nn, nor dare to rest ! 
But, ur(;ent as the doom that calls 
Thy water to its destined falls, 
I see the world's bewildering force 
Hurry my heart's devoted course 
From lapse to lapse, till life be done, 
And the lost current cease to run ! 
Oh ! may my falls be bright as thine ! 
May Heaven's forgiving niinbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me. 
As soft as now it liangH o'er thee ! 



CLORIS AND FANNT. 

Clous ! if I were Persia's king, 

I 'd make my graceful queen of thee \ 

While Fanny, wild and artless thing, 
Should but thy humble handmaid lie. 

Tliere is but one objection in it — 
Tliat, verily, I 'm much afraid 

I sliould, in some unlucky minute. 
Forsake the mibtresa for the maid ! 



TO MISS -. 

With woman's form and woman's tricks 
80 much of man you seem to mix. 

One knows not where to take you : 
I pray you, if 't is not too far. 
Go, ask of Nature which you are, 

Or what she meant to make you. 

Yi't stiiy— you need not take the paim — 
With neither beauty, youth, nor brains, 

For man or maid's desiring; 
Pert as female, fool as male. 
As boy too green, as girl too stale — 

The thing '% not worth inquiring I 



TO 
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Sia«V«a«rp frij^ Apollo. 



How can 1 sing of fragrant siglw 
I ne'er have felt from thee "* 

How can I sing of smiling eyes 
That ne'er have smiled on me? 

Tlie heart, 't is tnie, may fancy much. 

But, oh ! 'tis cold and wcroing— 
(Hie moment's real, rapturous touch 

Is worth an age of drraniing ! 
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Tliiiik'st tliiMi, when Julia's lip and breut 
Inspired my yooihful tongne, 

I coldly spoke of lips imprest, 
Nor felt the llearen 1 sung ? 

No, no, the spdl that warm'd so long 

Was still my Julia's kiss. 
And still the girl was paid in song 

What she had given in bliss! 

Ilien beam one burning smite oo me. 

And I will sing those eyes; 
Let me but feel a brratli from diee. 

And I will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy mouth alooe can bring 
What maktA tlie bard divine — 

(Ni, Lady ! how my lip would sing. 
If ooce 't were prest to thine^ 

SONG 
or T» KTiL sriaiT of t» woods.* 



Qm «te dllldlU, ^MqM est ▼!• ■■!!•. 
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Row die vapour, hot and damp, 
Slied by day^s expiring lamp. 
Through tlus misty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man divads: 
Fiery fever's thirsty thrill. 
Fitful ague's shivering chill ! 
Hark ! I hear the traveller's s<Mig, 
As he winds the woods along, 
Christian ! 't is the song of fear ; 
Wolves are round thee, night n near, 
And the wild, thou damt to roam— 
Oh ! 'I was ooce the Indian's home. * 

Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 
Whercsoe'er you work your charm. 
By the creeks, or by the brakes, 
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes. 
And tlie ca3rman ' loves to creep. 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
Where the bird of carrion flits. 
Anil the shuddering murderer sits4 
Lone beneath a roof 'of blood. 
While upun his poinon'd food, 

> Thm Mm »r tklt poMn oocar-ed to ma !■ pauisf tkroogi ik* Tery 
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From the corpse of him he slew, 
Drops the chill and gory dew! 

Ilither bend yon, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither! 
Cross the wandering Christian's way. 
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day, 
Uany a mile of maddening error 
Through the maxe of night and terror. 
Till the mom behold him lying 
O^er the damp earth, pale and dying ! 
Mock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cottage-light; 
Gleam then like the lightning-bug. 
Tempt him to the den that 's dug 
For the fotd and famish'd brood 
Of the she-wolf, gaimt for Uood! 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O'er tlie deep and dark morass, 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings, 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend preaiding there ! * 
Then, when night's long labour past 
Wildei'd, faint be falls at last. 
Sinking where the causeway's edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge, 
There let every noxious thing 
Trail iu filth and fix its sting; 
Let the bull-toad taint him over, 
BoiukI him let musquitoes hover. 
In his ears and eye-balls tinging. 
With his blood their poison mingUog, 
Till, beneath the solar fires, 
Bankling all, the wretch expires! 



TO MRS HENRY T-GHE, 
on aBAniRG hie « P9Tc».» 

TbUi me the witching tale again. 
For never has my heart or ear 

Hung OQ so sweet, so pure a strain, 
So pure to'fed, so sweet to hear! 



Say, Love! in all th]^ firing of ! 

When the high Heaven itself was thiae; 
When piety confess'd the flame. 

And even thy errors were divine ! 

Did ever Muse's hand so fisir 
A glory round thy temple tfttadl 

Did ever lip's ambrosial air 

Such perfume o'er thy alian shed? 

One maid tlierc was, who round her lyre 
Ttie mystic myrde wildly wreathed— 

But all her siglis were sighs of fire. 
The myrde withei'd as she brealhad ! 



* • Wa lad also oolbra of poroelala, tbkaeoa, asn «f 
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Oh ! you that Lovers celcfial droun 
In all il» parity would know, 

Lee not th« tenaet' ardent beam 

Too fttron^ly throii({h the vtsion glow ! 



iiei coDceal'd m night. 
The night where Heaven hat bid him Ue; 
Oh : shed not there unhallow'd light. 
Or. Psyche knows the boy will fly !• 

IWar Psyche! many a charmed hour, 
TTirough many a wild and magic waste, 

To the f^ir fount and blissful bower* 
Thy maiy foot my soul hath traced! 

Where'er thy joys are numbered now, 
Beoea&ih whatever sliadcs of rest. 

The Genius of the starry brow' 

Has chain'd thee to thy Cupid's breast ; 

Whcflicr ahore the horison dim. 
Along wboae Tcrge our spirits stray 

(Half Hink within the shadowy brim. 
Half brighten'd by the eCemal niy),4 



Thoci riaest to a cloudless pole! 

Or, lingering here, dost lore to mark 
The cwili|;ht mlk of many a soul 

Through sonny good and eril darit; 

Scill be the song to Psyche dear, 

TIk song, whose dulcet tide was given 
Tu keep her name as fodeless here 

;tar keeps her soul in Hearen ! 



IMPROMPTU, 
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Dear shall be the day we met, 
And dear shall be the night we parted^ 

Oh ! if regrets, howerer sweet, 
Must with tlie lapse of time decay. 

Yet Mill, when thus in mirth you meet. 
Fill high to him that *s for away ! 

Long be tlie flame of memory found 
Alive within your social glass; 

Let that be still the magic round 
O'er which obUnon dares not pass! 



EPISTLE VIII. 
TO THB HONOURABLE W. R. SPENCER. 



Roe Toalt ad doroa biom rocau C«<a«. 

Oria. OS Pmm», llbu 1, ap. S. 



r«oM ■UFrALo, UPON Lau niB. 

Taou oft hast told me of the fairy hours 

Thy heart has number'd, in those classic bowers 

Where fancy aees the ghost of ancient wit 

'Mid cowls and cardinals profonely flit, 

And pagan spirits, by the Pope unUid, 

Haunt eriTy stream and sing through crery shade ! 

There still the bard, who (if his numbers be 

His tongue s light echo) must hare talk'd like thee, 

The courtly bard, from whom thy mind has caught 

Those playful, sunshine holidays of thought. 

In which the basking soul reclines and glows. 

Warm without toil and brilliant in repose. 

There still he roves, and laughing loves to lee 

How modem monks with ancient rakes agree ; 

How mitres hang where ivy wreaths might twine, 

And heatlien Massic 's damn'd for stronger wine ! 

There too are all those wandering souls of song 

With whom thy spirit liath communed so long, 

Whose rarest gems arc every instant hung 

By memory's magic on thy sparkling tongue. 

But here, alas ! by Erie's stormy lake. 

As for from thee my lonely coune I lake. 

No bright remembrance o*er the fancy f^yti 

No dasuc dream, no star of other days 

Has left that visionary glory here, 

Tliat relic of its light, so soft, so dear, 

W^hich gilds and hallows even tlie rudest toene. 

The humblest shed, where genius once has been ! 



All that creation's varying 
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms; 
Bold rise the mountains, rich the gardens glow, 
Bright lakes expand, and conquering' rivers flow; 
Mind, mind alone, without whose quickening ray. 
The world 's a wilderness, and man but day, 
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Mind, mind alone, in harren, tdll repoac. 
Nor bloomt, nor rises, Borex|>and9, nor flows? 
Take Christians, Mohawks, Democrats, and all 
From the rude wig-wam to the co ng res s -hall. 
From man the sarage, whether dared or free. 
To man the ciTilised, leas tame than he ! 
T is one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt half-polisli'd and half-barl>aruu8 life; 
Where erery ill the ancient world can brew 
b mix'd with every grossneas of the new; 
Wliere all corrupts, tbongh little can entice. 
And nothing *s known of liunxry, but rice! 

b tliis the region, then, is this the clime 
For golden fancy ! for those dreams sublime. 
Which all ihdr miracles of light rereal 
To beads thai meditate and hearts that feel? 
No, no — the Muse of inspiration plays 
(XtT every scene ; she walks the ftHreaCHiiaie, 
And climbs the mountain; every blooming spot 
Bums with her step, yet man regards it not ! 
She whispers round, her words are in the air. 
But lost, unheard, they linger freezing there, 
Witliout one breath of soul, divinely strong, 
One ray of heart to thaw them into song ! 

Tct, yet foiigive me, oh you sacred few ! 

Whom late by Delaware s green banks I knew ; 

Whom, known and loved through many a social eve, 

T was bliss to live with, and 't was pain lo leave!' 

loess dearly welcome were the lines of yore 

The exile saw upon the sandy shore, 

Wlicn his looe heart but faintly hoped to find 

One print of man, one blessed stamp of mind ! 

Less deariy welcome Uian the liberal zeal. 

The strength to reason, and the warmth to feel, 

The manly polish and tlie illumined taste. 

Which, 'mid the melancholy, heartless waste 

My foot has wandered, oh you sacred few ! 

1 found by Delaware's groen banks with rou. 

Long may you hate llie Gallic dross that runs 

O'er your l^r country and corrupts its sons; 

Long love the arts, the glories which adorn 

Those fields of freedom, where your sires were bom ; 

Oil ! if America can yet he great. 

If, neither chain'd by choice, nor damn'd by hue 

To the mob-mania which imbrutes her now. 

She yet can raise tlie bright but temperate brow 

Of single majesty, can grandly place 

An empire's pillar upon Freedom's base, 

Nor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove 

For the fair capital that Uowers above! — 

If yet, released from all that vulgar throng, 

So vain of dullness and so pleased with wrong. 

Who hourly teach her, like themselves, to bide 

Folly in froth, and barrenness in pride, 

' !■ thff aodety of Mr DeoBic asd bU frlead*, at PUIadelpkte, I 
pSMod ihe fSew sgraMbJe moaenit wbick my to«r ibrnsfb lb« Stale* 
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She yet can rise, can wreathe the attic charms 
Of soft refinement round the pomp of arms, 
And see her poets flash die fires of song. 
To light her warrior^ thunderbolts along ! 
It is to you, to soub tliat favouring Ileaven 
lias made like yours, the glorious task is given — 
Oil ! but for tuck G>lnmbia*s davs were done; 
Rank without ripeness, tiuicken'd without sim, 
Oude at ilie surface, rotten at the core, 
ller fruits would fall, before her spring were o'er ' 

Believe me, Spencer, whtte 1 wing'd the hours 

Where Schuylkill undulates through banks of flowen. 

Though few the days, the happy evenings few. 

So warm vrith heart, so rich with mind they flew, 

That my full soul forgot its wish to roam. 

And rested there, as in a dream of home! 

And looks I met, like looks I loved before, 

And voices too, which, as they trembled o'er 

The chord of memory, found full many a tone 

Of kindness there in concord with their own ! 

Oh ! we had nights of that communion free, 

That flush of. heart, which 1 have known with thee 

So oft, so warmly; nights of mirth and mind. 

Of whims that taught, and follies that refined : 

When shall we both renew them? when, restored 

To the pure feast, and intellectnal board. 

Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine 

TliOMe whims that teach, those follies that refined 

Even now, as, wandering upon Erie's shoiei, 

I hear Niagara's distant cataract roar, 

I sigh for England— oh ! these weary feet 

Have many a mile to journey ere we meet ! 

Q "KKzpii, <Ai 90U xapra. vuv /tvccov c^^. 



A WARNING. 






Oh ! fair as Heaven and chaste as light ! 
Did Nature mould thee all so bright. 
That thou shouldst ever learn to weep 
O'er languid Virtue's fatal sleep, 
O'er shame extinguish'd, honour fled. 
Peace lost, heart wither'd, feeling dead ? 

!fo, no! a star was bom with Aee, 
Which sheds eternal purity ! 
Thou hast vrithtn those sainted eves 
So fair a transcript of the skies, 
In lines of fire such Ixavenly lore. 
That man shotild read them and adore! 
Yet have 1 known a gentle maid 
Whose eariy cliarms were just array'd 
In Nature's loveliness like thine. 
And wore that clear, celestial sign. 
Which seems to mark the brow tliat's fair 
For Destiny's peculiar care! 
Whose kpsom too was once a zone 
Where ine bright gem of Virtue shone; 
Whose eyes were talismans of fire 
Against the spell of man's desire! 
Ye|, hapless giri, in one sad hour 
Her charms have slied their radiant flower ; 
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-ben lell tbc rlrgm lo unfold, 

kindied fori E<*l'*<''*i'^l' 

■cs lie. who liijliu ilui paib of jretn— 

CO from Ibe fouDi of aionune'i lean. 



Ta, is it woaU— for Iboa 'n 



Tci cjmMI thiok ihal. inij food, 

£i-nlUoina bdninucb, bna hr beyond 
TiuM. daty. hope, ihalunile would bcl 

Ob' ballDsiB il,iughlHail day, 
InplnriAA a1 Ihy feci nclioed, 

Ibe ■old far lb« iMtot, Kii(B'd! 

^ nnqun ! «fa4l ■ mind ud hem 
nf rvldoda hu ODdoiie for rr^! 

THE HIGH PRIEST OF APOLLO. 
A MKcn* OF DELPm. ' 

<^> dip» Jin> 

Wh Bihe m-d, whkfoUH biir, 
*ak nn- Tif Bn jind faH of air. 



Such fyn af fire, wich liqiTAf j^i^f 
Tell her he roinctiiihliHful pride, 
llii Up yet ipurkbnti villi llwdde 



mIhJt... ..'.1 k.» u ,,r.l«.l, ,Ih.J, 

El A VI xpv oi tt%p lopsv lyriFi^ifai 

■ A)J' ii( oaf vuAi 'fjitu ^flifai •nit. — icum 
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Oh ! he would hide his wreath of rayi. 
And leave the worid to pine for days, 
Might he but pan the hoiua of shad« 
lmboeom*d by hia Delphic maid — 
She, more than earthly woman blest, 
He, more than god on woman's breast!* 

There is a cave beneath the steep, * 
Where living rills of crystal weep 
0*er herbage of the loveliest hue 
That ever spring begemm*d with dew. 
There oft the green bank's glossy tint 
Is brighten'd by the amorous print 
Of many a faun and Naiad's form. 
That still upon the dew is warm 
When virgins come at peep of day 
To kiss the sod where lovers lay! 
« There, there,* the god, impassion'd, said, 
« Soon as the twilight tinge is fled, 
And the dim orb of lunar souls * 
Along its shadowy path-way rolls — 
There shall we find our brklal bed. 
And ne'er did rosy rapture spread. 
Not even in JoveTs voluptuous bowers, 
A bridal bed so bless'd as ours! 

■ Tell the imperial God, who reigns 
Sublime in oriental fones. 
Whose towering turrets paint their pride 
Upon Euphrates* pregnant tide; ' 

< Tbs Coryelsa Gsva, wkicb PAmAiut BaBttoat. Tbe lahsMtSBti 
of PsrasMu Md It tMNd to iks Corjolui ajapbt, wb« wm* obU 
dras of tke rlwmt Plitiu. 

* Sm • praotdisf not*, psg* 91. It ahoald m«m dMt Imar ipl 
rlis ware of a parar ordar tkaa splrito la gaaaral, at Pythaforas wai 
■aid by hU followan to kava daaoaadad froa the raf ioat of tha 
■eoa. Tb« baratiareh Maaa* tao iaM^Iaad tbat tka aaa aad 
ara tka fotidaaos of GhrUt, aad that tha aaooatioa was aothiag 
tbaa kit lif kt to thoM orba. 

* Taapla of Japlier Balat, at Babyloa, wUeh ooasUtod of Mreral 
dapeb aad towan. ■ la tba laat towar (tay* Hnoaorm) U a larfa 
ckapaU la wkidi tkaro lies a bad, vary sf^adidly oraaaaatad, aad 
baalda it a ubla of gold ; bat tbafe it ao tutaa ia tha plaoa. No 
aua It allowed to tlaap here, bat the apartaMat it ^propriatad to a 
CtaMla, whoai, if wa belleTO the Chaldaaa priettt, the deity talaett 
froBithewoaMa of the oooBiry, etbitfaToarite.*— Lib. I, cap. 181. 

Tha poMB BOW beliwa the reader, aad a few turn la tha preaeal 
collect loa. are takea from a work, which I rather preaMtarely aa- 
Booaocd 10 the pablic, aad which, perhape rar j laeklly for aiyaeU^ 
wat iBtarmpled by aiy Toyage to Aiaerica. The fbllowiaf fragaaala 
froai the taaae work deteribe the effect of one of thete iaTliattoat of 
Apollo apoa the mimd of a youag aathatiattle girk 

Delphi heard her thriae prodaift, 
la oradee, the gvUty flaaae. 
Apollo loTod aiy yoathfel ctenaa, 
Apollo woo'd lae to hit anaa I— 
Sara, tare wbea aMa ao oft allowa 
Bellgioa'a wreath to biad hit browa. 
Weak woaderiag woomb aiaal believe. 
Where pride aad tee I at oaoe deoelTO, 
Whea flauery ukea a holy vact. 
Oh 1 't It too Biach for woaua't breast ! 

Bow oftea era the destiaed tlaie. 

Which was to seal say Joys snbliaae, 

llow ofkea did I treaabliBg raa 

To aaeet, at aaora, the aioaaUag aaa, 

Aad, while his forrid heaai he threw 

Upoa Biy lipe' laaariaat dew, 

I thoaght— alas! the tlaipieilreeBi— 

There bara'd a kits la erery beasa ; 

With parted lipe lahalad their beat, 

Aadaigh'd, sOkGod! thy Uas it tweet!- 



Tell him, when to his midnight lovek 
In mystic nugesty he moves. 
Lighted by many an odorous fire. 
And hymn'd by all Chaldca's choir— 
Oh ! tell the godhead to confess, 
The pompous joy delights him less 
(Even though his mighty arms infold 
A priestess on a couch of gold) 
Than when in love's unholier prank, 
By moonlight cave or rustic bank. 
Upon his neck some wood-nymph lies. 
Exhaling from her lip and eyes 
The flame and incense of delight. 
To sanctify a dearer rite, 
A mystery, more divinely warm'd 
Than priesthood ever yet perform'd !• 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven allows 
To break for Heaven her virgin vows! 
Happy the maid ! — her robe of shame 
Is whiten'd by a heavenly flame, 
Whose glory, with a lingerii^ trace. 
Shines through and deifies her race ! 

Oh, virgin ! what a doom is thine ! 

To-night, to-night a lip divine * 

In every kiss shall stamp on thee 

A seal of immortality! 

Fly to the cave, Aphdia, fly; 

There lose the worid and wed the sky! 

Oh too, at day't BMridiaa hoar. 
Whea to the Naiad's gleaaay bower 
Oar Tirgiat tteal, aad, Mashiag. hide 
Their beaBties la tbe foidiag tkle. 
If. throagh the grove, whee<| aaodast 
Were spread aroaad aay robeleas chafaat, 
A waaderlag saabeaaa waatoa fell 
Where lorera' looks aloae shoald dwell. 
Not all a loTor's looks of laaae 
Coold kladle aach aa aaaoroaa ahaaae. 
It was the aaa 'a adailriag gtaaca, 
Aad, aa I felt iu glow adraaoa 
O'er Bay yooag beeaties. wildly lask'd. 
1 bara'd aad paoied, thrlll'd aad Mash'd 



No deity etaiklBight( 

The laaapa, thatwltaett'd ell aiy thaae, 

BeTeal'd to these bewilder'd eyea 

No other shape thaa earth aapplies ; 

No solar light, ao aaciar'd air. 

All, all, alas 1 was haaaaB there ; 

Woaaaa'a feiat ooafllct, vlrtaa'a fell 

Aad paasioa'a victory, haauia all ! 

Bow gaatly aaaat the gaiit of leva 

Be charai'd away by Powera aboTO, 

Whea aaea poaseaa aach teoder akill 

\» aofieaiag crisae aad aweeteaiag ill ! 

"T waa bat a eight, aad saoraiag'a rays 

Saw ate, with food. forglTiag gase, 

Baag o'er tbe qaict siusaberlag breeat 

or hiaa who niia'd all aay rest ; 

Ria. who had laagbi theae eyea to weep 

Their first aad tears, aad yet ooald sleep t 
• • • • • • 

• Ponnraixa. ta bis playfai H/metattuia of the learaed aaatariah 
of Vaa-Oale. has related la his owe ialnitabieaiaaBer aa adToatara 
of this hlad which was detected aad exposed at Aleiaadria.— Sao 
raUioin dsf Orae^M, seooade disserut. chap. vii. Caaaiixoa, too. 
Ia oae of hU OMst aBBusIag litUe su>ries, has aaada the G^lo Maago^ 
Taapee. of the Isle Jooqaille. assert this priTilege of spirltaal baiafa 
ia a Buaaer very fonaJdable to the basbaads of the islaad. ■» 
aaya, howoTer, • Lea aaria oat le piaisir do reater toigoarodaaa U 
I oapareUeaa,e'att«aeraeto«roe.> 



EPI8TLBS, ODES, ETC. 



Which Codt ciD gne sr trnmui M. 



Slow lo be wirm'd and ipiKk ro rare, 
Fnm IMj kiai. S,om L-uiiiiinf, lolh, 

Too cold Cor MiH. Ma woik Fcr l<ni', 
Yd feicDinG ill ihar'tbeM in bodi. 

6dU publing o^er m crowd Id nigH, 

Hon joy ii Biro lo woman-| breut 
To mtli: aa frigid coicomb* vain, 



Away, iwy,— your iinilc'.a CUB 

Oh! blol DK From Ihe nee oF n 

Kiod pilyiflg Beaten f bydealh or 



BALLAD STANZAS. 

to gracffuUy corf A 
I ■ coingo »a> near, 

mighl hope for ilber 

ce nf)}oeed the voIupEuoiu bee; 
Eierjr IcaE vra> ,i< tai. :ind heard Doi a tound 
Bbi Iha iiniod|iadKt Upping the hollow beach 

And • Here io Ihii Ism linlewDDd,* 1 ciclaim'd. 
. With > nuid who wu lovely u wol aod lo < 
Who would hlpah when 
blamed, 
Ibw hlia'd could I liie 



Once more Dpon the dear harp lis, 

GiTC Die Ihal Hmin, of monmful loudi 

^'e uied to love loni;, long ago, 
Before out hearu had known » much 

AaBow.akal ihe; bleed Id know ! 



An Ihon too wretched! yea, Ihsu i 
I >ee Ihy iear> flow fiui with mic 

CorrK. come to (hit devoted heart, 
T it braking, bul il itill ii thini 
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l>Blvd wilh llie 




ihoMH 
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u|>oa hiiliroK 


aawhe 
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Rontle.., 


Hin and tliefu 


tadiani 




Shin 


.,.nJ. 


=«ven rogetl-rr. 


When 


.■•pok 



prmifed her, aitd weep i 



■ ^ tbeihadeof yonioniaeh, whom rvd berry dipa 
In the (luh of the fountain, how iweel to recline, 

And to know that I aighd upon innocent lipa. 

Which had n«nt been (ich'd on by any but mine !> 



Cnm, take [he harp — 't h vain to muto 

Cpoii the j;^ir)bviLi>t; ill^ %^v iici;: 
Oh! akelbe barp, and lei ne low 
All thongbtnof ill in bearing thee ! 

Shig to me. Love ! though death were na 
nj aong could nuke my loul fotget_ 
KtJ, aay, ia pily dry thai tear. 



And half ilie^odddB bc;im'd in glinipaea through it 
Of maj^ic -wooden, .ihal werr Known and tanght 
By h ini (or Cham or Zorostlcr ugoii'd) 
Viho muied, amid (he mighty catadyim. 



n^/ia-nBtt avBniv mi annS *vrj-/);avovTi, t'oUk 

't aUj tan vt/^^Gtl;^ v^^vgt 3t3t ^IftWl, oi{ ifStvtU. 



iiia St xpwtu fif/ti. 

PiHDta. Ofymp.ii 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



! 



I 



I 



O'lT \u% null* uhlelM of primeral lore/ 

N'*r Icl llio living M.ir of uricnr^* nink 

Ufikrjdi till* w.iten^ which in(;ulFd the world ' — 

f >f \isions hv <^altio|)ir rf^calM 

To hiiii,^ wliu Yntctfl ii|M>n his typic lyn* 

The «lij|».i!(on of iiiairK iiiiii|;lni frame. 

And thoj;r.ind Doric hrpkirhord of lleaYon ! 

With all uf pure, of womlroiisand arraot*, 

Which thc|;rave f>na% of >ltN-hii»>. many a ni(;hi 

Told to the yoiini; .ind hrit;ht-h.iir'd \iMtant 

Of CirnuTit sacrvil mount ! 4 — Tlien, in a (low 

' CImm, ihe MM of Tiamh. it ftap|<o«r«l lo h«T« Ukea witb biai iaio 
tbeark ihrprio.-ipaldni-iriai-* of aia'i'al.or rather of aaiural t^-ieaof. 
wbirh b bui in»'-rin.ii afion toaM lery darablr tal tiaam, ia orJcr 
tbai ibcy aiijbt mi«t lb« rara,^ of ibedrliif'f, and fraataiii ibi- 
Mcrvuof aai.^.larian kaimMf.c lobit pokU'rity.— !t««>lbrei,lracu 



Of cilmer conTcne, he bei^iled us on 
Throui;h many a nuce of (^anlen and of porch. 

(iaal aad ctrlaciTe. Tbe doctriae of tbc worM't Mcvaity ■•« te 
iracrd ibroasb ail tb« Met*. Tbe coaiiaBal ■■■■■■« Aaali tfl ff- 



ihaiforai, tbv i;raB.I periodk yaar of tbe S«i»m> (oi iba 
wbi -h the anivrrM- ii Mp(«i«d to rHoro lo iu oriijiBal 
maiairace a ae« retulalioa). ihatarreHivcdiHolalioa um4 eaatioi 
liiiB nf atoa* auiauinnl by tbe Epicoraatt*. kli tbaao uaMaare baa 
difTi-rcai iatiBatioat of iba taaa fcaani bollof is iW mmmtj af 
tbr«*urlJ. At Si AaMineiplalatibepcriodk-faar oftboSaaioLHdia- 
atfrve* fialy »o far «tiib ibe idea of iba PyibaeoreoKai. thai laaaadW 
aa radl<>i« inoiaiiuioa of ibr •oal tbroafib a roririj of bodiaa.ii 
rniem ibe taaw bod; aad aoal lo r«|«ai ibeir formtt rooad af 
nUicBtv, aad • ibai idaaiical Plrfto. wbo kctared ia iba Acodtm 
of .\ibra«. (ball ajaia iodai;aia, aircnaiaiaierraladoriof Arhfaa 
of eieraiiy. appear ia tbe Mae acadeay aad moMe iba waa taa^• 

liitBt— • kic eadem leaftora leai^oraliaaqoe raroa Tolaaiai 

rcjieii. ai x.g. »ii-at ia itlo tan-alo Plato pbiloaophoa la orbo Alfa(>- 
ai.-Bti. ia ra a^bula qaa- Ai'adraia dkia nt, diacipoloa doeaJt. n 
I.y Btiir. ia ba jriule ( kim. The ideatitj of Lbaa aad Zo- ; j^^ iaooaerabilia reiro MrcaU. aaltaa plciU ^aUwa iawrvaiU. 
roa*urd<-pi«d« apoa ibt* aaiborin ofO«>ro.aft. or lb.- in|«ciur Vb- 1 ,^,»rtit. rt idi« PUio,ei eadra ci«iut.cadvai|aeactala. iideafw 
aiai. and a lew anre *m>h nr»|>erui>le tciiauain.— See N4CBf"» I di,fi|,,n re|*iiti el per iaaaaterabilia deiade «coU icpMcadi tiaL 
AfoLfitfiomr lei Onmit H»inmet, eio. chap. *, wbere beuke* aore i _|j^ (triM.IUi. lili. lii. cap. i3. V»jimi. ia hitOimLft 
IroaUv lbaa i« aeivrtoary ia rvraiinj ibit f^iaiioat lappotiiioo. | .• a tiailar eiplioatioa of ibc periodic rerolatioaa of 

1 f.baaaa a pocieri* hujn* anit adnintoril.as Zoroatlnin, Mn | . d dc ranu. qaiaua«»aat ia a«a riia*. cvatiaa aililaa fatraat. 
Tivaa a.iraia. prupirrea fai..e dii-iuai ei pro Deo babitaa.— Bu- ioii«,iae reaa^ralar qoocirt cveideraal.— $i. 



ca4BT. ttftfira^. S.ier. lib. it. tap. i. 

* Orpbea*.— Pkrti^rs la bi»/fe/«lv«drfr«. cap. i. lib. iii. bas ea- 
dra««Ntrrd tu ihiiw. after ibei*laiuBi»is, ibat aaan iaadiapaioa. aadi* 



Tbe piradoiical aoiioai of tba Stiiin, ^P"* 'be baooi 
ibe doaiuioa of ibeir iaijiaary aage, are aatM.'f ike 
CaiBbia.icbarai-ieriMirauf tbo trbool, aad. acairdiaf to ibair 



dioia- 



ap of a diaieiwroa. «iblrti {• bi. Kial. and a diapente. wbirb it bi» I Lipiia*. aerr pe. altarta ibai mcI. . Prkiea ilia (dffcreu) ^aspaa^a 

body. Tburt fr.t|aeai alluiloat to aatic. by wbith iheaaiieBi pbi- j j, philo«)pbaBtiaa wrbulit fere o! liaeal. Itu qa« pe«aliara bak 

lo^pbrr* iilaftraird ibrir •abliiae tb<N>rie», aati bare lead.-d ^cn ^^-g^ et bahcat coatradtflioaea: i. e. parailiiia Mia^brr td 

aacb lo elevate tbe cbaracter of Ibe an. and lo eaiicb it wiib a«MH> 

rIatioBiof tbeijraadett aaiiaHMl iBleretllannatiire. See a precedlag 

aoie. paj;<-93, fiir ibair idea* apoo ibe baraoav of tbe •pbera*. Ucra- 

ditat &iapared tbe miiiare of i;niid aad e«>l ia tbii worM lo tbe 

liloaded varialie* of baraoay ia a aatirai ia»iraaM-Bt (pLiT4at.a. Je 

Amim- Prar/Wtf.) ; aad Eary|baaa». tbe Pyibaeerraa. ia a fraj- 

Bieat preierred by Slui«ra», deacritiet buaua life, ia it* perfevtioB. 

as a •weet aad nell-taaed Ure. iM(BM>of tbe anrirBU were so fau- 

n'fal at t» tappOMi ibat tbe ii|teratioBS of tbe a u aory were re;^lateJ 

bj a L ad of aatiial i^deare, aad tbat ideas ncrarrod to it • per 

arita et ibetia :• ftbileotbertcoa verted tba wlwleoMa iaio a aere 

baraiiaifcd aa* bioc, »boM; BMMioB depvaded a|ioo a nertaia leasioo 

nf ibe iMki). dBalii.^mii lo ib^l of Ibe itria,;* ia aa iofttruawet.— 

flirero iml t^ riJiroIrt Ariiimena* f r ibis fanry, and uyi, > let bia 

lea.b «'B;;!a ;. aad leave (-biliiviiib; tu ArikUMle ;• boi \ri«totle bia- 

•rlf. ibfla.fb d.<riilr<|:y op|MMeil to ibe baraoaic sperulaiiooi of tbe 



Siute. PkiLt. lib. iii, diuerUt. a. Bat it it ai ideal ■>• tba Abbe 
Gab* lit bas reaarked, aiemmre$ tie f Atmd. um. 15} , tkai area ibat 
aUardilies of tbe Stoica are liorr»wfd. aad tbai Plalo ia tba Maior 
uf all ibeir eiiraTasaal paradoses. We lad tboir doflMa. • divasqai 
sapient.* (wbicb (Jeaseat of Alexaadria ba« itaasfcrrad ftaaiba 
i'biloMipbtfr to tbe Cbristiaa. PaJmfmf. lib. ill. cap. «»). atprwaad ia 
tbe prayer of SucatTS* at tbe ead iif tbe Paaaaca. 11 ^iXt Dzv 

Tf XXI aA*A9{ C99I Tv;CS -VSSt, Cotr^Zt /tot JUCAtt'/On^ 

fUtZ' ->0-^5t9v ex •J0yi%'9t'Jl 70V 79p0v. A»d aaay albfr 
iosUBves aicbt Le addaivd frua tbe A VTff C9{^r,lbe [1 Ar7ntS>t 
etc. to pniT* tbai ibese«ccNit of |iarados were gatberod aaaagibr 
bowers iif ibc Aradeaj. Deare it it tbat (Iicsao. h tba prefcou 
bit Puntiluref , rails ibea SoiTaiii-i ; aad Lir»ir«, exaliiaf ia tbe pa- 
tronaQe of ScKMtet, s^ys, ■ file lulu* est aoster.* Tbia is iadaeds 



P>iba;oeeaa*and i*laioaiti». mnld »onK-tiaM^n>ad-*r>-ad toenliiea \ coaiiiioa ahirb eviai-es.as aat.b ascaa l*e wisbed. tbe roafaaad siai- 
bis d'Kinni-. Iiy rcferra.e u ihe l^-auues of aatii-al triroiv: as, ia • liiade uf aaeieal pbiloaupbicBl opiai<4t: tbe fatber of acwpiicisais 



Ibe treat ^e. \]:ci x'iau'j'j. atlriliatrd to bia. KX7Z~£p CS ev 

yo'^'>t, A^>ij'^7.tyj xzTa':;ay?9;, x. r. / 



berit rarollcd aaoaest Ibe foaaders i>f ille Porlioo ; ba wboaa fresi 
l(aowle<l|;c was ibat of bis owa igaoraaoe, is callad ia M aalbarii' 




: a pea pn-* irofliBie I'ai-, qui. rbast' daa« aa ia«iraaeat de 
asiqiie, fail otnaailre par 1e« dirf«Srt-ui »on* qa'il prodnit. let diL 



fVfenie.an.tiil.aii...,«qa,| vn-.-n:i.. See a fiav siaile of ibit kind ^"" '" 'l— n--- ry v "-"-*/" A* »i 

ia i.ardiaalP.>iio«.c-t IWa. lib. 5. ». :'.<. , "avT&«v^f9;/«av;r,C'*r'**v/*»;o«v 5^55 VTI?l Wat 

* Pviba;..r.-«Ur.}.re«e«ie.iinJ»asiKactatde.(TadiBRwitb|rrtoi '^••B*' •« ^«''"« «• »•'«• Wiowers uf Epicaraa, bat oi 



jf brdeaeneaay credit, la a letter toAaiolyrat, lib. iii. iapaiai 
siailar belief to Pyibacoraa: ^r,'3t {U'j^TCfi p%i) TC TS»> 

' aad PicTsaca, 
laafttMBUbh 
aol.-niiii* fi. a M.«'otLarmel. fnr »bi.b n-a«.>a tba f.araeliies ba«e •^'V' ** '^ '*''7 saaeibeoloairal error; baviaR qanied ibeopiaioaf 
cta:a*.-J bin nt one uf ibeir frairraiiy. Tbi. ^luibas or SIfHrbas. "' Aaaiagoras and PUio apoa di«iaiiy. be adds. Kotvftif SW 
witb ibedct-raJauU of whom iSlhajnrai ronvened in Pbu-aicla, ■ Sea;(CTZV9J7(v a;ipVTCS9(, OXl TO'J df9v tJtOtr,y%V Cnt- 
aad fm4i wbiMa bedi'rirrd ilio J.iiriiie* o atoa!-i.hi:oso|ibT, ttsB|>- ^t^OUf.OV Tftr/ CTy^'^furir^^V. — De Mwsr. PktUtfk. lib. i. 
po*e«l by ••«•• lo l>e ibe taiur tiiib Motot. ill it ba« ad ipied tbis . cap. 7. PitTo biatolf hat aitrilated a degrve of iadiflrraace 10 tbe 
idea. Itemntmitrulium trum^'mme, prvip. ir, cbap. i. ser.y; aad Le iruds, wbicb it a>it far rtauved froa tbeapaib; of Eeicracs' baai 




I |aerUap.rei«'aiuunj;iiieau.neni>tiail a >iroui;i-i 

lourijinil ly :fiir, I'n truib. if»ee\iBineibe:r» lii».il4iifpliilo«oph%, E'^sc. AifloaacA. lib. vli, cap. i. Ia tratb, AaattitLa, apoa ibe 

aniwiih.tsiMlln'ikMp.iriliariiiettihii-bsiva indiuiu.jiiikhikeiu fiua sabjftt of ProTiJeaiv, wa* liiile wore oorroct lbaa Ericcar*. Be 

e4.fa ■■•!i>r. w.- aa; .icoi-rjllyolitf-r tribal ihi- dii'f nu r !• I>ai serial sappoted tla auoa to be tbe liail of diviae iatcriereacc, okciadiai; 

aad tr:!l:n ;, aad ibat. aaton.; ihnie lari'as and l<-irned beresie», , of roar. e tbis saMaaar; world froa its lalaaaca. The IfWdoSaiiiaa 

iber* is Karcely o«e to bo sjlixicd, wbo;c o;i.'Bio:i» i-n its ewe, or> ! of Ibe world, ia hislrraiite, 11SC( xaff/Jidi; (if tbia Ifaatlaaboiaall; 
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TS-«tii|;h in.inv •! ^^iitrm, wIicti* the M*alt<T'«l li(;ltt 
'•f Lejtimlv inith Liv, likr .1 lin>km \tmm 



-..•• wQvh nt %ai«ToTLi^. acfvefltlnoBl vrrhaa verlm, witk iLat Id ib«> 
*'irr m4 Em i*r* 10 Piiaw Lm: tbrj hmh nail ib' airiitloB of ■ 
^-■i« . aad. IB hit Etktn. b^ iaiiiaafM ■ Jualil tib^ibrr tbv i;oJ* fwl 
•■•tai^mi iStbfamnpraiorMBBkia.i. lit ya^o TCff tTTltls'/StX 
Tit' r^^i^TZt'V^ jrZ'J bVatlf '/tvt77l. It M lrB«, b« Bilds, 
iiTTtc CS/fff. liMl rveB ibii it rert trrjitlrtl. 

la rb»»> H T M a u >a»i»a «-|itii<aiiir Ar.ftloilr, «e inr.> ih» raaMof 
-bji «aaw*al ar^ilrri wbnb bit |ihiU»«ft|ihjr atp ri«*Brr<i aaio •/; tb« 
•••.I ■ ki laiiaaB. |*L4Tu i* •ffUufli MUi-h laorr f»ribiNluv, bai tbr iil»- 
M-a*^ ««iha«iaafli of bit ttylr allirarti ibrai tu iotrrprrl all hi* fna- 
""•a •" tWir |,«r|>Mr . laib elwwia; tirrl nai ««»ily ■mmiIJciI, and 
V'.at.Miaa bri«a^ a tmtftA ia ibr L.ibiJi of ibr faib^n. 

fW Fr*ti4««rc «f ibr Mnin. mi vaaMed ia ibfir tihonl, was a 
^■«*v aa OMifMfiiblT iaalAriral at ibi* rr^l. All nai faiu In thr 
■'»»• af tbr Fiaftirs. Tbr ■ baint nf ilMliay wen* ibrtMia mrr Ju- 
.■ ^t biaarif, a»l ih^ir d'-ilj na* likf Ror[;ia. rl Otar ^1 aibil. ^iol 
«■•■ A# laBimasr i>f >i«r« 1 •'aa rr-itaril^ ibU d^.'ratlaiifia ut divi- 
^ t* • til-ip8#<^Biani roBdilMr n. ivrlAr i riptil qaldaia faia. Mtl 
OTfa.iar . i«>B|ic- fatal, ■met jataik' — LiA. tAr I'ruriJtmliu. ra|i. S. 
V .b raaf i awt lAibr JiffrrrBi'T Ih i«pi'b ibi'Sii* ■-«. l*<-ri|>aU ll<*. aad 
k'ai*^ ■-^■a. ib^ fidlii«ia|f ««ini« of i'.n aan pnnr ib.ii h«* taw hal 
■ - - tn 4i»t.a-Bl*b ibeai frua raihnth^r : - Ppri|iateliifM ri \i-ailr- 
a *« BaMiaik<«i ilifTrrrBi^k. rr rua :ra«ati*> ; a qai>>n» Smii-i i|i4i 
■•^'•aa'Uqiaai i-Blr«|iiflit*rB«-raBl.<— .traUvaiir. liti. li. 5, and 
-*'^p« •bat Raib bat rvaurLnl u|MiB war III ibctr iMnnitiii muin^ 
*"«" att'bi hm a|)|tlii,'«i at rffiH-iMaily In ib" rri- ■B>'iieiBi-al itf all ih^ 
"M' »l\r4npmtr Kplwrra ibr ^loii-saadFrriiMliliit tia«|>nil.alily 
■*• W waai of 4«ia:iJoa. Tb^ oa* taid lbi>« wf>n> rhoiI aatler ihr inoa- 
f^ ^ mmaem. ibc mhrribai ibi*y tb«iald lie (•radi«:aird.< — f.'i'ijr<. 
■ai. 1.1 la ahf^rt. fnNB ibv liiilr wbiih 1 Wbuhi a|M»a tbi- tulijri 1. ii 
K^^mr* ki MP at dlfli-all to ^ttaldivb ib«- louadarif^of up niim Im^ 
"■^« a*« m -f iba pkilwopbi>-al tr.-u, a* ii «nald Iip Io Hi ib4- bnd- 
^^t -f tkaar *«iaBPa ia ibr aMoa, wbiib Ri.rinlat tn|;rB«>roiiilT8l- 
'• Mi I* bit btPvibrr aalruaoaim. Aiionlln|{U ar Atitrrie tmat' uf 
nr« wf aalii]Biiy pat«ia|{ wilhiwl ti-rupir fmoi ■ hiMil 
iiwdiag le ibr faa y • r mavcBirai* <if ibv BMMai-ai. 
'-^ 'a«. tbv hihrr of Ruaaa |ihilo«n|iby,' It tnairtiiact an Aiailrui- 
-•aa. inatuvra ■ ^nir: aaii, mMv than oarf, b«*a^ba'Mrlni||r« a ifia- 
^'^tvwiib t' yfcwat ; ■ B<ia tiar raata Iijilar. Kpirurat aaiat r«i 
A^-^ ■* api ia ^aribaa la^ilt rttr tapifuirai. quia ifai|ifr til In 
* •■vaabbaa. • — ratr.laa. {t m*t. lib. y. Tbiiagb iiflra pure In Li< 
^••"t* W t laMift •■il«« at faiurily ai a H. lion: iha*. In liii 1 
"-«<ai«/«»ClMartei.|^akiB|{of|MBiibaipah ia ib^lifr fofiiair, hr 1 
'•• • V«» ai Ibka taat. iil iliMid uaa^t laiplliauat. quiil ri uad<-ai j 
> aa Bir«i •ripaii, pmrr t^'ataa dohirit !■ tbiNi(>b brre |M-rha|it ««p | 
*MM ih. b ■ jatiiiv l-y ai;iv>i-la|| «i:bbitiiMBaifiiiaiiirSiLrii<,«bi> 
"VA"^ apaa ibu paaaagr, all^ - auii-ai diiil. ai i-aniir tu:r »uI-M-r« i- 
" * BMW rvnca libr a li«lli^y ibmagb ibcwhiniU, and nin* winj;* 
tr^c kv walU Mfibr IVjt b. and bm« l«tbt aapioi; ibi' fluniT* uf ili- 
^r->« wkilr I'irgit. «ilb a Uiarnf aiiad tlniunl) philiMnphi.-al. 
>M ■#•1 ■• BSiwrtaia of tbr trri nhi b b' ptpiiavtl : ihf* l<aljDii- uf 
^■«« O Hapri bia aa Cpirarraa. Imi ibc aatiraf aaihiir nrhi* liti- 
•avrw tkai W «a« aa \ra4e«iriaa. aad wr ira •• ibrou(;b bit inM-ir; 
^ a-w^ «f alaaa- all tW Icadiaf, tr .u. Tbr taBM< kiad ui A> . irii 
"■i-*^** •• ••)««*r«aU* ia atitt uf ib- Riaaaa «riii-r». Tbut l*a>j- 
'tarita, la ikr %mf kitiff mj C'yaAkia, oa bit d«>|Mrlurf fit.- ^ibt-ns I 

lilic tri aiadiia aaiaaai ruH-odarr I'lainai*. 
lB.-ipiaat. aai kortit, du ir L^ii-arr. lai*. 

Lib. iii, rlrg. 11. 

le<n«kbaaiai here rradt. • dai Epii arr.* wbiib mi ut* ii> 
t aad»r ihe haaat-rt of Lpirurat, evra ib«* Smli- S-a«Na. 
irta«aba«e baea i«iatidrri<d to nribnlm ibal Si Jfrnn*- hj« 
il tbearrleaiatiieal arilen, and no-- ai.ii>. in hi* 
Oaaie batdaaiml^ianiaaidrraiiiiDtil'lhr {■hil«i«t»- ' 
pare arilb M Paal).«b«rlbrr Itann- <hiiaM 
bia la Llaboailbiben-tl of ibf Pai^aat— ihr lli|;,il V- 
br*a.>«e4 aa-b iwHaeadaiinat oa Epiiaru*, ib.ii if i-nU 
»>rf biaVHrfcaarrepntrrvni lit ut.wennilil nul. I ih.nk. 
> ta pewaaaarlag biai aa Cpirarraa. la lh«* Jimf BiJnn< r «»•■ 
Fa. ia hia «nrk apea abaiiarnn*. ivfrrrin{{ fi K|>iriirai( .«• 
B# iJbc Maal tiriii P^iba|<4eroa iraiirraniv . an-i L«>i 1- 
itkoe ml Fm*fmtU*i Umgti mmirki l**iriri, ba» i-n-ii ms|,ii .-.I 
M -a.a P*** ^paiaiitta uf l.4Mi*arat iaii* tbr aiauni *'rvr •■! jiwni- 
■af b^ »itfct.bryai p pai aa a i-blrf uf ibc Nidr S himl Iht-r-i*, 
m4»m|. ibai bfitaevrTlbe Epi-an'aB n .1 yii-ihi li.m- n- 
rta •wiftaal parilt. Ibr afiraUof lu fuuatlcr «•■••■ .i* ft- . 
iha aarieai pbikMOfiben. and hi<. .|.. - i 




From (he pun; »uii, wliirli (liou(;li rpfrarlvd uU 

Into a thnuund liuiii, ia HiiiiHliine idill, ' 

And liri(;ht tlirou|;li c%'i*rT cli:in(;vl — In* K|Mikc of lliui, 

Tli4t lorn* ' Ktcmiil Orn? who ilwclU alMivc, 

And of the fti>ur<t iinir.icv.ihh; dtrsccnt 

From th.il hif^h fnnnt uf hpiril, lhioii(;h thu (jrjdca 

Of inlc-lliM'tual U-ini;, till il niiK 

With atoiiift v.i|;iiL>, rorriiplihic, and d.trk ; 

Nor cvirn ihun, thoiij;h Mink in c.irlhly droWf 

Oirnipti-d all, iittr it» rihiTi'-il toiirh 

Ouiti; lost, hut l.iMiii;; of ihi: foniii.iiii atill! 

Ak Mimu I>ri|;ht rivrr, whirh Ii.ih roll'd ahmj; 

Throu(;h incids of ihm-iTV li);ht and iniii4.'» of ^uld, 

Whiin itftiii'il at l4rii|;lli into ihr diikk\ diM.'p, 

DiAdaiiiH ti> mincic wilh iln hriny I liiK, 

Rut kvefM awhik ihc pure -iiid |;oldi>ii tin(;u, 

The luliny frcHhiU'sh of the ftrliU it Irft' ^ 

And hen* the oM man n-..fc-d — .1 wiii|;i-ii luiii 
Of nvnipliH .ind (;cnii h'd him fnim our ryc«. 
Till' fair iIIumoii ilni I and. as 1 w.ikrti, 
I kntrw inv \iMon.ir\' muiI had Imtii 
Anion;; lh.it p..>o|dr uf ariiil dnMiii» 
Who li%r upon the liuriiiii|; i;alai\ ' * 

TO . 

Tuk ^orld had just be|;un lo NtiMl 

K.ich hopi: that led me lii;hlU on. 
I felt not an I iim-iI Io fiid. 

And life {\rx'yv dark and l(t\e \^a» (;oni- ' 

No eye lo min|;le Mirnm'H tear. 

No lip to iiiiui;!'* pleaMire's huMlh, 
No (i>n|;ue to rail me kiiul and dear — 

'T wan (•looiiiy, and I %%i*>h'd for death ' 

Iriart apiin |ilf4turr, a« ri|ilaini*il in ibt> Init-r tu Nraii-ii ai. arr ra- 
liuDdi, aiiiianii'. aad i-iintitti-ai wiih inir aaluri*. M. di* StaLu^t. la 
bi* Gf>\mJ* k-mmrt remyf, ri|in**M-« ttri>B|' imlin latina af^iatl iba 
LB>7i-lii|i<'ili«ir* for ibrir jati and ■nimaii'd |>raitrtof Kpii'Mnia, ami, 
di».-u»»ini; ihi* i|iir>i|iHi, • ti t-r philii»i>|ibe •'■lail trnnrat,* br ilr- 
air* il u|Hiii nil iilLrr auih<>ril« ihja ihr laliiatnin itillivird In l*lu- 

lar h. tth-i biiuM-lf nmfi-^Bri ihjl, un ih.t i-arinular tahji-i l, b u- 

kulli-l iiul) ••|>iii.iiB Jiid r'-|Mirl. Wiibnui |i.iii».u,; iiiin>i'*ii4;4li lL--ir 
iruih. \>/x T*:v '-.*;;' jtv, 'ij rr,/ 'jL*r,y £•.!'/ 9/^^:9 jyr,y. 
Til ihf- U.iii ut ii-al uf bit illil ''ral riial • ibi* Muiiv Kpitarut iimmI 
lhi-«r (tnttt initrt-|in-M-aiaiiua« of ibr lifr an-t iifiiiiiiiut nf biBi»"ll 
anil hit attii^ laii-*. aliii b. aulaitbtuniliBf, lit.- K-jrani rtcriioni ol 
<^a«i/*Bdi. ha«r kiill Irfl an iiiiaaiun lb<* n4iu" of bit pbiliiHi|ib« . 
dnd «ti-iiu|<hi lo rtJiaia^ tbr an- ii-ni a • uau <il l.|iii-aru« a lib ibt* 
•aae dr|;r'i- uf lauliout liriirl tihiih. in rrailiii|> n- irtiattiral bit- 
lory, arr \irld to tbr dr« lasaiiftBt ui ihr Idibi-rt afpiatl ibr b»-n'- 
lii-k : iratiin|> at liiilr tu Plaiar\b a|ifiB a dniyuu uf ibit |ibil<MU|ibrr. 
a« mr Muuld In Si l.yril u|rta a Irarl of .Nritutiut. iN •■ , 

Thr pniv^liaj rraiarkt, I aitb ibr r«-aiirr iui>li«rr*r. am- wr.l- 
Ira at a lioir «bra I lbou{;hi thr tiadirt to «hiih tbry rrfrr ataiii 
aiorr iapMrtaai and aiai k uiurr aiaa»in;; thdii, I frrrly ttiyfi-M ibry 
a|i|ir4r In lar ai pffti'Ul. 

' L«iik^iii* atti-ru lh4i dil ihi- imilit uf ■ liri«rjiiii« aat 1 •■ 
lomiil ili«|M-r»r^i lhr<-uj'li ihr Jiii i<-ni |ihili>* i|ihii jI »j-i|«, jnd ikji 
any <iUM «hu «i.iuM ii>ll>M ihfM- ■ jit-n -I ir.i,;iiii-ait .if urthiniuii, 
mi|-,Si| furifl a •ihIi- In nn r>'i|x-< 1 dint-iini; hi-ui iliii uf ihi- <.hri*li«in, 
• >i i'tlill%»!-i jli.|ui«. i|iii K'fiiriii-ni k|ijr>.iin |m § tjii|;iil:t* jirr *< - 
;.iti|iii- diifu«.iiii iiilli-; ii i in uiiuni. ii ti''l.,;i ri-l iaiiifpai, it |in»- 
h'- lu imn ditti ni.'r'-l a nntu* • — l-n;. Iil< «i. 1. 7 

' I vi. ; . /.xC ■ Ci viv. 

1 Thit ■■III- I'l.ii-iiii ifiiJiv I liiti- i.ik' II fiuiit 1 ; i.>i,:fiu laibi'i 
|Wiu>lii-r» Il :i< r ii|"iii ili>- M t< lu, .% I iim* *■ i >'.! I*i- «i.i • 

f Vll Ml. /■'■'. -I . ■••Ill it 

* \ •-•■lii.il ; 1 I ISili l;;--i.l. ill- I*- i| .<■■•■ Ill' •il Jl> Ml i(. . •>! • ,. 
•■•I lu,-,ilhi r lii ih> <-il.i «. \f^Xf; '.£ '^/-'l •'■»', XXTl' II. r>- 

ysc'/v. 'Ji l*/^\. y.i zj.y/£Z7ji ir.T? it; rr, ya/xs-y*. 

- l^■^r■1K lir .tun-- \^.l., « 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



But when I aaw that giende eye. 

Oh ! something seem'd to tell me Uien 

That I was yet too young to die, 
And hope and blin might bloom again ! 

With erery beamy smile that enMi*d 
Your kindling cheek, you lighted homft 

Some feeling which my heart had lost. 
And Peace, which long had learn'd to roam! 

T was then indeed so sweet to live, 
Hope look'd so new, and love so kind. 

That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin which they've left behind ! 

I could have loved you — oh, so well,*— 
The dream that wishing boyhood knows. 

Is but a bright beguiling spell, 

Which only lives while passion glows : 

But, when tliis early flush declines, 
When the heart's vivid morning fleets. 

You know not then how close it twines 
Round tlie first kindred soul it meets ! 

Yes, yes I could have loved, as one 

Who, while his youth's enchantments foil, 

Finds something dear to rest upon. 
Which pays him for the loss of all ! 



DREAMS. 



TO . 

Iff slumber, I prithee huw is it 

That fouls are oft taking the air. 
And paying each other a visit. 

While bodies are — Heaven knows where T 

Last night, *t is in vain to deny it. 

Your soul took a fancy to roam. 
For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet. 

Come ask, whetlier mine was at home. 

And mine let her in with delight. 

And they talk'd and they kiss'd the time through, 
For, when souls come together at night. 

There is no knowing what they mayn't do ! 

And your litde soul, Heaven bless her 

Had much to complain and to say, 
Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her, 

Dy keeping her prison'd all day. 

« If 1 happen,* said she, « but to steal 
For a peep now and then to her eye. 

Or, to quiet the fever I feel, 
Just venture abroad on a sigh ; 

■ In an instant, she frightens me in 
With some phantom of prudence or terror. 

For fear I should stray into sin, 
Or, what is still worse, into error ! 



« So, instead of displaying. my graces. 
Thro' look, and thro* words, and thro* mien, 

I am shut up in comers and places. 
Where truly I blush to be seen !» 

Upon hearing this piteous confession, 
My soul, looking tenderly at her. 

Declared, as for grace and discretion. 
He did not know much of the matter ; 

■ But, to-morrow, sweet spirit!* he said. 
Be at home after midnight, and then 

I will come when your lady 's in bed 
And we'll talk o'er the subject again.* 

So she whisper d a word in his ear, 

I suppose to her door to direct him. 
And — ^just after midnight, my dear, 
. Your polite little soul may expect him. 



TO MRS 



To see thee every day that came. 
And find thee every day the same, 
In pleasure's smile or sorrow's tear 
The same benign consoling dear ! 
To meet thee early, leave thee late. 
Has been so long my bliss, my fate. 
That life, witliout this cheering ray, 
Which came like sunshine every day. 
And all my pain, my sorrow chased. 
Is now a lone and loveless waste. — 
Where are the chords she used to touch ? 
Where are the songs she loved so nmch ? 
The songs are hush'd, the chords are still. 
And so, perhaps, will every thrill 
Of friendship soon be lull'd to rest. 
Which late 1 waked in Anna's breast! 
Yet no — tlie simple notes I play'd. 
On memory's tablet soon may fade ; 
The songs which Anna loved to hear 
May all be lost on Anna's ear ; 
But fricndsliip's sweet and fairy strain 
Sliall ever in her heart remain ; 
Nor memory lose nor time impair 
The sympathies which tremble there! 



A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

WBITTKIC Ofl TBB aiVBl 8T-LAWUNCI. ' 



Et 



GUitu koruur. 

Qviavaua. 



Kaiiitlt as tolls the evening chime. 

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time. 

' I wroca iheM word* to •■ air wkicA oar boo f — Mag to w 
frtqooBtlf . Tho wind «•• to nohTonivble that they woro eb 
to row all tbo way, aad wo woro iro dajt ia doMBodlag iho 
fraai KiogiiOB to Mooireal. eipoaod to aa tatonw aoa daria^ 
day. aad at alf^l fcroed to tako theltor from iIm d«wt la acy i 
tablo hat apoo the haakt that would reotlTo at. Bat tho aMf 
float aoaaory of tho St Lawreoce repay* all thoao difBeoltie*. 

Oar Mj fUftmr * had food voioo*, aad •■■g porisetly la toao t 
thar. Tho orifiaal words of tho air. to which I adapiad ihaao 
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v-m M the woods oo •hore look dim, 
\\'''ll Miq; 11 Si Aon't our partini; liynni. * 
T.' -A. hroilNTS, row. the ttream runs fnt, 
TS - Rapids are near and the dayli(;ht 't past! 

u \,v «hnuld we yet our sail unfurl? 
r rTf i% m»t a breath the blue wave to curl 
K ii. wlwfn the wind blows off the shore, 
• .J ^'Acftly wii 'II rc»t our weary oar. 
^:'--w. brctrxe*. blow, tlie i4ream runa fuUy 
T'i< R.ipids are near, and the day-light 's paat! 

< u*«.i»' ihW this Iremblinf; moon 
^'lAil Krr us float oter thy surges soon. 
'^uni of thi» green Isle ! hear our prayeia, 

< <-i j:r.int us cool lieaTcns and favouring airs. 
f- u« . breeaes, blow, the stream runs fest , 
Fhr- Rapids are near and the daylight 's past! 



i Oh ! I have wondered, like the peaaant boy 
! Who sings at eve his sabbath strains of joy, 
I And when he hears the rude, luxuriant note 
; Back to his ear on softening echoes float, 
j Believes it still some answering spirif s tone, 



Ami thinks it all too sweet to be his own \ 
1 drcam'd not then that, ere the rolling year 
! Ilud fill'd its circle, I should wander here 
! In musini; awe; should tread this wondroiu world, 
! Soc all its store of inland waters hurl'd 
! in one vaKt volume down Niagara's steep,* 
: Or calm behold them, in transparent sleep. 
Where the blue hills of old Toronto shed 
Their evening shadows o'er Ontario's bed!— 
Should trace the grand Cadaraqui, and glide 
Down the white Rapids of his lordly tide 
Through massy woods, through islets flowering fair, 
j Through shades of bloom, where the first sinful pair 
For cfmsolalion mi|;hthavc weeping trod, 
When banihli'd from the garden of their God f 
Oh, Lady! tliese are miracles, wliich man, 
Ciged in the bounds of Europe's pigmy plan. 
Can scarcely dream of : which his eye must see. 
To know how beautiful this world can be! 
But soft ! — the tiniyes of the wert decline. 
And night falls duuy o'er these hanks of pine. 
Among the reeds, in which our itlle boat 
Is rock'd to rest, the wind's compbining note 
Dies, like a half-breathed whispering of flulct; 
Along the wave the gleaming poqioiae shoots. 
And 1 can trice him, like a watery sur, * 
' Down llie steep curn>nt, till he fades afar 
I Amid the foaming breaker's silvery li(;bt, 
I Where yon rough Rapids sparkle tlirough the night! 
i Here, an ali>ng this sliadowy l»ank 1 stray. 
And the smooth ylass-snake, ^ gliding o'er my way. 
Shows the dim moonlight tlirough lib scaly form, 
. Fancy, with all the scene's enchantment warm, 
Hears in tlie murmur of the nightly breeie, 
Some Indian Spirit warble wonls like these : 

Fntm tlir cliuie of sirreil doves, 4 
Wliere the blciwe^l liitlian roves, 
! Tlin>iit;li tlie air on wing, as white 

Aas Ae rr/fmim •• •«OTv vww vss. ^ ^^^' spirit-stoiics of light,^ 

t i **i!! i ■* ^ /* " *" ^'j*^* i « WW> I arrlTfd at (.hippewa. witbia tkrM allaa of Iks Falli. It 

A rMihf« d as b«b Ja • M Tate daaMr. I ws. too Uu, 10 tkiak of *i.iilag ik«. iImi ^rm^n$, umi I by swaks 

I •FBiarv4 to karaooiaotUa air. aad bovo poMbkad It. Whboot , all aigki wiik iha toood of ib« mtarart ia ay aon. Tko day M> 

■kat -hara wkick aaaariailoa givaa 10 awarf llttla SMaorUI of Mvoat lowiag I cootidar as a kiad of era ia ay lifa. aad tka §m tliap** 

w fmi.tff ika< art paM. iko aolody SMy parkapa ba iknagbt torn- , wbick I oaagbi or iboM woMlarfai Fall* fova om a Iwliaf vklck ■•- 

mm Md iriliof : bot I w aai b o r wk— «ro kara aatatod, at taaMi, ibiag ia ibi* world roa evrr cidie afaia. 

t^M iw» of iboao baoatlfal laWaa iato wkick tba S( Lawmea to ' To Colooel Brock, of ib« (91b, «bo eoaaaadad al tka Fori, I aa ' 
rwhli* a«4 aofxportadly opOM, I kavo kaard ikit siapl« air wiik a ' partiralariy iodfliu^l for bit LlailavM to ao doriof tka farcalilbt I 
1 tmtmrr wki»k ika lai n aap iwIihi Bi af tkolnt aai iw i kava aeTar reaaiord at \iafara. AaHMig aaav ideaaai dayt, wkick I paiae d 
;>-«a^. aodBowlkcraUootaaoioof itwbkkdonaocrecalioay wiib bia aad bU brotbvr ofliccrs, ibatof oar *i»it 10 tke Taacaroia 
mtmut ik*dif»aloa*aaraiaikgStLa»»aofla . tkaligkiofewbeai lodiaa* wa* aol tba Uost iaiora*iia(. Tbry raeoiwadoaallla tkaif 
•**• Ao Aapiiia. aad all ckaoa aaw aad Cudfai iaptanioa> to wblrb aacirai owtaao ; tbe joaag ara exbibliod, for oar aaoaaaaai. ia 
m* baa wa alioa df lag Ifca wkala af ikfa vary lalrra at iaf Toyafw. tba race, ibe hai-gaair. etc.— «bilo ibe old aad iba waawa Ml la 
7W aliwn ataataa af* aappoaad to N aoag ky ikoM vayagaara wbo groapa aoder ibe ■arreoadias Iran : aod tbe pictara aliagKkor WM 
» a tka Crai4o ^iwafi by ika Oawaa Kivar. For as aoeaaat of a* beaaiifal atii watarw 10 ar. 

■I ■admakiog, aaa Sia .UuABaaa MAcassiii'a £#oo> I ■ A^arasT. ia bi* Fmr. /«. bai anictHl this tbootiag illaa l sa il oa 
' «*« fmr fn^b. ptaiaad M kfc J&tmiaL ' wbkb porpoiMM diffvapai aiftbl ihro«||b ibo St Lawioaca* v. 1, p. 19. 

' • Al >ho Sapid of Sc Aaa ikay ara ablifad to lako oat part, if not ■ Tbr glawtaalic* U l>riiiir aad traoAparaat. 

of iboir ladljig. It la hoa tkia tpot iko Uaadiaa* cooal- | « . Tk- drpartrvi spirii gnM laiw ibo (^aoairy of Sooit, wkofOi •»• 

conilan m m.om'. it i* iraastoraiid iaioa dov«.<— tJi«aL«vuix. aftm 
tke rMjiluMtt ttud tke Af^f tM •/ ike S»rmfei uj f^HMda. Soa te aa- 
rioo* t'af-iemftke Amenatm fl/pAew ia Loitac. loa. i. p. 4«a. 
* • Tbe aoaaiaia* apprarvtl lu l« •priakb'd wilk wklM 

called by tba li 



EPISTLE IX. 
TO THE LADY CHARLOTTE B— WD— N. 

raoif THE lAKKS or TBB ST LAWIBNCS. 

^ 'T nuny nnrnths have bow been dream'd away 
>i.-h c \onder sun (beneath whose evening ray 
V IT rest our boat among these Indian isles) 
Siw m^. where mazy Trent serenely smiles 
rkniUf'.h many an oak, aa sacred aa the groves 
Brzfe^th whose shade tlie pious Persian roves. 
And Itosjrs tbe soul of father or of chief, 
« tr t'lTi-d mistreas, sigh in every loaf! ' 
Thw liMening, l«idy ! while thy lip hath sung 
N% own onpolish'd lays, how proud I've bung 

* •D n^rf mellow'd number! proud to feel 

T.'iar ntrtes like mine should have the fete to steal, 
i. ^iVr thy hallowing lip they sigh'd along, 
N-'h breath of pasiioo and such aonl of song. 

.u. ■i>p«wrod a be a laag laeokereot alory. of wkick I eoold aadar- 

• *■« i«i tiiiJc. froa tka barboraat prooaaclailoaof tka Caaadlaaa. 
•: l^ o». 

Bom aaa ckoaUa J'al raaoaaiid 
Baas cavsliara u *a b i a a aaaifc ; 



ikrir dapanofv, m ll pauwiai tba last cbarcb oa ibe 
L wbak U dedkaicd la ika laielar aiat of voyafar».«— Hac- 
i • Cneemi Umtf af «te fm hmlg. 

Aewado oad par easaaa dl oaara ia voaarotlooo gli alheri 
ti. ^asal Aealaaaipaaa liataBeall dl aaiaw heata.* 

r^fab FiM. fissal Lfloaia ifda i giardlal dl Srirai. 




wbifb giUieoed ia iba Ma. aod 
liab, ot »piril-«looea.>— Vi 
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Which the eye of morning coiinu 
On the Apallachian mounts! 
Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron's lucid lake, 
Where the wave, as dear as dew, 
Sleeps hencatli the light canoe. 
Which, reflected, floating there. 
Looks as if it hung in air !> 

Then, when I hare strayed awhile 
Through the Manataulin isle, * 
Breathing all its holy bloom. 
Swift upon the purple plume 
Of my Wakon-Bird ' 1 fly 
Where, beneath a burning sky, 
O'er the bed of Erie's lake. 
Slumbers many a watcr-«nake. 
Basking in the web of leaves 
Which the weeping lily weaves ! 4 

Then I chase the flow'rct-king 
Through his bloomy wild of spring; 
See him now, while diamond hues 
Soft his neck and winds suffuse, 
In the leafy chalice sink, 
. Thirsting fbr his balmy drink; 
Now behold him all on fire, 
Lovely in his looks of ire. 
Breaking every infant stem, 
Scattering every velvet gem, 
Where his little tyrant lip 
Had not found enough to sip ! 

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-tIir<sid ^ loves to creep. 
Cull from thence a tangled wreath, 
Words of magic round it hreatlie. 
And the sunny chaplttt spread 
O'er the sleeping fly-bird's head, ^ 
Till, with dreams of honey bless'd, 
Haunted in his downy nest 

* I WM tbiakiai h- re of what C«KrBa My* to bMnlifallj iu hi* 
d«erI|>Uo« of OM of lb*** lake* : ■ Wkea it «m cala, aad the shd 
Aooe luriuht, I coald *it la mj csBoe. mhfn ibe dcpik wa* apward* 
•f (Is fiitboai*, and plainly aee bnge pile* of ttODO ai the bolion, of 
dlffiBreot ahapM, MMae of whirli appc«red a* if ibry bad heon bewn ; 
tbe water wa« at tbf* tiaie a* pare aed tran*pareDl a* air. aad my 
caaoe teeaed a* If it bang *a«p«nded ia ibat elemeat. It wa* i»- 
pOMlMe to look atieatlvely ibroapb ibis linpld medlam at the rock* 
below, witboat fladiag, before aaaay aiiaate* wrrt> elapsed, year bead 
■wiM and year eye* ao longer able to bebold ibe daixllaff *oeae.* 

* ■ Apria aroir iraTinW plaslear* itJe* pea ooe*iderable*. aoa* en 
UtNiviBea le qaatrMaM joar ane fkaense, aomaKie i'Ule de Maal* 
toaalla."— V e y f M da Baroa de LAaoJiTA^. toa. I. lett. iS. Maaa- 
laalln alfBiSea a Place of Splriu. aad ibi* i*laBd la Uke Haroa I* 
WM aaerad by ibe ladlaa*. 

* « Tbe Wakoa-Blrd. wbii^ probably U of tbe aaae tpecle* wiib 
ika Bird of PaMdIae, receive* Iu aane froai tbe Idea* tbe ladiaa* 
havaof lUsaperloreirelleaoe; tbe Wakoa-Bird belag, ia tbeir laa- 
faage. tbe Bird of tbe Great Spirit.*— Voasa. 

* Tbe Ulaad* of Lake Erie are *arroaBded to a coB*ldera]||e dl»- 
taace by tbe lai^ poad-lily, wbo*e leave* *pr«od tbickly orer tbe 
•arfiMe of tbe lake, and form a kiad of bed for tbe water-aaaka* la 



* • Tbe jfol d 'tb r aad h of tbe viae kiad, and grow* ia swajap*. Tbe 
roeu spread tbaaiaelree Jaat aader ibe *nrhce of ibe BMirasae*, aad 
ara aaally drawa oat by beadfnl*. Tbey reiemhle a lar]>e eataagled 
sbela of silk, aad are of a hrigbt yellow.*— !Voa*B. 

* ■ L'oisaaa aoacbe, groa eoaaw an baaaetoa. nt de tootci coa- 
lears, vive* ec rbaageaate* : il tire sa aabaisleacR de* fleers aoame 
la* aballie<i ; aoa aid eat Ibit d'aa ootoa lr^»-fin satpenda a aae 
biaacbe d'arbre.— Feyy mmx tmit$ O e e t i tmtttn , |iar SI. Bowr. id 
part, leu. xx. 



By the garden's fairest spdls, 
Dewy buds and fragrant bells. 
Fancy all his soul embowers 
In the fly-bird's heaven of flowers! 

i 

Oft, when hoar and silvery flakes 
Melt along the ruffled lakes; 
When the grey moose sheds his horns. 
When the track, at evening, warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wig-wam's cheering ray, 
Then, aloft through freeiing air, 
Witli the snow-bird ' soft and fair 
As the fleece that heaven flings 
O'er his litde pearly wings. 
Light above tlie rocks I play, 
W^herc Niagara's starry spray. 
Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant's starting tearsl 
There, amid the Island-sedge, 
Just upon the cataract's edge, 
Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time began. 
Lone 1 sit, at close of day, 
While, beneath the golden ray. 
Icy columns gleam below, 
Featlier'd round with falling snow. 
And an arch of glory springs, 
Brillbnt as the chain of rings 
Round tlie neck of viqfins htwg, — 
Virgins ' who have wander'd yoimg 
O'er the waters of the west' 
To the land where spirits rest! 

Thus have I charm'd. with visionary lay. 
The lonely moments of the night away; 
And now, fresh daylight o'er the water beams ! 
Once moreembnrk'd upon the glittering streams, 
Our boat flics light along the leafy shore. 
Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of zephyr, like tlie m^^ir bark 
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark. 
Borne, without sails, along the dtisky flood, * 
While on its deck a pilot angel stood. 
And, with hw wings of living light unfuri'd, 
(loastcd the dim shores of another worid! 

e 

Yet oh :l>elieve me in this blooming maze 

Of lovely nature, where tlie fsncy strays 

From charm to charm, where every flow'rrt's hue 

Hath something strange, and every leaf is new ! 

I never feel a bliss so pure and still, 

So heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill, 

* Emberliabyeaiaii*.— See Ulst'* Ktmtmckf, pageaSo. 

> Laflua wisbea lo believe, for tbe *ake of bi* ibeofy, ibat tberc 
was aa order of vestal* e*tabli*bed aaMog tbe iroqool* ladiaa* : bat 
I aai afraid tbat Jaoqae* Cartbiet , apoa wbiwe aalboriiy be *apports 
bimaelf. BMaat any ibiag bat veatai insiilatioa* by ibe ■ cal«aes 
pabliqaesii wbirb be aiei wiib at Sioatreal.— See LitiTAr, Jfawnt 
Am0rie»im$, etc. timi. I, p. 17S. 

* Vedi cbe sdegna gll arg'MBrnil aasaal 
Si cbe reno aoa vaol, n^ aliro velo, 
(lie r ale *h« ira liti u loaianl. 

Vedi itMae I' be driite vervo 'i delo 
Traitando I' aere con I'Heme penae, 
( Jie aoa si oiaiaa, oon»e aortal peio. 



Daxtb, 
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in oak. like those mnember'd well, 
im'ic or echo, or some wild-flower's smell 

>» ho iMn ^ly what small and fairy ties 
memory flin^;!! o'er pleasure a» it flies!) 
un-\% niv heart of many a ivylvnn dream 
•■ irMlul^ftid liy Trent's inspiring stream; 
II iu\ %iinny nionu and moonlight nights 
lK>uiD(;ton's green lawns and hreezy heights ! 



lier sails arc full, though the wind is still. 
And there hlows not a breath. her sails to fill ! 

Oh ! what doth that vessel of darkness bear^ 
The silent calm of the grave is lliere, 
Save now and again a'death-knell rung, 
And the flap of the sails with night-fog hung I 



i^ii r I irare the tranquil moments o'er 
-n I h.iic Mvn tliei; cull the blooms of lore, 
ii hi 111. till- fiolitJicd warrior, by thy side, 
%'- r'» idol and a nation's pridi*! 
'O I'Hfii lia<a nrad of heroes, trophied high 
»!•■ H nt f.imc, and I liavf seen thine eye 
n u> liii: living liero, while it read, 

f'ur>- 4nd brightening comments on the dead ! 
*'i-thi-r memory to my mind rccais 

fi'M.ii grandeur of tliose lordly halls, 
•R }':if-a» have met around the sparkling board, 
' «rlf-i>m<: warm'd the cup that luxury pour'd; 
-n Tlir> bright future star of Kngland's throne 
I- m-i>;K- «miie hath o'er the luinquet shone, 
r nm,: r'^{i*-ct, nor cbiming what he won, 

t. nipTing grcalnesA, like an evening snn 
■■-« li^iht the rye can tranquilly admire, 
ri'itf^ l.iii mild, all iioftness yet all fire ! 
. iit-i. r hue my m-ollcctions bike, 
n ill- P-gn-t, tluf very pain they wake 
i- ir jnd riqui^ite! — but oh ! no mon* — 

iili>-u — my heart has lingrr'd o'er 
<w-^ ini«Ji'd timrs, till all that round me lies, 
am. banks, and liowerK, have faded on my eyes ! 



IMPROMPTU, 
Af Tt» A viirr TO M fts , or MOTraiAL. 

vis but for a moment — and yet in that time 
«t.'' crowded the impressions of many an hour : 
' \r b.wl a glow, like the sun of her clime, 
iVfiirh waked evcTY fueling at once into flower ! 

t-ooid «e have stolen but one rapturotu day, 
r<* rroew such imprei«ions again and again, 
' thingt we could look, and imagine, and say, 
n.kuld be worth all the life we had wasted^till J^n ! 

.XI we had not the leisure or language to speak, 
AV On.uld find some more eiqui»ile mode of revealing, 
i\ ^--tWf«D us, khoukl fuel just as much in a week. 
As r>iKers would lake a millenium in feeling ! 



W1ITTI!« 

ON PASSING DEADMAN'S ISLAND.' 

m nt ouLr of rr LAWkiiici. 

Lmte i« the Evtnim^, September^ 1804. 

1 ^ iia, bnwath yon eload so darii, 
m gliding along, a gloomy bark ! 

Tkt .ft «M •§ lbs MifJslia blsa4s, ■ad, ■iagalsrly *MMf h. U 
•t Mr Imsc LsMb. TW %htn» IIbm wcv* i«g|>iiiiit by 
I vry €•■*•• ■■•■( Milan, wks call ikb (h«l-«kip, 
■Iwlfkag 



There lieth a wreck on tlie dismal shore 

Of cold and pitiless Librador , 

Where, under the moon, upon mounts of frost. 

Full many a mariner's bones are toss'd ! 

Yon shadpwy bark hath lK>en 10 that wreck. 
And the dim blue fire tliat lights her deck 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew, 
As ever yet drank the church-yard dew ! 

To Deadman's Isle, in the f;ye of the blast, 
To Deadman's ble she iipeeds her fast ; 
By skeleton shapes her s:iils arc fiirl'd. 
And the hand that steers is not of this world! 

Oh ! hurry thee on — oh ! hurry thee on, 
Tliou terrible l»ark! ere the night l>e gone. 
Nor let morning hntk on so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light ! 



TO THE BOSTON FWGATE. • 

OM IXAVma HALIFAX FOl ENGLAND, OCTOSBl l8o4« 



PiNDAi. Pyth. 4. 




With triumph this morning, oh Boston! I hail 
The htir of iliy cUt-k and tin.* spread of thy sail. 
For they tell mt; 1 soon nhall l»e w.irted, in thee. 
To the flourishing isle uf the brav«> and the free, 
.\nd that cliill Nova -Scotia's unpromising strand* 
IstheLiHi 1 shall ircad of American land. ^ 

Well — pence to the land! may the people at length, 
Know that freedom is bliss, but that lionour isstreoglh; 
That though man have the wings of the fetterless wind. 
Of the wantoncst air that tlie north can unbind, 

W« wm ihlrtcva day« <t« oar paiM|p froa Q«rhK W Baillkt. 
ABd I lui«l htrm w spoilnl hy iIm- «ery »plratlid b««plialirf whk 
wbicb ny frieatU i»f ibr I'bjrinD aail B>i«ii>a bad irrai«d ae, ikai I 
«»• bat ill prepared tocaco-inipr ibt* altrrin of a Caaadiaa tkip. 
Tbc wratbrr. btiwcver, was plt«*aat. aa<i thm •rrarry akwf ibariTCt 
d^llRbtfal. Oar pauaf^ tbroa(;b ibr flat of i:aa«>. wiib a brigkl 
»ky aad a fair wiad. was parliralarU •irikiai; aad roaanlit-. 

* (JiMaiaadt^ >•« rapiaia J. E. Do«gla«. «iih wbnai I rviar««d la 
Eaglaad, aad 10 «btHB I am iadrhinl for aiaay, auay kiadoaaafa. 
la trntb. i tbiwld bat offrnd ibo drii «rf of aay frirad lloajtlai, aad. 
at ibe una ti*#. do iajiuiii-v 10 my owa irrliaft of graiitada. d.d I 
ailraipl in ta; htm n a>b I omr In bin. 

* Sir Jiiba Wiotwurib. ib*- Rutrraor of XoTa-V«>lia. rery kiMlly 
allowfd Mr ti> aottNapaay biai oa b{« wUii to tbetvllrge «bitb thay 
bavr lately nlahlitbrd at «'iadu>r. alNkat forty aailn f^ai Halllbi. 
aad I wai iadrvU aiMi plrataatly •aqiriM<d Ky tbr baaaty aad lwfi> 
lily of ib« maairy «bicb opracvl api>a at afkrr ibe hiMb aad rocky 
wildrrartt I y «bi< b liaiifai it larruaaded. I «at leld tbai, ia im* 
▼eiliai I award*, wr tboald liad ibr toil aad tba tttrj Itaprswv, 
aad it gaTr mr aiaib pleatara to kooar tbal tbe wortby Govaraer 
bat by BO Bvaat torb aa > iBaaaMIr rrgasai • aa I wat, ai IrH 
•i||bt, iarliBnl to baiirrv. 
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Yet if health do not sweeteo the blaM with her bloom. 
Nor Yirtuc's aroma its patlyway perfume, 
Unblest u the freedom aod dreary the flight. 
That but wanders to ruin and wantons to blight I 

Farewell to the few 1 have left with regret. 
May tliey flometimca reeal, what I cannot forget. 
That communion of heart and tliat parley of soul. 
Which has Icngdua'd our nights and illumined oar 

bowl. 
When they We asked ma tha manners, the mind, or the 

mien 
Of some bard I had known, or some chief I had seen, 
Whose glory, though distant, ihey long had adored. 
Whose name often hallow'd the juice of their boanl! 
And still as, with sympatliy humble but true, 
I told them each luminous trail thai I knew. 
They have listcn'd, and sigh'd that the powerful stream 
Of America's empire should pass, like a dream, 
Without leaving one fragment of genius, to say 
Uow sublime was the tide which had vanish'd away! 
Farewell to the few — though we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to their ear, they 'U recal me the same 
I have been to them now, young, un thoughtful, and 

blest. 
Ere hope had deceived me or sorrow depreas'd ! 

But, DouGi.As ! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind, 
I can read in the weather-wise ghince of thine ejCy 
As it follows tlie rack flitting over the sky. 
That the faint coming breexe will be ^r for our flight, 
And shall steal us away ere the filling of night. 
Dear DouoiJis, thou knowest, with thee by my side, 
With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to guide, 
There 's not a bleak isle in those summcrless seas. 
Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to 

fireexe. 
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore, 
That I could not with patience, with pleasure explore ! 
Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now, 
When hope smooths the billowy path of our prow. 
And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind 
Takes me nearer the home where my heart u enshrined; 
Where the smile of a fether shall meet me again, 
And the tears of a mother turn blirn into pain ; 
Wb«re tlie kind voice of sisters shall steal to my h«ut, 
And ask it, in sighs, how we ever could part! — 

But see!— the bent top-sails are ready to swell — 
To the boat— I am with thae— Columbia, far«well! 



TO LADY H 



ON AN OLD lUNO FOUND AT TUNBBIDOB-^WILLS. 



I Taaasbrlfi Mt fc Is ■<■■ distaao* d« LoadrM qM FoatsiMMaaa 
I'Mt da Paris. Cs qa'U y « da beaa at da galaai daai I'aa ac daaa 
I'aatra mm a'y n i Ma a ibIa aa laap* daa aaax. La aoBpafala," 
ate. aio.— Saa t U mmm 4» Cmmmm U ^ MOoaKla partla, i^. UL 



TuNBEiDOi^ Wills, y/M^Mtr, i8o5. 
Wbbn Grammont graced these happy springs, 
And Tunbridge saw, upon bar Panlilsa, 



The merriest wight of all the kings 
That ever ruled these gay gallant isles; 

Like us, by day they rode, they walk'd. 

At eve they did as we may do, 
And Grammont just like Spencer talk'd. 

And lovely Stewart smiled like you ! 

The only different trait is this. 

That woman then, if man beset her, 

Was rather given to saying « yes,* 
Because, as yet, she knew no belter ! 

Each ni^it they held a coterie, 

Where, every fear to slumber charm'd. 

Lovers were all tliey ought to be. 
And husbands not the least alarm'd ! 

They call'd up all their school-day pranks. 
Nor tliought it much tlieir sense beneath 

To play at riddles, quips, and cranks. 
And lords show'd wit, and ladies teeth. 

As— « Why are husbands like the Mint?* 
Because, forsooth, a husband's duty 

Is just to set the name and print 
That give a currency to beauty. 

■ Why is a garden's wilder'd maxe 
Like a young widow, fresh and fiiirT* 

Because it wants some hand to raise 
The weeds, which have no business there ! 

And thus they miss'd and thus they hit, 
And now they struck and now they parried. 

And some lay-iu of full-grown wit, 
While others of a pun miscarried. 

'T was one of those focetious nights 
That Grammont gave this forfeit ring, 

For breaking grave conundrum rites. 
Or punning ill, or— some such thing : 

From whence it can be. fairly traced 

Through many a branch and many a bougl 

From twig to twig, until it graced 

The snowy hand that wears it now. 

• 
All this I '11 prove, and then to you. 

Oh Tunbridge! and your springs ironical, 

I swear by H— the— te's eye of blue. 

To dedicate the important chronicle. 

Long may your ancient inmates give 

Their mantles to your modem lodgers, 
And Charles' loves in H — the — te live, 
And Charles* bards revive in Rogers! 

Let no pedantic fools be there, 
For ever be those fops abolish'd. 

With heads as wooden as thy ware, 
And, Heaven knows ! not half so polish'd. 

But still receive the mild, the gay. 
The few, who know tlie rare delight 

Of reading Grammont every day. 
And acting Grammont every night! 
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5iTEi ntiml huw llie |icdagn|rui; pm«c», 

Ydu want not anliquitv'* Mamp, 
T!iL- iip that \ feo icviitcd hy ro«tiH, 

Oil ' iit'\er mu«l Mncll of llie lamp. 

II ivf Imii^; m'I till* |ii>i>« jit defianco, 
X'lw. ttoiir with ihir M-iiriice of lilissct, 

M.t\ tl\ In ilu' bliwM>»k of Hricucc! 

V.-urij: Sippho, for w.mt of cmployiiic-nbi, 

Ai»>iii' o'lT Ik.t ih'ul iii;iv moll, 
htTi'^riunW hut it> rv.iil of ciijoynetitJi 

Wliit'li wi*cr Oiriuiu liatl frit. 

Trfii fur yoH to )m> huriM in lifioks — 

'Ml. I'aiiny. they 'n.' pitiful Mf^cK, 
M h'l r«iuM not in onr of your looks 

Ri jd more tlian in millions of pa(rr»! 

.\^r->rxkiny lindK in vour eve 

R-iifT li|;lii tlLin ulic Muilic* aliove, 

\nil iiiiuii' mu%t borrtiw your si(]|li 
.\« ihr uit'liMly <li%ireHt to love. 

It Fi'mi^ — *i i*> you that can check, 

III .1 iiiiiintr, llii'ir tlouht^ and their quarrcU; 
< Oi %how hut th.it nioli; on your ne4*k, 

Vital I Miil MM»n put an enil to their inor.iU. 

Y- or .\riihrni>tic only ean trip 

^^hI'n 1^1 kiMand lo count vou t^ndiMvour; 
B«ii '-liHpifncc (t|ow-4 on vour lip 

WJH-n yitu kwcjr tliat you *ll lovi: on: for iTcr. 

Thuo \ou Mv uhat a brilliant alliance 

< if jfts i« ajnemhled in you — 
% 1 <<iirM' of more ctquikite ncimcc 

Mm ne%cr nevil wiiJi lo |;o through! 

\nd, nh' — if J fi-llow like me 

M.IV mnfrr a diploma of liearlA, 
^^ith mv lip thii^ I M*al vour dq'nv, 

Mv divine little Muitreiw of Art^! 



KXTIACT riOM 

niF. DFA'IL AMON(; THE SCHOLARS..* 



) 



■ I 



Ti xscxov '/s^o;; 
CaiTsofT. Ilomil. in F.pisL ad Hebnro». 



Btt. whither Ilitl' iheiie gentle ones 
Th^ rmy mmphft and black-eyed num, 
Wiih jII of Cupifl'ii «ild mmancini;, 
Lni my Inunt brain* a dancing? 
laurail of wiu* encomLisUict 
Tpna the Dnrlori and Scholastim, 

^mMufid thai 1 ^mmtd glvr ilw rraai»d(>r of ikU pom. hai. 

T.ttn 4o MM MVB to rMhk tke taMiair Inrnisff whirh ii 

M. *^ akall kttT* M aore of ii. Wiik ■ virn. howerer. m 

Lfcai.«a of ikMe ffll»o w . I kavp prpvaiM no aa iadotlri- 

•# mim*. «Im kM fwad a fnw ■■■iicr of aooctvtMn 

tllomaal* fW oiimt w(ik a llill« of kit prortoot rro- 



Polymaths, and Polyhistort, 

Polygloljt and — all tlieir aistera. 

The instant 1 have got the whim in, 

Off 1 ily with nuns and women, 

Like epic poets, ne'er at ease 

Tntil I 've stolen • in medias res!* 

So have I known a hopeful voulh 

Sit down, in tpicst of ionr and truth, 

NViih tonics sufficient to confound him. 

Like Toliu Dohu, hiMp'd around him, — 

M.imurra ' stuck to Theophrastiu, 

And (ialcn tumbling o'er Bomliastiu!' 

When lo! while all that 's iram'd aitd wise 

.\bMjrbs the hoy, he lifts his eyes. 

And through the window of his study 

RehohK a viq;in, fair and ruddy, 

Willi eyes us brightly turned upon him a^ 

The anci'l's^ were on liicronyiniis, 

S.iying, 'I W.IK just as sweet to kiss her — oh ! 

Far more swret than nr.idin^; Cieeni! 

On irk My the folios, widely scatler'd. 

Old Iloiiicr's laun-ll'd brow is balliT'd, 

And Sajipho's skin to Tnllv's leatlier. 

All arc ronfiiM'd and loiw'd together! 

naptiircil he quits mch do/ing sage, 

Ob woman ! for thy lovelier ]»age : 

Sweet book! unlike the books of art, 

WIiom; crrorn are ihv fairest part; 

In whom, the de:ir (Trata column 

Is the best |>age in all the volume! 4 

Bui, lo l»e);iii my subjccl rhyme — 

'T was just about thin devilisli time. 



' Mamarra. a dngiBaili- |ikil<HopWr, who nt^ft Hoabird ahool 
any iliiu|{. •xrrpc whii wat kit faikrr. - >iaila de nt Boqwua pro^ 
l(-n]naai d«< |«trF dahiiavit.-— In ni. Ilr nat vrry Iraraed— ■ La 
d«^laa> (ikai i<, ia hi* ki>ad. nhra it na* ofirard} la Paalqai* 
hrarir Ir IVrMfin. ril<'|irra ihiM|af i'lraliiqaf, iioamr ptiiat parler 
dc la nuiuvaiM* lD|rlii|;r-n(v da i.alia a*«H- l** GrtH-,-rtr.— S«^ fMt$- 
teir* Jr J/<iH/«M«r, kmii. ii, i»^ 91. 

* Bonliaaiua wa* oat* of ih<* oamc* tif ihat grral M-k«lar aad qaacL 
l*ara f Itu*. • Phili|i|tui fl(iBitia.ia« lain »ali aplradido legaia ■ ^a- 
n-oii Th«-ii|ihraaii I'arat-irlvi.* saj* Mad«-lia» dc rirtvatiiraawa Lii^ 
riiti*ran ^aniiaii-. — ll*> Hard to ti(;lit the di-vil e«rr| aifki wilk a 
l>nad-»word, i(» ib<* ao kMall tfrnir uf kit |*N|*ii 0|Mirioiia, «kokaa 
mtmiitl ik<* lirt-uBaiaarr. (iMv Oruai^. Vu. mfmU iknUimm. Urjgik, 
Vti. SrUei. ftutrmmdum Enditiutmnmm, etc.) Paracvlaut kad kat a 
l*4M>r nfiiniiw uf tialra. • My vrry Iwanl (tayt ki> ia kit ffawifW- 
nwm') ha* Bwiri' l«^raiB|| ia it ikaa «*iik«r Galea or Atiivaaa.a 

* Thr aD|p-l «ho tiuMrd St Jrmai for rfadiag r.i.Tro. at fiattit* 
icllt tk«> ttorj. in kit r«M<m^a/i« diartt^mrimm f <•«•««■, and lay* 
that for ihit rratnn hitki>|M «rrp »<>l allowed tu n^ ikr iJattira. 
• KpiMnnfiaaOvBiiiiiiBi lilun* ana li-cal.* — Uitiiai*. i-. Bat Gratiaa 
it Boiiiriiiat for Ijinf,— Iniiiet. ao|;4*la karr ffH an Iwagoet, at ike 
il[a«lriiHit (lopil of l*aaleai tAMum u* : O;;^ eii; Y^UtVTa4d7X, 

^"jt'JTii ayyx'>9{.'.— <^ii«- Alha^o. Stntmmr. .Now. kuw aa aa- 
grt ntaid »<t>ld wiihoal a loagae, I thall leaie ike aa^lir Vn — 
to ileieraiiae. 

* The idea of ike Rahhiof al«al tke <>ri|>iB iif wvaaa it tiagaiar 
Tbr^ ikink ikai bmb wa« oripaall^ foroM^I with a Mil, like a 
BNMikef, )i«t lhat tke Peily rat iilT lh:« appeodaife hekia<l. aad 
nade wnaian of it. I'lMto ikit eiiraonliBary ta|ip<MilinM tke M- 
linniog n-lle. liita it foandekl : — 



1-1 



if tai-h it the ilf lietween tinaien aad 

The Binny wko tii-dt i* a piti'ful elf. 
For be tdket to hi» tail, like an iiliol. •R*>a. 

AihI ke laaket a drplrtraMe ap" of k'ntrll 
)ri. if «e Bay jad{;e d« iIk- fjtkHiaa prevaiL 

Every katl«ad r«-aM>ail>rrt ikr nrigiaal plaa. 
Aad, kaowian kit wifr it ba BM«ie tkaa kit tail. 

Wky ke— learei her h«hin>l kiai at aiark at kr <va. 

18 
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when soanr then happenM any frolin 

That were not done by DiabolicHf 

A cold and loreleM son of Locifler, 

>Vho woman srom'd, nor knew the nse of her, 

A lirjnrh of Dagon'ft family 

(Which Dillon, wiieiher lie or She, 

Is a dispute that vastly better is 

Referr'd to Scali(;cr ■ vt rvleris). 

Finding tliat, in this cat^c of fools, 

The wisest sots adorn the schools. 

Took it at onec his h«-ad Satanic in. 

To f;row a i;nat scholastic niannikin, 

A doctor, quite as kMrnM and fine as 

Scotus John or Tom Aquinas, * 

Lully, H.iles irrefhi(;ahiliA, 

Or any doctor of the rabble is! 

In lan^^iingcs, ^ the Poly(;loLs 

Compared to him, were B,ihel sols; 

He chattcrM more than ever Ji*w did. 

Sanhedrim and Priest includeil ; 

Priest and holy Sanhedrim 

Were oiie-and'«eventy fools to him ! 

But chief the le:imr«l demon felt a 

Zeal so Mronj; for {;amni.i, delta, 

Tliat, all for Gn-ek and learning's glory, ^ 

He nightly tippletl k(irirco more,* 

And never paiil a hill or kilance 

Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 

From whence >-our slioUrs, wlicn tlK^ want tick, 

Say. to be Al-tick 's to lie on tick ! 

< SciLiviB, Je EmrmLu. Tern;* tr.—nmgon WM llio«(>kl hv Mh«n 
to be a CTnaia wm-momurt, mko caar evrry iU| oat of \hr Red 
S«o lo lc«>h ibr Sjrlaot hnal anJnf.— Sre JAC^rtt GjiiiAaiL'* Ci- 
riatitfs /«Mfr«. ibap. i. He •■;■ ho ihiakt ihit tUiry of tbo mv- 
aMNi«lrr ■ rarrVk lilile ibnw of |irol<«l>Uiiy wilb il.* 

* I wi4b it wtTR kauwn with aav di-nrrr of cvruiaty wb^brr the 
Ctmmeuiarf on BtfUim* atlril>nt«^l loTWiiwa* Aqaiaat Iw rrolly tb« 
work of ibi« anf^lii !><> ti>r. Tb<-r^ art* «ofnp loM aM<viiim« ba- 
larled ia li : fur iaMaBiv. hr ui««ihit IMaiu krpi ti-boid ia a lowo 
callrJ ViaJraila. aaii that \ii-it-iadr« wat a vf>ry hr«utifal wcmaa 
wboa Mioir of Ari»ii>ilr'» |ia|iil« frll in lii«r«iib: • \l.-il<ii«l«» 
■alirr fail pal.-bi*rriBia, i|iiaBi «iii*-Bir« t|UHtaB ili»«-i|iali Arulo- 
talii.* eti\— *«rt> l'aitT«Li. .ii,-.iA:f. Lirer,tr. an. f^S. iiwa. i. 

* Tb^ fnlluwiai* luaiitliaK-ni «ia» i-aiJ lo Laarfni:** ValU, apoa 
bii arcarat** Lno«lnl{^' nf thf l^iin laawaaj^ : 

Naa - p<»i(]ajB aiaart ilffua.ta* Valla prtlvii, 
>ua aailc I I'Iuki vfrlMi Lpaiiaa lo>|«i. 
Stmr Vdl arritnl in Plmo'* kh-Uf, 

lli« BiriiDk anil |irtiiiii«n» all mi |ial ia, 
Plulfi biiu«i'ir wnatil t«- afrjiil 
To a«k rvra • wbat '• o'llo k* la Laila ! 
Tbete liaiM oiay !«■ fnunJ in tbi* A rt^iwm fVm*'o nf Dc ViaMca 
(pafB it,), an i>\ rllrnt iTiii>-. il b^ioulil ha«<> ciib«rfrll or bdiIit- 
•land an* ouf of ib« «<irk* wbUb br rriii'i**^. 

* It i« lUB'b M Ir rr:',u'iU'l iliai Martin Laibi-r, «iib all bis ta- 
leaU for ri-furnfaQ. »hi>aM }*•% )■«• *iil|;a t-nonuh lo laa|{b at tlaatt^ 
rariat for writiaf; lu bin in (jrrrk. ■ Va»irr Juaibla (aay* bf} ba* 
arat mt ■mar tlati** jimI •omr rj:>ia». aail ba* bKh wrili>^ ■« two 
Ittirr* la (tre^. K- mwb a* I iiiu re-nvrnd. I kball aatwrr tbroi 
ia Tarkiab, ibul bf iwi taas hi%r iXf flrjiarr uf rradiag wbai b« 
4aM MM aaderKUDd.*— • (•rava kaal. Ir,;i ana fiOManl • i« ib ■ i*- 
BMaat aprr b ailrihali'd lu \<viir»iiu, but «i*r« aaiB*tly — far frua 
•aaartiaf ibai (iret-* uiulJ aoi If rrjj, tbai «(irihy juria-tawiuit 
■piHl llw Law 6. D. dc ikiBiir. PiwftTM. ri|irr»tl> »ay>. • tinrc* li- 
Iriw pouaal iatrll(|:i rl ItT.i-* vVidf .\or. Lihrvr. I\uri>ir. CaUft'-*,m. 
Ajrfratfi f !*.)'> S.i|iiu urirrcBM.bui m^>bi !•■ ibiuk ibal ib>-rp it 
■o aalvathMi out of ib** pair oi (tm-k liirraiurr . • Via priaa kaluiit 
Graia paadalar al» arl*.* And ibi* t**\ ul LturrBiia* HbudoaMnao* 
ma ■« Iv tafmeail; adBirr>i, wbcn bn rib<irli bit cuaatrfon'B, 
• pn> glarlaa LbrUli, prr «alatfn pairur, p«r rvipatli.v dr.-u««t 
naolaairaiaat.- lo uady tbr lirrrk laa|;aaQr. ^o oi'itt wi* forgft 
Pkavorlaa*. ike rxrrll««i Uiab^ipuf .\e vr«. «bo, rarrUrttof all tbe 
Maal eaaufdatioaa of a t^rittiaa, rM|«ired ao faribor eabi^aa 
aa kitlaak ikaa • Hare IWtb a Creek LaKi.<ofra|*ller.* 



In logics, he was quite Ho Panu ! * 

KntnMT as much as ever man knew. 

Hi: fought tlie combat syllngisiic 

With so much skill and art eristic. 

That though you were the learned Scaf^yriie, 

At once upon the hip he had you nQbt ' 

Sometimes indeed his speculations 

Were vicw'd as dangerous innovations. 

As thus — the Doctor's house did harbour a 

Sweet blooming girl, whose name was Barbara : 

Oft, when his heart was in a merry key. 

He tiught this maid his esoterica. 

And M>iiie times, as a run; for hectics. 

Would lecture her in dialectics. 

How far their leal l<:t him and her go 

Before they came lo sealing Eigo, 

Or how they placed the nurdius terminii*. 

Our chronicles do not determine us; 

But so il was — by some confusion 

in this their logical prrlusion. 

The Doctor wholly spoil'd, they say, 

The figure ' of young Barbara; 

And tints, by many a snare sophistic. 

And rnihymene paralogisiic, 

Bot^uilett a maid, who could not give. 

To save her life, a nq^ati^'e.^ 

In music, though he had no ears 

Except for that amon^nst the spheres 

(^Vhich mo<t of all. as he averred it. 

He dearly loved, c.iitse no one heard it\ 

Yet aptly lie. at sight, could read 

Each tuneful diagram in Bcde, 

And Hnd, by Kiirlid's coroUaria, 

The ratios of a jig or aria. 

But, .-IS for all your warbling Delias, 

Orpheiivm nntl S,tint G-cilias, 

Ho own'd he ilioiiglit them much surpaas'd 

By til It ritloiibii-d liyaloclast, ^ 

Who Mill roiitriviil, bv dint of throttle. 

Where'er he went to i-raok a bottle! 

I.ikir\«'i<i.' to show hi^ mighty knowledge, he. 
On tliiiij;<( iinkno^^n in ph\-Hiology, 
Wrote many a chapt«r lo di%ert ua. 
Like that gr.-at little man AUicrtua, 

* n Haw. — Tkr iairodaitioa of tblt laafaafp laio Ea^l'tb 
poi.-iry bat a fpwid rfr-t. and uoQht to |.r aore aaiTrrulli adopirj 
A «nrd iir i«n of («rrvk in a ttaaia woaM Krre at lallati u> ibr 
■u*t ■ ligbi o' Ini «■ vi-r*c«. ArtoJkic*. aatoog tbe aadeau. laay 
trnr a» a antdil : 

iVj yit^C tt5l ^ttlii C^tV ia bar r«cioM flgVOVTt 
Afiav al. antirit CTlCiJiX e»te /Zuif;^9U«. 

Ro:«tiBB. tbr I'rrnib |MM-t, bat rnrii.bi'd bit toaoett aul ndetwiib 
■Bay an citiait.ir mirM-l froai ihi- l^ii.«ia. ilit Cifrr EmtteckU: 
ia adJr«a»iu{; bi» BiMrr.t. it adaiiralilr, aad «aa be aaly BaiikrJ 
|i% (^iwlit'* AmHf<r'ttntii. 

* Tbe br*t fi|;iirr nf tiapir «Oluj{i»B». to wUch Barban Wloa]|> 
tngribrr «iib (.rljrt-ni. Darii. and Irrin. 

* Bf «B*r ibf ibn^' pnifitMitiont ia ibe bimJ of Barbara are aai- 
ter*al afliraMliii>t.— Tb* |MN>t borru«r«f ibit equivoqwo apas Bar- 
liara frua a lariiiu* Cpigran nbu-k Mcii'stmra fiie* ia a aoi<> 
apoa bit t* ajf* de VtmrtatttmeH* hnJltur m. la ikv Xtptkr l*rr- 
fmtuua of (.ttrtk Btaitr*. ib.* r.-adcr will iad wtmm factioaa ap- 
plidiioat of lb*: It-rat nf iujii to atatriBoay. Caaaaa'a TrfiUttm 
SjfUitfltm; ia Slariiaut 8<riLleruB, it borraacii dU.flf fraai ihr 
Xm/iti* Peripmtniae tii UtSLart. 

* Or Glaaf4rtaker.->lloaautirt kaa givea aa a^oaaal af ikia rv- 
iraontiaari Baa, la a work paMitkad iMa. • Da viiiaa 
frBrto,ir|r. 
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Blicrrui he tbow'd the veuoa why, 
Vhoi children fint are heard to cry. 
If boT ihr habT chance to he, 
HrrhM<l\!— 'ifgiri,Oe!— 
Tbry are, uy« he, exceeding fair hints 
IU|jrctin|» cheir firet ainful parents ; 
• nil Kv(> '- exrlaimelh little niadam, 
While little master cries • Oh Adam !■ * 

In point of science astronomical, 
Itsci'tiicd to him evtrenidy comical 
Ptii. nni'c .1 yeir. the frolic sun 
Ni-iu|.i rail Jt Viq;o'h houm; for fun, 
\;iii <k(ii|i J inotith and h\M*r aniuiid her, 
Vri Icisc lirr Virjjo, as he found Ikt ! 
Cut 'i w:t« ill Optini ami Dioptrics, 
(.Sir dcfnnn play'd his firel and top tricks : 
li- )i. I<l that sunthino pasRcs quicker 
T(.rou{;h wine flian any other liquor; 
Tlwi ,:I.iwn an» ih* bent utcmils 
T'l rji.-l» ihc'c^Vs hi'wilder'd pcnriU; 
An.1 iliou);li 111* jww no great objection 
T-i «tejdy li|;hl and purr rellectiim, 
IL- ihi»U(;tit the ahrrratini; rays 
^hirh pLiy aliout a bumper's hla>e, 
^rtie by the Dnci<ir» looked, in common, on, 
A« 1 iiHirr rin; ami rich plienomenon ! 
Ik «t«i|y «.iid that the ««nsoriuin 
I* f'H" the ryes a (jnrat emporium, 
r-< «hif h ilieic mttiil picmre stealers 
vt>I ill thty can and meet with dealers, 
in mirry ^n npiiral proceeding;, 
Pk- br.iin, lie Kiid. nhow'd (;rcat good-hrecdin(; ; 
} «r in^Linrf, i* lien we 0|;le women 
\ in. k which Barltara tutor'd him in), 
Aiihou);h tlie dcare art apt to ^et in a 
Nr^npe poviion on the retina, 
Wt inMjntly the modest brain 
Ujtii iKt them on their leg* a(;ain ! * 

* Hir doctor thus with - stufrd sufficieucy* 
< If all omni|^nous miiniacicnry, 
K'T«n ■;*» wIki would not heijin 
Tim )Md. like him, so much withiu 7} 
J^ be It out in hooks of all sorts, 
F(4m«, quartos, Uq;e and small sorts ; 
Porn A. tn vi-ry dorp and wnsiblv. 
That chey «ere quite incomprelicnsible;' 
Praar which had been at lesirnin|;'s Fair, 
And bou|;ht up all Uic trumpery thcru. 



The tatter'd rags of every vest. 

In which the Greeks and Romans dress'd. 

And o'er her Sgure, twoln and antic, 

Scattered them all with airs so frantic, 

Tliat those who saw the fiu she had, 

Declared unhappy Prose was mad I 

Epics he WTOte and scores of rebusses. 

All as neat as old Turnebiis's ; 

ILf^f^ and alure, cyclopedias, 

Grammars, prayer-hooks — oh ! 't were tedious. 

Did I hut tell the half, to follow me ; 

Not the ncribblini; liard of Ptolemy, 

No — nor the hoary Trisinc(;istus 

(Whose wrilin|;s all, thank Heaven! have miss'd us), 

E'er fill'd with lumber such a wurc-rooui 

As this great • purcus litcraruiu ! * 



Thia !• nrwsUifJdaoM litwsUy fnMs s psusgvia AUntms 4r 
■t. ~l ha<« Ml iW bo^ bj ■•, w I WMUd irui«crilie ilw 
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•o tkM kaMlasI art W iW jadeiMal, by nkirk. aoi. 

■( IW la«mlaa of IW bM§» apoa the rrliaa, s rorrwi 

•f iba aSfm b oaavr^nd M iIm miioriaai. 

ikU 4««m>iioa. 1 bvtlrw. . the DerU mmmj the SeUlmn* 

Vm Leiba.u inmmA oal ibr aari of iaruapn-Wa* 

W «■■ appoiaiad w.^ivtary to • to -ivly of phiUwnpbf n 

■ ■ w l| fa« kit anil ia »riiiB( ■ cahalUiiivl Ictifr, 

«kMb aviiWr ihi^y aar bimvif cnaU iaUr|>m. Sra 

4p M. at LuaniTt, ftimnpe ^otwjp. fVofilf ia 

m: Iwad ta \* pautod. Vr iad Ucvsu ibaakiag Aiiii-at 

•mt hiH a work ol Sptapiaa, ■ «i qau (tays h«) i|vkli-B 

iMrr sat licvai dHVffV) mllfaiawM panra «iK inlvllifpt.* 

f^ikn. 4. AbU whB««r ikai Avhva, xht lMra«d Aral>iaa, 

■ JKmmfkftlM Ibm tiam tn*r. far iW taiirMar plva- 

hr<BiC aMp la lalbra Ifc* «arM thai kr eaaM Biil oHapir- 

9 •ftlatair ikw|h ua i tlwm.— XiC4iotMaMA im \k. AHnm. 




FRAGMENTS OF A JOURNAL.* 
TO G. M. ESg. 

rSOM rRKDEniCSSBVRGB, ▼llGIMIA,' JUIfl 3. 

Dbas George ! tlio«4;h every hone is aching, 

After the shaking 
I 'vc had this week, n^-er ruts and riiiges,^ 

Ami briflgRS 
Made of a few une.u>y planks, 4 

In open ranks. 
Like old women's tei'th, all loosHy ihmwn 
OviT Timers of mud, whose names alone 
Would make the kmvs of stoutest man knock, 

Rappahannock, 
Ocrt>quan — the llcavt* ns may harbour us ! 
Who ever lieard of namc« so harharous ! 



* TheM> fra||BPBlt fona hal a ■■sll pan of* rMiraioaa aadlry of 
|ir«»w> and <itM;;;^rpl. Into whiih, Uw ay amaaraMat, I ikraw aOMaaf 
ihf laciii^nu of ay juarary. if ii ««-rr rrvm la a aM*f« railtwal 
forai. ibari* U «ei aufh of it loii aliu»i«f aad too |i«rMwal fur |tal>> 
litaticio. 

■ Hai iag rraalanl aboat a «^k at ?ti*irYnrk, wkrrr I taw Midawa 
JeitHar lli»Ba|«rlf, aad frii a liigkt skoi-k of aa *ankqaak« (ik«i oaly 
thiD||»tk«t pariii-alarlyawakmiMl Myatieatiiia), I tail«datBia la ika 
Bo»iua Air 7Vnrfc»lk. tnm wkt* afip I |»ni ^ev«lrd oa aiy tnar to tkr aortk- 
«*ni, lkn>a|*k WilliaiBthar|{k. RkkaMad. rtc. At Rirkauad ikert 
ar« a frw mra of coaUdrrabl* ulc-att. %r Wkkksa. aac of tkrir 
ivlt-hratpd l<^l ikarartrn, it a graileaaa mkoar awaa*n aad aoda 
nf lift* would Jo hoaour to ikr aott ralii«atrd MrlrilM. Jadga SUr> 
■hall, ibr aaibor of Wmshim /Imi'i Ltfr, U aaMker very dUtlagalikMl 
j oraaueal of Ri kiaoad. Tkc«r nrnileiBea, I aaU okarm. arv *f 
ikai rr*|M*.-ialii •. but at pir^al anp«ipalar, party, tkr Fedcffaltau. 

' * Wbai Xr Wrid tayi of like cnatiaaal attaatily af tialaarias or 

■ irinalas ibf* Mafi*, ia paMia|{n«(-r utmr of tkr wrrli-krd road* la 
' .Vaerica. U by ao aeaoa p&annrratcd. ■ Tb« driver frt^aratly kad 

til rail lu tkr |ta»apncrrt ia ibr tlai^, t(i Icaa out of ikv carrlafP, 
6t»i at oa« tidr, ibro al ikr tKkrr. lo pn-«i-Bl il fr<Ma oveitMliag ia 
tk« dn-p ral« «iik «kirk ibr road alMMiad* : ' >ow. (ratlfara, lo 
tbi> riuht :' a|iOB «kii k tkr paxM-ni^ri all ■irrii krd ikrir bodira kalf I 
fijy vat of iki> t-arria|;f>, lu balaa e ii im ikil »idr. ' Svm, grallr- j 
HM-o. to ik*' left ;* aad m oa.«— WiLb"« rmrti; Irlirr i. j 

* BetoTf tkr ttaite caa pau oar of ibf-«r l«riile»t. tk«> driver ia oU I 
li{;i-d til •iii|i aad ■nanuftkr limtf pljnk*. of aki b il i«<*-.Mpaa^, 
lo ibr ataaarr ibai U-tl miu bi» Hli>a»of Mifciy : aad. •• tkr planki 
an* a^^aia dl»turl>««l !•« tbf paMJat; of ib«> ««Mik, tkr arxt iravrllrra 
abo jirivr kivr of (uar«r a arn arraagrarat maakr. Vaknarl 
\»% Sair irlU a•^ viaa at aoair fiain* lo iaa(pBr a prrcBrioat kiad af 
bridgr fur ike ealraa.v of l*aradUr, ia order ii> rakaacv ikv plaa- 
•iirc« of arrival ; a ViifpaiaB Krider. I tkiak. wuald ks«e aa*t>ci»l 

■ kit par|ioaa roaplelrly. 
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Wone Uian M***'ft Utia, 

Or tbe smooth codicil 
To a witch's will, where she brings her cat in ! 

I treat my goddens ill, 
(My muse I m«!an) to make her speak 'em ; 
Like tlie Vcrhum Graecum, 
Spermagoraiolckitholakanopolides, ' 
Words that ou(;ht only be said upon holidays, 
Wlien one has nothing else to do. 

But, .dearest Gcoi^e, though every bone is aching 

After tliis shaking, 

And trying to regain the socket, 

From which the stage thought lit to rock it, 

I fancy I sliall sleep the Iictter 

For having scrawl'd a kind of letter 

To you. 

It seems to me like — • George, good-night !» 

Tliough far the spot I date it from ; 

To which I fancy, while I write, 

You answer back — • Good-night t* ye, Tom.« 

But do not think tliat I shall turn all 

Sorts of quiddities, 

And insipidities, 

Into my journal ; 

That I shall tell you the different prices 

Of eating, drinking, and such other vices. 

To • contumace your appetite's acidities ,« ' 

No, no ; the Muse too delicate-bodied is 

For such commo<litics ! 

Neither suppose, like fellow of college, she 

Can talk pf conchology, 

Or meteorology : 

Or that a nymph, who wild as comet errs. 

Can discuss iMrometers, 

Farming tools, sutistic histories. 

Geography, law, or such like mysteries, 

For which she does n't care thivc skips of 

Prettiest flea, that e'er tlie lips of 

Catherine Roache look'd smiling upon, 

When Imrds of France all, one by one. 

Declared, that never did hand approach 

Such a flea as was caught upon Catherine Roache !^ 
• • • • 

Sentiment, George, I '11 talk, when I 've got any, 

And botany—- 
Oh ! Iiinna>us has made such a prig o' me. 
Cases I '11 fmd of such polygamy 

Under every bush. 
As would make the • shy curcuma <i blush ; 
Vice under every name and shape, 
From adulterous gardens to fields of rape ! 

' 2lttJ>fJuX'/Op»toytXl^o\xXOiVO'nOi)<lSii. — From the Ly. 

' Thia phrsM !• taken TertMilim from an tooMDt of an evitoUliioa I 
lo DrasiiBoad'a Pond, by one of tboM naay Amerirant wlio profeu 
to think that the Eoflltb laaeuag*. aa it baa hren hiihrrin wriltro, 
iadeBrfeBl la what ibeyHcail rr|ialtiii«n Mifrgy. One of ibe raMat ! 
of Waahiagtos la flir advanoed in tbe conairaiiion of a nrw langaane 
for the United Suiea, which ia auppoaed to he a ■! stare of Hebrew 
andMikuMk. 

* Ailnding to a ooiloction of poeau, ralied La Pare de gnmdt^omn 
de P»kterf. They were all written upon a Ilea, wbit-b Siepbra Paa- 
qnierfiaaBd on the botem of the faasoaa Catherine d<-a Rucbi>a, one 
■oming daring the ^mmt-j'mn of Poitiers. I aak pardon of the 
iMranl Catherine's neaMry, for ay vnlgar altemiioo of her mmx 
rMpeclaUe name. 

* ■ Carcama, cold and aby.a— DAnwiK. 
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I 'II send you some Dionsea Musciptila, 
And, into Bartram's book if you dip, yon '11 a 
Pretty and florid description find of 
This ■ ludicrous, lobed, carnivorous, kind of — ■ 

The Lord deliver us ! 
Think of a vegetable being • carnivorous !t . 

And, George, be sure 
I '11 treat you too, like Liancourt * 

(Nor thou be risible). 
With all the vicvra, so striking and romantic, 
Which one mighi, have of the Atlantic, 

If it were yisiblc. 



And now, to tell you the gay variety 

Of my stage society; 
There was a quakcr, who room for twenty took, 
Pious and big as a Polyglot Pentateuch ! 
There was his niece too, sitting so fair by. 
Like a neat testament, kept to swear by. 

Wliat pity, blooming giri ! 
That lips, so ready for a lover. 
Should not beneath tlieir ruby casket cover 

One tooth of pearl ! ^ 
Rut, like a ruse beside the church-yard-stone, 
Bedoom'd to blush o'er many a mouldering bone! 

There was • • • 

There was a student of the college, too. 

Who said 
Much more about the riches of his head. 
Than, if there were an income-tax on brains, 
liis head could venture to acknowledge to. 

I ask'd the Scholar 

If his — what d'ye call her?— 
Alma Mater and her Bishop 
Properly follow'd the Marquis's wish up, 4 
And were much advancing 

In dancing ? 



' ■ObaerYiHl likewise la these saTannas sbnndaace of the Indirreai 
Dionara llii«cipala.>— Bkatatn's Traetti /n Xortk America. F«>r hia 
di^<-rIpiion of ihia * mmiinroua regfiabir,- see Introdnrtlon, m. i3. 

' Thia phiioMiphifal Dukn, drtTlliing tbe ticw froos Mr Jrffpr- 
son's houM-. »«yt, • The Atlantic might be seen, were it not for tbe 
greatneas of tbe dUtance, which rendera that proapectlmpoaaiblr.* 
—See his frateU, 

* Polygoiiiaa was the first painter, says Pliny, who showed the 
teeih in hia portraita. lie wonid srarcely, I think, hare been 
lenplnl to anrh an innovation In America. 

* The Man]uiade CatarriLcx. in hia wiae letter to NrXaddiaon, 
Professor of Philosophy in the Coileg* of William and Xary. at WiU 
liamaburgb, dwells with much earursincu on the attention which 
should be pai'1 to daoring.— See his Tni»M. This rollege, the only 
one in the suie of Virginia, and the fir»t which I saw in Aaseric** 
gare me boi a melanrhoiy idea of repaldican seats of teaming. That 
contempt for ibeeleganriesof edn-aiion. which the Americma demo- 
rraia afTe-*!, ia no where mimt groa^ly oonspicaoos than in Virginia : 
the yonng men, who look for adTanivmeol, stndy rather lo be de- 
mago;|nea than politician* ; and aa every thing that diatlajaiahe* 
from the maltilude la anppoaed to he iavidioaa aad unpopnlar, the 
lereUing system is applied to edamlion, and has had all the effect 
which Its partisans lonid desire, by prolncing a asoat otteBslve 
equality of iuaonn.-e. The Abbe Ratkal, in hia prophetic adaMMi- 
tiona to the Americana, dire.-ting thrir mention very atroagly lo 
leara^l esuMiahments. any a. « When the yonth of a conairy are semi 
depraved, the nation ia on tbe decline. > I know not what the Abhd 
Rayaal wonld prononnoo of ihia nratioo now, wera he alive to know 
the morala of the young aindenu at Williamsbargh ! Bat whra ho 
wrote, his eoaatrymen had not yet iatrodmwd the • dodriaaai deot 
sptraeateai* into America. 
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Tb« e^rnint; now grew daiii and tlill ; 

TIk* whip-poor-will 
Saof* pciiMTi'Iy on every tree ; 
Ami «iniii 1 fi:ll into a rweriu 
I'lMta that iiuin of t^dlUntry and pith, 

Cipiain Suiitli. ■ 
Ami TtT>- «4ran|;e it M-vni'd to mc, 
Tliiit. jfiiT liavinf; kiiw'd m grand a 
Uiuii: M Lilly Trnhi(;£iii<lji, 

Rv anv rliiince he 

Oiuld fake a famry 
To 4 nympli, with Mich a copper front as 

Pocahunias ! 

Ami nnw, a* lhroU|»h thtt (;looin so dark, 
TIk firu-^i<.it M'aftcr'd many a fiery spark, 
Tu une. ihaf t;liilered on the quaker's bonnet, 
1 wrote a sonnet. * 



Aid 

two linen more had just completed it ; 

kut, at tlie moment I repeated it, 

Our •ta|;e 

WLu h (;«)ud BriMot, with brain so critical 

And sage, 

(lilk-th ilie true « machine poIiticaU^ 

^ith all it* load of uncles, scholari, nieces, 

Tu|;cilier jumbled, 

Tumbled 

lob I a rut and fell to fHoces ! 

• • • • 

<i<v»d iii|;ht! — my ImxI must br, 
Bv ilm time, wanii rnough ftw nio, 
br^iiM- I find (ihl Ephram Sltrady 
Aod Mm hii niece arc dierc already '. 

Some ravillen 
f^'i-yt to *ltn*p witli fellow-trjvellm; 

But • • • • 

.NiJDiit pmrecl the protty qiiakor, 
Hc-iven forbid iliat I sliould wake her! 



J«ha SMiik. a tmmtomt tmellrr, aotl by far ibe Boti eaterfwu- 
. J :h» iru wtilon ia Tirjiaia. Hm* iaai>h ha wa* laiiehtnt i«t 
' Br*rr«fiB£ V^SQ Pitrahaaia*. daaf^tir of KiaglVmbauiB. may 
•ra^ a all ib«> bi»lorir» of lbi» oUitay. la ibr lV>dinBiina uf 
> *«a wurk u* tb« Darbaaa of RkbaM>ad. b« ibai eaamiiraii-s bU 
tmfs f.rtmmn:-^- \ri ay rvMfort U. tbai brrriofnra boaoarublr 
I t»rio4«ft Lad!«>a, aad coaiparahte bei aiaoBii tbrawlTet, ba«i' 
1^1 »• M^seaa i prMtciioa io mj ([reamt ilaa(pri. Evra ia 
•«j»* ^rU i btt«« frit friicfa from ibai t^x. Tbc> hcaatcoa* Lalx 
. ^m^iM, mkf I «a« a alava to ibii Tarki, iliil all tbe omiIJ iu 
tf» ar. libr« I uT^n-aMP ibe Ba.baw of .>iall»riu ia Tariaria, 
■■ft«riubJ«> Ladf <.allaBaU •applj«>il ny ar-ruiiim. la ibi' iii- 
I mf mj «iif^«iiira. ibai bImteJ Pohabeaiaa, ibe cttm ILiBK« 
fhirr i-f Vir|;jaia. aft Mv^ Biy llfc.* 
.vi^ la him «hiautr»l TtureUikmffk Ameriea, bataaaafactuml 

■ k'.mJ gf rowaat-r ib^ hire* of Mr Rolfn witb ibii ■ o|iaLi wai- 
mmmi., ' INK«baataa. 

Par ik#- Aoaart. mv pagp^l. 

. Tk^ %Mrr^h«a tuir^ ar» ibw trw polilical mTla(|r.*~D>i«- 

fwamf'0. (riirr 6ih.— TVra U MNbiog aora anatiod ibaa ihi' 

■ ■^bi *l umftri^t of iWm Fmcb travrllars. la oar uf ibr Ifl- 
«* ija«irrr. |>r tf««4 Io ibo^ of Briatot, apoa lbt*ir |ilan fur 
*mhimfi a r^pablK-nf pbiloMifib^n ia khbc fiartuf ihi< wrtura 
I. W iBtrvai* feriaaoc M ba particalar ia cbatiaga plarv ajihcrr 

lita**:* farMulh, aa i|«M i«ap«blioa dciriaeaii 



TO A FRIEND. 

Wbkn next you see the black-cyod Cafyt 

The loving languid girl ttf liayti, * 

Whose finger so expertly plays 

Amid the ribbon's silken maze. 

Just like Aurora, when slic ties 

A rainbow round tlie morning skies ! 

Say, that I liopc. when winter 's o'er. 
On Norfolk's bank again to rove. 

And then shall search the riblMin store 
For some of Caty's softest love, 

I should not like the gloss were past, 
Yet want it not entirely new; 

But bright and strong enough to last 
About — supjKMe a week or two. 

Ilowev4?r frail, however light, 
T will do, at leaHt to wear at night : 
And so you 'II tell our black-eyed Caty— 
The loving languid girl of Ilayti ! 



■ Errare malo emm Platnnr. qeaa ran alllt rart« •rolira.a— Cic 
I wuald ratbrr ibink wroagly wilb Plalo, tbaa rifblly wUb aay 
ono rl«e. 



i8oa. 



Fa KMT, my love, we nc'rr wen; sagcH, 
But, truxt iiic, all that Tullv's zeal 

Expn-Mi'd for Plalo'K glowing |Mges, 
All that, and mon>, for thee I fevl ! 

'Whalc'tT ihe hcsirtlcM world dccnv, 
Ilowr'cr unfivling pnidcs condemn, 

Fanny ! I'd rather mu with the«*. 

Than live and die a saint with tliem ! 



SONO. 



I ^f.'kr on that lip for a niiniile have gazed. 

But a lliouvtnd trni|itatinnH JM'Sel nR>, 
And I've lboii(;lit, as thi' dear liille rubii-syou raised, 

How delicious 't would l>e — if ^'ou'd let nR>! 

Tiii'ii Ik: not ho angry for what ! have done. 
Nor sav iliat \ou '>e sworn to f(tq;i't uk.*; 

Tiifv wi-n* l>uds of ti'Miptatiiin loo pouting to shun. 
And I thought that — you could not but let nw?! 

i Wjii-n vour lip with a wliihpi-r raujc riose to my cheek, 
I Oh think how U'witching it met me! 
And. \\ lin as the i-ve of a Venus could s|H>ak, 
Your «'\T Mvm'd to my — you would let nu' I 

Thrn foq;ivc tlir trans(;ri*HMon, and bid inc romain. 
For, in truth, if 1 go, \ou 11 rei:ret nie; 
I Or, oh ! — let nie try the transtgri-ssion again. 
And I 'II do all you »isli— will v>M l«t ni.- * 

• Km >a^tb(>Wfti-la«lian Frt'nrb at X..rfnlk. iW^ ar^ iamv ▼»»? 

. iDlrrrtiias M nuaiiB(fo ({irU, *ibo, la ib.- ilay. •cH nillia^. ••r.. 

■ aoii ai aicbi aMt-aiMp in liiii'' rtHill-.D |i*rtif». ^bf-rv ibey daan^ 
««i jy lb«« rvafBilinaif of ibrlr aaftwiooiii' ii»aain. aad AifRM lb# 
aiiM-riw wbirb . Ir» aait di»» aoir* • hara b:oa|;bl a|»a tbrai. 
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FROM THE GREBR./ 

I '▼! pren'd h«r bosom oft and oft ; 

In spite of many a pouting check. 
Have tourh'd her lip in dalliance soft. 

And play d around her sihrery neck. 

But, as for more, the maid's so coy, 

That suints or angels might liave seen us ; 

She s now for prndi^ncc, now for joy, 
Minerva half, and half a Venus. 

When Venus makes her hlcss me near, 
Why then, Minerva makes her loth ; 

And — oh the sweet, tormenting dear ! 
She makes me mud between tliem both ! 



ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-INDIAN. 

Ir all the daughters of the sun 

ll.ivv loving looks and hearts of flame, 

Go, tell me not that she is one — 

'T was from the wintry moon she came ! 

And yet, sweet eye ! thou ne'er wcrt given 
To kindle what thou dost not foci ; 

And yet, thou (lushing lip — by Heaven ! 
Tiiou ne'er wcrt made for Dian's seal ! 

Oh ! for a sunbeam, rich and warm 
From thy own Ganges' fervid haunts, 

To light thee up, tliou lovely form ! 
To all my soul adores and wants : 

To see thee bum — to faint and sigh 

Upon that l>osom as it blazed, 
And be, myself, the first to die, 

Amid the flame myself had raised. 



TO 

1 KNOW that none can smile like thee. 

But tliere is one, a gentler one. 
Whose heart, though young and wild it be, 

V^ould ne'er have done as thine has done. 

When we were left alone to-day. 

When every curious eye was fled , 
And all that love could look or say. 

We might have look'd, w^e might have said : 

Would she have felt me trembling presK, 

Nor trembling press to me again I 
Would iAe have liad the power to bless, 

Yet want the heart to bless me thun ? 

Aff;fCTa >uffcrft»wv jiomoyxi u/:yjptr,v 
0;;7rfla ^ apyooyevctav o^vjv iXov a>X' ert xafi'j'jt'J 

UxpStvov otft^itnov >cx/50v avatvo/A:vr,v. 
'H/A19U yap napcv}, to (T up* il^cv;^ (fwxcv A9rpnf 

Aur%p tyat fitosoi rr/iopicu oi/ifortp(av. 

PaULUS SlLENTUniOS. 



Her tresses, too, as soft as thine — 
Would she have idly paused to twine 
Their scatterd locks, with cold delay. 
While, oh ! such minutes pass'd away. 
As Heaven has made for those who love T 

For tliose who love, and long to steal 
What none but hearts of ice reprove, 

What none but liearts of fire can feel ! 

Go, go — an age of vulgar years 

M«ry now be pined, be sigh'd away. 

Before one blesned hour appears, 

Like that which we have lost to-day ! 



AT NIGHT.* 

At night, when all is still around, 
How sweet to hear the distant sound 

Of footstep, coming soft and light ! 
What pleasure in the anxious beat, 
With which the bosom flics to meet 

That foot that comes so soft at night ! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
« 'T is late, my love !• and chide delay, 
Though still the western cloud« are bright ; 

Oh ! happy too the silent press. 

The eloquence of mule caresiS, 

With those we love exchanged at night ! 

At night, what dear employ to trace, 
In fancy, every glowing grace 

That's hid hy darkness from the sight ! 
And guess by every broken sigh, 
What tales of bliss the shrouded eye 

Is telling from the soul, at night ! 



TO . 

I OFTEN wisli tliat tliou wcrt dead. 
And I beside thee calmly sleeping ; 

Since love is o'er and passion fled, 

And life lias notlung wortli our keeping ! 

No — common souls may bear decline 
Of all tliat throbb'd tliem once so high ; 

But hearto that beat like tliine and mine, 
Must still love on, love on or die ! 

T is tnn;, our early joy was surh, 

Tliat nature could not bear the I'xccss ! 

It was too much — for life too much — 
Though life be all a blank with less ! 

To see that eye, so cold, so still, 

Which once, oh God ! could melt in Miss- 
No, no, I cannot Ix'ar the chill ! 

Hate, burning hate, were Heaven to this ! 



' Thett liaes sllade to s c«r!o«* Unp, which hs* for iis 
Copid. with the f«ord» > at Di(;bt - wriUen orcr Uiai. 
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My DBA I W «, 

It 15^ now aliout Kcven years since I proniincd (and I 
f^rievc to think it is almoftt as long since wc met) to 
• lodioate to you the very first book, of whatever luze or 
R i ml, I should pubUsli. Who could have tliought that 
»o many years would elapse without my (giving the 
loxiKt Mgun of life upon the subject of tliis important 
promise? Who could have imagined that a volume of 
clo(;(;er(>l, after all, would be tlio first offering tliat 
Oratitude would lay upon the shrine of Friendship? 

If, how<!ver, you are as interested about me and my 

pursuits as formerly, you will be happy to hear that 

do^jgcrcl is not my only occupation ; but that I am 

l>rcparing lo throw my name to the Swans of the 

Temple of Immortality,* leaving it, of course, to the 

fctid Swans to determine whetlier they ever will t^ike 

tlic inmble of picking it from tlie ttroam. 

In the mean time, my dear W— — b, like a pious 
Lutheran, you inuAf judge of me rather by my faith 
tlian my works^ and, however trifling the tribute which 
1 offiT, never doubt the lidebty with wliieb I am, and 
always shall \m'.. 

Your sincere and attached friend, 

TlIK AUTHOR. 
2\o, Piccadilly, March 4, 18 13. 



PREFACE. 



Toe Rag, from which the following Ix;ttcni are sc- 
lectcrd. was drop)Kil by a Twopenny Postman aliout 
two Mionth.s sinn-, and picked up by an emlssiiry of 
the Society for the S — pp — ss — n of V — e, who, wip- 
iKwing it might materially assist the privatt? researches 
of that institution, immediately took it to his eni- 
ploytTH, and was rewarded lundMimely for his trouble. 
Siich a treasury of secrets was worth a whole host of 
informers ; and, acconlingly, like the Cupids of the 
pnet (if I may usie so prof.uie a simile), who m fell at 
o<lds about the sweet-bag of a bee,* * tliosu venerable 
MipprfsM>rs almost fought with each other for the 
lionour and delight of first ransacking the Post-l>a<>. 
t'niurkily. however, it turned out, upon examination, 
that the discoveries of profligacy, which it enabled 
them to make, lay chiefly in those upper regions of 
society, which their well-bred regulations forbid them 
to moU'Sl or meddle with. In constXiucnce, they gaincil 
but very few victims by their priie, and, after lying for 
a week or two under Mr II — tch — d's counter, the 
Bag, with its violatetl contents, was sold for a trifle to 
a friend of mine. 

It happened that I had just then been seized with an 
ambition (having never tried the strength of my wing 

' Arlwto, cnnio i*>. 1 Herrlck. 



but in a newspaper) to publish something or other in 
the shape of a book ; and it occurred to me that, the 
pnrsi'nt being sueb a letter-writing era, a few of these 
two-|tenny post epistles, turned into e:iRy verse, would 
be as light and popular a task as I. could )>ossiI)ly 
M-lect ff»r a conmiencement. I did not think it pru- 
dent, however, to gi%e too many letters at first, and, 
accordingly, have been bblige<l (in tirder to eke out a 
sufficient numbirr of pag(») to reprint some of those 
trifles which had alre:idy appeared in the public 
journals. As, in the Imttles of ancient times, the shades 
of the departed were sometimes seen among the com- 
ba Lints, so I thought I might remedy the thinness of 
my ranks, by conjuring up a few dead and for;gotten 
ephemerons to fill them. 

Such are the motives and accidents that led to the 
present publication; and as this is the first time mv 
muse has ever ventureil out of the go-cart of a news- 
paper, though I fecti all a parent's delight at seeing 
little Miss go alone, I am also not without a )»arent's 
anxiety, lest an unlucky fall should be the consequence 
of the experiment; and I need not point out the many 
living in»t;inc(n» there are of Muses that have suffered 
severely in their heads, from taking too early and raiilily 
to their feet, Residew, a book is so very different a tiling 
from a newspap<'rl — in the former, your doggerel, 
without either company or shelter, must stand shivering 
in the raitldle of a bleak white iNige by itself; whereas in 
the latter, it is comforLibly l>acked by advertisements, 
and has sometimes e\en a speech of Mr St— ph — n's, 
or something e«pially warm, for a chauffe-pie, — so that, 
in general, the very reverse of « laudatur et algetn is its 
destiny. 

Ambition, however, nmst run some risks, and I shall 
be very well satisfied if the reception of these few Let- 
ters should have the eff«;ct of simding me to the I'ost- 
Raj; for more. 



PREFACE TO THK FOURTEENTH EDITION. 

BT A rtlEND or THK AUTBOI. 

Im tlie absence of Mr Rrown, who is at present on a 

lour through , I feel mys4-lf calle<l upon, as 

bis friend, to notice certain misconceptions and misre- 
presentations, to which this little volume of Trifles has 
given rise. 

In the first place, it is not true that Mr Rrown has had 
any accomplices in the work. A note, indee<l, which has 
hitherto accompanied bin Paface, may very naturally 
have Uren the origin of such a sup{K>sition ; but that 
note, which was merely the coquetry of an author, I 
have, in the ]iresenl edition, taken upon m\-self to re- 
move, and Mr Rrown nmsc therefore be considered 
(like the mother of that unique pnxluction, the Centaur, 
/Aova xat /A9vov) < as alone responsible for tlic whole 
contents of the volume. 

' Piadir. Pyth. x.— My frimd o»riaIaly eaniiM add OXJX CV SV- 
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In the next place it has been said, that in consequence 
of this graci^css little l>ook, a certain distinguished Per- 
sonage prevailed upon anotlier dtstin|ruishcd Personnge 
to withdraw from the author that notice and kindni^m, 
with which he had ko lon^; and so liberally honoured 
him. There i» not one syllable of truth in this story. 
For the muinianiniity of tUv former of these persons I 
would, indeed, in no cajie anjiwcr too rashly ; hut of the 
conduct of the latttr towards my friend, I have a proud 
gratiBcntion in dcrlarint;, that it has never ceased to l)c 
such an he nuist roineinlHT with indelible (jratitudc; — 
a {;ratitude the more chc<:rfuliy nnd wannly paid, from 
its not bcinjj a debt incurn-il solely on his own account, 
but for kindness shared with .those neanst antl dearent 
to him. 

To the charge of being an Irishman, poor Mr Brow.<« 
phnds guilty ; and I iM-lieve it nuist als<» lMjackn«»wle«lgir<l 
chat he conies of a Uoman (litbolic family: an avowal 
which, I am aw.ire, is <l(visive of hix utter reprobation in 
them's of those exriuwve patenti^^s of ChriKlianity, so 
worthy to have iKfn the followers of a certiin enlight- 
ened Bi»hop, DoMATUS,' who held « thatGtMl is in Africa, 
nnd not elsewt»4rrr.» Rut from all this it does not ni*- 
cessarily follow that Mr Brown is a Papist; andjndeed, 
I have the strongest reason fur Kus])ivting that they 
who say so art? totally mistaken. .Not that 1 presume to 
have ascertiined his opinions upon such subjects; all I 
know of his ortbo<lo\y is, that he has a Proti^tant wife 
and two or three little Protestant children, nn<l that he 
has I>een seen at church every Sunday, for a whole year 
together, listening to the sermons of his truly reverend 

and amiable friend, l)r , and behaving there as 

well and as orderly as most people. 

Tliere are a few more mistakes and falstihootls aliout 
Mr Blown, to which I had intended, witii all be<'oming 
gravity, to advert; but I b<rgin to think the Uisk is alto- 
gether as useless as it is tireitome. Calumnies and mis- 
rcpnaumUitions of this sort arc, like the arguments and 
statements of Dr Duigenan, not at all the lir«s vivacious 
or less serviceable to their fabricators for having been 
refuted and disproved a thousand times over: they are 
Iirought forward again, as good as new, whemr^er ma- 
lice or stupidity is in want of them, and areas useful as 
the old broken lantern, in Fielding's Amelia, wliieh the 
w.itehman alwa\s keeps rea<ly by him, to produce, in 
proof of riot, against his victims. I shall therefore give 
up the fruitless toil 4)f vindieation,and would e%en draw 
my (Nrn over what I have already written, had I not 
promised to furnish the Publisher with a Preface, and 
know not how else I coubi contrive to rke it out. 

I have added two or three more triileN to this edition, 
which I found in the Morning Chronicle, and knew to 
be from the {ten of my friend.' The rest of the volume 
remains^ in its original state. 

jipril 3o, 1814. 



INTERCEPTED LETTERS, 

ETC. 

LETTER I. 

FROM TOE P» — KC — »S CH « OF W S TO TBI 

LADT B — tB — A A— SAL — Y.* 

Mv dear Lidy Bab, you'll 1m» shock'd, I'm afraid. 
When you bear the sad nimpus your jtonies Iiavc made . 
; Since the time of liorxj-cunsuU (now long out of date) 
No nags ever made surh a stir in the St;ite ! 

Lord Kid — n fintt heanl— jind as instantly pray'd he 

To C<mI and bis King — that a Popish young lady 

(For though you've bright eyes, and twelve thousand a 

year. 
It is still but too tnie you're a Papist, my dear) 
Had insidiously sent, by a tall Irish groom. 
Two priest-ridden poni-rs, just lande<l from Rome, 
And so full, little roi^iies, of pfmtifical tricks. 
That the dome of St Paul's was scarce safe from their 

kicks ! 

■ Off at once to papa, in a flurry, he flics — 
For pap.1 alwa>s dot's what these statesmen advise. 
On condition that tlufy'll In\ in turn, so polite 
As in no cast', ^^hate'er to advistr him Coo right-^ 
• « Pretty doin|p» an; here, sir, (be angrily eries, 
i Wbili! by dint of dark i*)'ebrows be strives to look w'is«'>, 
T is a scheme of the Romanists, so help me (lod ! 
To ride o>er your most Uoyal niglini^ n>ugh-«hod — 
■|Fxcuse, sir, my tears, they're from l(»yalty's sourtx' — 
-Ulad entmgh 'twas for Troy to lie sack'd by a Horse, 
IVut for us*to be mined by Ponies, still worst?!* 



. Quick a council is call'd — the whole cabinet sils — 
The ArehbiKho{>s ileelare, frigbten'd out of tli<*ir w it«. 
That if \ile Popish |>onieft should eat at my manger. 
From that awful moment 1I14; Chureh is in danger! 
As, give them but sLibling, and sliortly no stalls 
Will suit their proud stomachs but those of St Paul'^. 

The Doctor, and he, the dirvout man of Ia.*athiT, 
V — ns — tt — I, now laving their saint-heads to(;elher, 
Declan; that these skittish young n-hominations 
Arc cleariv fori'told in chap, vi Revelations — 
Nay, they verily think they could point out the one 
Which the Doctor's friend I>cath was to canter u|»on ! 



I Lot 



^ Bhbop of VMUf Nignr, in th<> fourth rmiary. 

* TIm Tsiplm h«re ■llndMl to, Bad otlieri, mhlth ksve tinoe tp- 
pmrad. will 1m tomnd in tkU Mliikui.— P«Ml«A«r. 

> A aew re«di«( hai brea »a||||Mlctl ia iIm' oridlnat of the Ode of 
Borace, frvelf IrmatUtrd by Lurd Kld— n. In ib« iinr .SUeper 
Syrtoi* Itfr »«tao««,* ii U pro|iOtod, liy n ^rry irifliaR ahrniiloa. 
Ml rMd • Smrttei • in»l«Ml of ■ (iiyncU.> «birk lirinQt ib« Odn, il it 
Mid, aaore homm to tk« nnblo Tranilalor, And uivft a pooallar foron 
•ad apta^u to iberpithrt • rilaoMa." I amrrli throw nat ihi»«mra- 
daiioa for ibo ioaraad, baiagaaabia aiyM-lf todedd" epoa iiiBMritt. 



Lord If — rr — by, hoping that no one imputes 
|To the Court any fancy to p«TNecute bnites, 
|Protests, <m the won! of hinisi:lf and his cronii'S, 

hat had these said creattires bi.vn Asses, nt>t Iconics, 
uhe Court would have started no sf>rt of objection, 
\s Affn were, t/icre, always sure of protection. 

* If the Pr-ne-ss will keep them (says Lord C-stl-r-gli), 
Tq make them quite harmless the only tnie way 
Is (as certain Chief-Justices do with their wives) 
To flog them within half an ineli of their lives — 



* Thl« yoaag Lady, «ho i« a Rnaua Catbolir, ha* iat^iy aadc a 
pmmt of loif hfaatifal pooi^ in the Pr— ar— w . 
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f Aey *rv any had Irish blood lurking about, 

rb» {he knew by experience) would toon draw it out* 

fr — if this br thought cruel — hi* LonUliip proposes 

I The new #>Co-Miaffle to biud down their noses — 

i prvfty conlrtiranrc niade out of old chains, 

K'hirli jppean to indulge, while it doubly restrains; 

irtuch, however high-meltled, their gamesomenen 

rheclu 
idd* hb Lordship humanely), or else breaks their 

seeks'.* 

n.is proposal rereiTed pretty general applause 

FrMB iKp soatesmcn around — and the neck-breaking 

cUnse 
1*1 a vi|;our about it, which soon reconciled 
Fi«« E3d — n hiuMclf to a measure so mild. 
>«> tbe siuftlrs, my dear, were agrved to nem. con., 
\Mi my Lord C — ttl — r — gh, baring so often shone 
Id thefetaerin^ Hoc, is to buckle them on. 

t •hill drive to your door in these Fetos some day, 
Lu!, *t prrarnt, adieu ! — I muAi hurry away 
T. »ri moe my mamma, as I 'm suffcr'd to meet her 
(or ju»t half an hour by the Qu — n's best repeater. 

C E. 



LETTER II. 

I«.>« COLO^KL M'M— H — !« TO O — LD FR — NC — S 
L — CklK, ESQ. 

PiAi Sir, I 've just had time to look 
1aif» vnur Tcrv learned lKM>k,* 
Wbcrirui — as plain as man can speak 
W)to»p Englisli is half modem Gnsck — 
Tou prove that we can ne'er intrench 
Oar happy i»ic* against the French, 
Till RnyaJty in England 's made 
A mnrh more independent trade — 
la fthori. until the House of Guelph 
Ij** Lord* and Commons on the shelf, 
And boldly seU op for itself ! 

All ihat can be vrell understood 
Id ihiA said book, is vastly good : 
. And. as to what 's incomprehensible, 
1 d«re be sworn 't is full as sensible. 

Bat, to your work's immortal civdit, 

Tbr p— ^, good sir,— the P e has read it. 

Thr only book, himself renurks, 

Wkiih he has read since Mrs Clarke's.) 

Lmi k-vrcHOMfm he look'd it through 

Diinag that awful hour or two 

*yf icrave loosorial prrparation, 

Whrh. lo a fond admiring nation, 

Vads forth, announced by trump and drum, 

TW bess-wigg'd P — — e in Christendom ! 

H^ thinks, vrilh yon, the imaginatioii 
f^ fmrtnenkip in legislation 
^jm\d only enter in the noddles 
Of doU and ledger-keeping tviraddles, 
Vhaae beads on firmM are running so, 
TWy even m — I have m King and Co. 



And hence, too, eloquently show forth 
On check* and balances^ and so forth. 

But now, he trusts, we are coming near a 

Better and more royal era ; 

When England's monarch need bat say, 

« Whip mc those scoundrels, C — stl — r — gh !» 

Or — M hang me up those Papists, Eld — n,» 

And 't will be done — ay, faith, and wdl done. 

With view to which, I 've his command 

To beg, sir, from your travell'd hand 

(Round which the foreign graces swarm) 

A plan of radical reform ; 

Cumpilcd and chosen, as best you can. 

In Turkey or at Ispahan, 

And quite upturning, branch and root. 

Lords, Commons, and Burdett to boot ! 

But, pray, wliate'er you may impart, write 
Somewhat more brief than Major C— 'rtwr— ^ht; 

Else, through the 1* c be long in rigging, 

'T would take, at hsist, a fortnight's wigging, — 
Tvko wigs to every paragraph — 
Before he well could get tlirough half. 

You 'II send it, also, speedily — 

As, truth to say, 'twixi you and me. 

His Highness, heated by your work, 

Already thinks himswrlf (irand Turk! 

And you 'd have lau^h'd had you seen how 

Ho scared tJic Cli — nc — r just now. 

When (on hi» I^>r(Uhip's entering puffd) he 

Slapp'd his back and call'd him « Mufti !• 

The tailors, too. have got commands 
To put directly into hands 
All sorts of dulimans and pouches, 
With saAlies, turbans, and pal>ouches 
(While Y — rm — th 's Hkctcliing out a plan 
Of new moustaches a tOttomane), 
And all tilings fitting and expedient 
To Turkifjr our gracious R — g — nt ! 

You therefore have no time to waste — 
So send your system. — 

Your^s, in basic. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
Before I sfrnd this scrawl av^ay, 
I seize a moment, juKt to say 
Tlirre 's sr)me parts of the Turkish system 
So vulgar, 't were as well you niisft'd *em. 
For instance, in Seraglio matters — 
Your Turk, ^^honi girli^th fomlnvsn flatters. 
Would fill his Ilar.im (taMcK-^s ffxill) 
With titlrrin^;, r(-<1-<-lieek'd things from school — 
But herr (,ik in thai fairv-land. 
Where l-o*c and .\gr wml hand in hand;» 

* TW l#«ra^ Colnsfl ■■■■( aiindf kerr lo ■ d(>MTlpli<i« ot tke 
My>t«ri«u« l»li-. in ibr ili«ti>ry ot .Vli(i«lla. St>a of liaaif, «brrr ••ck 
ia«rr»ii>n« ul llir onJrr of nai«r«* arr Miitl to ha«r Ukra |4«ce.— • A 
•rurr of old «omrn, tnd ibr »■■«' bubI^t uf (»ld lara, played Wrs 
aad ib#>rf> ia the nMin, mww at diacK-AirlhiBf. otk<>n at lip-cai or 
at coi-kle«.>— Aad anaia. • Thrr* it aotkiaf, believt m*, Mora an - 
nafiaf ikaa iboaa luvdy wriakln.* Mc. nc~8«a Takt •/ ikt £«•/. 
vol. iii, pp. 61*7, 60S. 
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Where lipt till sixty thed no honey. 
And Grandamt were worth any money) 
Our Sultan has mucli riper notions — 
So, let your list of sft^-promotions 
Include tliose only, plump and mge^ 
Who *re reacb'd tlic rrguiation-a^; 
That is — as near as one can fix 
From Peerage dates — full fifty-six. 

Tliis rule *s for favourites — nothing more — 
For, as to wives, a (irand Signor, 
Thou(;h not decidedly without them ! 
Kccd Dcrer care one curse about them ! 



LETTER III. 

rtoM a. E. TO THE I or T .« 

Wi miss*d you last night at the « hoary old sinner^s,* — 

Who gave us, as usual, Jie cream of good dinners—' 

His soups scientific— his fi*hcs quite prime— 

His piles superb — and his cutlets sublime ! 

In short, 't was the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Stomachic orgasm in my Lord E ci, 

W*ho set-to, to be sure, with miraculous force, 

And exclaim'd, between moutlifuls, « a J/e-cook, of 

course I— 
While you live — (what's there under tliat cover? pray, 

look)— 
While you live— (1 Ml just taste it)— ne'er keep a She- 
cook. 
*T is a sound Salic law— (a small bit of that toast) 
Which ordains tliat a female shall ne'er rule tlie roast ; 
For Cookery 's a secret— (this turtle/s uncommon)— 
Like Masonry, never found out by a woman !• 

The dinner, you know, was in gay celebration 
Of my brilliant triumph and Hunt's condemnation ; 
A compliment, too, to his Lordsliip ll>e J— e 
For his speech to the J— y, and, zounds I who would 

grudge 
Turtle-soup, though it came to five guineas a 1>owl, 
To reward such a loyal and complaisant m>u1? 
We were all in high gig — Roman Punch and Tokay 
Travell'd round, till our heads travell'd just the same 

way,— 
And we caruii not for Juries or Libels — no — dam'me I nor 
Even for the threats of Uftt Sunday's Examiner! 
More good things were eaten tlian said — but Tum 

T— RSB— T 

In quoting Joe Miller, you know, Iisk some merit, 
And, hearing tlie sturdy Justiciary Chief 
Say— saU-d with turtle— « I'll now try the l>ecf*— 
ToMMT wliisper'd him (giving his Lordship a sly hit) 
« I fear 't will be fcmi^-betrf, my Lord, if you try it !•> 

And C — MD — ?f was there, who, that morning had gone 
To fit his new Marquis's coronet on ; 
And tlie dikli set lH>(Foro him — oh dish well-devised ! — 
Was, wliat okl Motlier Glassk calls. « a calf's head sur- 
prised !■ 

The hraiHS were near ; and once they 'd l»ecn fine, 

Bui of late they had lain so long soaking in wine 



That, howerer we adll nuglil m 
Them m fine dish of brains, they 



lU 



talL 



When the dinner was over, we drank, every one 
In a bumper, « the venial delights of Crim. Coo.* 
At which U — D— T with warm reminiscence 
And E— b'e — ■ chuckled to bear himsetif quoced 

Our next round (^ toasts was a fancy quite new. 
For we drank — and you 11 own 't was benevolent tM>— 
To those well-meaning husbands, cits, parsons, or peen. 
Whom we 've any time honour'd by kisatni; their dean: 
This museum of wittols was comical rather ; 
Old H— D— T gave M t, and / gave . 

In short, not a soul till this morning would bodge — 
We were all fun and frolic ! — and nren tlie J — a 
Laid aside, for the time, his juridical fashion. 
And through the whole night was not once iu a. 



I write this in bed, while my whiskers are airing. 
And M— c has a sly dose of jalap preparing 
For poor T— mmt "T- aa— t at breakfast to qoaff- 
Ak I fivl I want something to give me a laugh. 
Anil there 's nothing so good as old T — mitt, kept clo^> 
To his Cornwall acruunis, after taking a doae ! 



LETTER IV. 



FBOX TUI aiGHT HO?f. 



-ra- cE i» — G — n — n to the 



aiGHT BOX. SIB J — EX K — CB— L. 

Last week, dear N — ca — l, nukiqg marry 
At dinner witli our Secretary, 
When all were drunk, or pretty near 
(The time for doing business here), 
S:i\-s he to me, « Sweet Dullv-Bottom 1 
Tlu-se Papist doga — hiccup— od rol *em' 
Dc-tervc to be liespatter^d — hiccup— 
With all tiie dirt even you can pick op: 

But. as the P b— (here 's to him— fill— 

Hip, hip, hurra!) — is trying still 
To humbug them with kind profeasiona. 
And as you deal in strong exprcssiooa^ 
* Rofjftte', — • trailof' — hiccup— and all thai— 
You nnist be muulod, Docroa Pat ! — 
You must indeed — hiccup — that 's fiat* 



DmUin. 



Yen — « HMiuledB was the word, Sia Joem — 
These fools have clapp'd a muule on 
The Imldest moutli that e'er ran o'er 
With ftlavcr of tlie limes (^ yore I—* 
Was it for this that back I went 
As far as LatiTan and Trent, 
To prove that they wlio damn'd us then, 
(highi now, in turn, be damn'd again !—* 
The silent victim still to sit 
Of Ge — TT — a's fire and C — hk — a's wit. 
To hear even noisy M — te — w gabble on. 
Nor mention once the W— e of Babvlon ' 



* This letter, ■• ik« rtmier will ftrttiw^, 
• 4lBB«r, flT«a hj tkr X—— of B— d— (. 



wricwa fbe 4ay sftcr 



I 



' Tkli lrtt»r, nkk-k ooatslMd tnm* very karf ladoMrsa. 
to kave kcra test to Loadoa ky ■ prlvsie kaad, aatf tkaa pM iaio t 
iIm Twofiessy FstiOIEcs, to ••*• trsahlr. >■• tks AppeariU. 

' la •cadioB tkb ibmt ta the pefM, htmw rmt , I 1cm ikat the- \ 
■ Baltic • kat beea tskea off. sad tke Right Boa. Doriar l«t 
agUa. 



THE TWOPENNY POST BAG. 



l3i 



Oh ! 't is too much— who now will be 

Tlie'Nightmui of No-Popery 7 

What Courtier, Saint, or even Bishop, 

Such learned 61th will ever fish upT 

If there among our ranks be one 

To take my place, *t is ihout Sia Join — 

Tliou— who like me, art dubb'd Right Hon. 

Like me, too, art a Lawyer Civil 

That wishes Piipists at ilie devil ! 

To whom then but to thee, my friend. 

Should Patrick* his Port-folio send? 

Take it— 't is thine— his leam*d Port-fbllo, 

With ull itb thcolf^ic olio 

OF Bulls, liulf Irish and half Roman, — 

Of Doctrines now believed by no man— 

Of Councils, held for men's salvation. 

Yet always endin(; in damnation — 

(AVhich shows that since the world's creation, 

Your Priests, whate'er their gentle shamming. 

Have always had a taste for damning) j 

And many more such pious scraps. 

To prove (what we 've long proved perhaps) 

That, mad as Christians used to be 

About the Thirteenth Century, 

There 's lots of Christians to be had 

In this, the Ninctccntli, just as mad ! 

Farewell — I send with this, dear N — CH — L ! 
A rod or two I 've had in pickle 
Wherewith to trim old Gft — tt — n's jacket — 
The rest shall go by Monday's packet. 

P. D. 

Among the Inclosures in 0ie foregoing Letter wtis tfte 
following « UnanswerabU Argwnent agminst the 

Papists. • 

• • • 

Wi 'ri told the ancient Roman nation 
Made use of spittle in lustration.—^ 
(Vide Lactantium ap. Gallanim— ^ 
L e. you need not read butiee'em). 
Xow, Irish Papists (fact surprising!) 
Make use of Kpittic in I>aptising, 
Wliif-h proves tliem all, O'FixMs, O'Faoars, 
Connors, and Toolis, all downright Pagans! 
This fact 's enough — let n(» one tell uk 
To free such sad, salivous fellows — 
No — no — the man baptised with spitde 
llath no trutli in him — not a little! 



LETTER V. 

rtOM TBI COUNTESS DOWAGKR OF C— '-~— TO 
LAJ)T . 

Mt dear Lidy ! I *vc been just sending out 

About five hundred cards for a snug little Rout — 

>. Tkii U a bad aaae for poMry; but D~gFa-~a |» wone.— A« 
Pradeatia* taya, apon a v«rf dlffDreal taliject — 

u>rqaeiar Apollo 
Xoau'sa pemuMa. 
' — — laMmlfbiM aala MliHt 
Eapial. Psaa. 8m. a. 

* I kava takM tke iroabU of 9iMmimlm% ika Doeuir's i> fc ra»oa 
bcfe. aad iad hia^ for oaoa, oorracS. Tba followlas ar« tba word* 
I of bis iadifsaat roftrae Gallcu— • Aawrora aoa vvreaiar MUTaai 
boptif M aPapJada prolaMri, «« apaii ■«■■ ia | Mcsioma ospi- 
aiioso ft Pifsaia Boa a dhriaiJaala 



I (By the bye, you 've seen Rokut? — this moment got 
mine — 
The Mail-Coach Edition > — prodigiously fine!) 
But 1 can't conceive how, in this very cold weather, 
I 'm ever to bring my five hundred togetlicr; 
As, unless the thermometer *s near boiling heat. 
One can never get half of one's hundreds to meet— 
(Apropos — you'd have la ugh 'd to see TowRSiND,latt night. 
Escort to tlicir chair, witli hb staff so polite, 
The • three maiden Miseries,! all in a friglit! 
j Poor Townsknd, like Mkecvrt filling two posta, 
I Supervisor of thieves, and chief-usher of ghosts!) 

But, my dear Lady — — — ! can't you hit on fome 
notion. 
At least for one night to set London in motion ? 
As to having the R— o — irr — thnt show is gone by— 
Besides, I 've rcmark'd that ()»etwcen you and I) 
The Maichisa and he, inconvenient in more wayi. 
Have taken much lately to whispering in door-^ayt; 
Which — considering, you know, dcair, the mc of tlic 

two- 
Makes a block that one's company cannot get through ; 
And d house such as mine is, with door-vrays so tmoll, 
lias no room for such cumbersome love-work at all !— 
(Apropos, though, of lovc-woiii — you've la'ard it, 1 hope 
That Napolion's old Motlier 's to marry the Pops,— 
Wliat a comical pair!) — But, to stick to my Rout, 
'T will be hard if some novelty can't be struck ouL * 
Is there no Algbrink, no Kamchatkan arrived! 
No Plenipo Pacha, three-tail'd and ten-wfvod) 
No Russian, whose dissonant consonant name 
Almost rattles to fmgmcnts the trumpet of fame? 

I remember the time, three or four winters back, 
When — provided their wigs were but decently black— 
A few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight 
That would people one's house for one, night after night. 
But— whether the Ministers paw'd them too much — 
(And you know how they spoil wliatevcr they touch). 
Or, whether I^rd G— rgk (the young man about town) 
lias, by dint of bad poetr>% written them down — 
One has certainly lost one's peninsular rage. 
And tlie only stray Patriot %ccn for an age 
lias Iieen at such places (think how the fit cools) 
As old Mrs V— — «*» or Lord L — v — ap— l's! 

But, in short, my dear, names like WiirrCTtciiT»rop»- 

CHINZOUDROrr 

Arc tlie only things now make an evening go smootJi 

off- 
So, gel me a Russian— till death I 'm )-our diditor— 
If he brings the whole Alphabet, so much the better : 
And — Lord ! if he would hut, in character^ sup 
Off his fisli-oil and candles, he'd quite set me up! 
Ju revoir, my sweet girl — I must leave you in liaster- 
Little GuNTiR has brought me the liqueurs to tislc. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

; By the bye, have you found any frii>nd iliat can construe 
j That Latin account, i' other d.iy, of a Slonster?' 
' If we can't get a Russian, and tiiat tfUng in I^tin 
Be not too improper, I tliink I '11 bring tliai in. 

I 

I ■ See Mr Marray't AdvarilMairBi aboot tba ■ail-CoaA copies of 

Riikahr. 
I * Aliadlftf, I aappaaa. lo iho Laiia Adwrtii w iat of s L«m 71a- 
j tone ia tba Xewapaper* lately. 
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LETTER VI. 

rtkOn ABDAIA4I,* 



IN LONDON, TO 
ISPAU4N. 



MOIAHAII, IN 



WiiLST thou, MoHAtSAN (happy diou!), 
Dost daily bend thy loyal brow 
Before our King— -our Asia's treasure I 
Nutmeg of Comfort! Rose of Pleasure!— 
And bear'st as many kicks and bruises 
As the said Rose and Nutmeg chuses;— 
Thy head still near the bowsirin(>;'s l>orders. 
And but left on till further orders! 
Through London streets, with turban fair, 
And cuftan floating to the air, 
I saunter on — tlie admiration 
Of this sliort-coated population— 
This sew'd-up race — this button'd nation — 
Who, while they boast their laws so free, 
Leave not one Kmb at liberty, 
Rut live, with all their lordly speeches. 
The slares of buttons and tight breeches. 

Tef, tlioogh they thus their knee-pans fetter 

(They *re Christians, and they know no better]' 

In some things they 're a thinking nation — 

And, on Religious Toleration, 

I own I like their notions qnUty 

They are so Persian and so right! 

You know our Sunnitks,' hateful dogs! 

Whom every pious Shuts flogs 

Or longs to flog4— *t is true, they pray 

To God, but in an ill-bred way; 

With neither arms, nor legs, nor focei 

Stuck in their right, canonic places !^ 

'T is true, they worship Au's name — ^ 

Their heaven and ours are just the same — 

(A Persian's heaven ia easily made, 

'Ttt but— black eyes and lemonade). 

Tel — though wc 've tried for centuries back— > 

We can'l persuade tlie stubborn pack. 

By bastinadoes, screws, or nippers, 

To wear tli' establish'd pea-green slippers!? 



Then- only think— tlie libertines! 

They wash their toes— they comb their chins,^ 

With many more such deadly sins! 

And (what 's the worst, though last 1 rank it) 

Believe the Chapter of tlie Blanket I 

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious, 

(Which must, at l>ottom, be seditious; 

As no man living would refuse 

Green slippcrfi, but from treasonous views; 

Nor wash hut toes, but with intent 

To overturn the government!) 

Such is our mild and tolerant way, 

Wc only curse them twice a-day 

(According to a form that 's set). 

And, far from torturing, only let 

All orthodox believers beat 'em, 

And twitch their beards, where'er they meet 'em. 

As to llie rest, they 're free to do 
Whate'er their fancy prompts them to, 
Provided they make nothing of it 
Tow'rds rank or honour, power or profit; 
Which things, we nat' rally expect, 
Belong to us, the Establish'd sect, 
Who disbelieve (the Lord be tliank-ed !) 
Tir aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket. 

The same mild views of Toleration 
Inspire, I And, this button'd nation. 
Whose Papists (full as given to rogue, 
And only Sunnites with a brogue) 
Fare just as well, witli all their fuss, 
As rascal Sunnites do with us. 

The tender Gazi'l I inclose 
Is for my love, my Syrian Rose — 
Take it, when night begins to fall, 
And throw it o'er her motlier's wall. 



GAZEL. 



Remembercst thou the hour we past? 
That hour, the happiest and tlie last! — 
Oil ! not so sweet the Siha thorn 
To summer bees at break of mom, 



I I ksTC nada naay laqnirtet aboot ihU Ptortiaa gaatlMBSn, bat 
aaaot Mtlthctorily aaoaruiia who be l«. From bit aotloa* of R«II- 
(ioa* Liberty. bowoTsr, I ooadode ibai ba it aa iaiporUtioa of Mi- 

altiara ; and be bM arrived Jatt la tine to aMlti ibr P taadXri • • i i i n 

L-ca— ia ibeir a<m Orieaial Plan of Reforoi.-See ibe Mooad of Not half SO SWeet, through dale and dell, 
tb«M Latiert.— Dow Abdatlab's epiitle to Itpabaa fbuad Iti nay iato To camel's ear.t the tinkling bell, 
tbe Twopeaay Pott-Bag it lanre ibaa I caa preteed to aoooant for. 

* ■ C'ati a a boaa^e boaiae,* tald a Tarklib (OTernor of De Ray- 
tar ; ■ c'aat graad doaiauge qa'li toil (Ibr^tira.« 

* Smmmltn aad 8UU»» are tbe two leadlag lecti Iato wblt^ tbe 
Hakoaetaa world U divided : aad ib«y bare goae oa eartlag aad 
peraeeatlag aacb otber, wiiboet aay iaieraittioo, for aboat elevea 
baadrad yeart. Tbe Saaal It ibe atublltbed tect ia Tarfcey, aad the 
aUu Is Paraia ; aad tbe difftraacaa betweea tbea tara cblely apoa 
tkoaa Uaportaat poiau, wblcb oar ploat friead Abdaliab. la ibe traa 
•pirlt of ShIIia Aaoeadaacy. raprobatea la ibli Letter. 

* • Lea Saaaltat, qai Atalaat ooauM let aiboliqaaa da M atabnaa. 
Uaa.a— D'HaaaBLoT. 

> ■ la OMtfadUtlactlOB to tbe Soaalt. wbo la ibeIr prayan cross 
tbair baada oa tbe lower part of tba breatt, tbe Scbiabi drop tbeir 
arm la atral^t Haas : aad at tba Soaalt. at ocruia perlodt of ibe 
prayer, pratt tbeIr fforabaadi oa tbe groaad or carpel, tbe Scbiabt,- 
•tc. etc— FeBttaa't ft y aya. 

* ■ Lea Tares aa d^testaat pas All rMproqaaaMat : aa ooatralra, 
lb la reooaaaitssai,* etc ate— CaAaaii. 

' • Tba Sbliiaa wear graaa sliprara, wUcb tba Saaaiiaa aaasldsr 
as • great aboaiaatloa.*— lAaiti. 



As is the soothing memory 

Of that one prcciotu hour to me! 

IIow can we Uve, so far apart > 
Oh ! why not rather heart to heart. 

United live and die! — 
Like those sweet birds that fly together, 
Witli feather always touching feather, 

Link'd by a hook and eye!' 

> For ibete polau of dlffereact>, at well at for tbe Cbapler 
Blanket, I matt reter tbe reader (ant baviaff ibe book by m») 
cart't Aetoaal of ibe NabooeUD Sertt. 

• Tbit will ap|i««r tiraaga to aa Englitb reader, bat it it li 
traaalated from Abdallab't Pertiaa, aad tbe carioat bird la 
be alladas It tbe Jufmk, of wbirb I Bod ibe foilowiaf mctm 
BlclMidtoa.— A tort of bird tbat it laid lo bate bat ooe wi 
tba oppotlta tide to wbicb tbe auile bat a book aad ibe fei 
riag, so tbat, wbca tbey fly, tbey are fatteaed iofetbar.« 
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LETTER Vn. 

FKOM MESSES L — CK — GT— N AND CO. 
TO — , 1SQ.» 

Pee Post, Sir, we send your MS. — look'd it through- 
Very sorry — but can't undertake — *t would n't do. 
Cle\-er work, Sir! — would get up prodigiously wdl— 
Its only defect is — it never would sell! 
And iliou(>[li Statesmen may (jlory in being unbought. 
In an AutlioTf we tliink, Sir, that 's rather a fault. 

Hard times, Sir, — most books are too dear to be read— - 
Tliou(jh the gold of Good-sense and Wit's small'-change 

are fled, 
Yet the paper we p«iblishers pass, in their stead, 
RiKCH higher each day, and Ct is frightful to think it) 
Not even such names as F — tzg — E — d's can sink it! 
However, Sir — if you *re for trying again. 
And at somewhat that 's vendible— we are your men. 

Since the Chevalier C — ee took to marrying lately, 
The Trade is in want of a TraveiUrr greatly — 
>'o job, Sir, more easy — your Country once plann'd, 
A month almard ship and a fortnight on land 
Puts your (^)uarto of Travels clean out of hand. 

An E.-ut India pamphlet's a thing that would tell — 
And a lick at the Papists is stire to sell well. 
Or — supposing you have nothing original in you — 
Write Parodies, Sir, and such fame it will win you, 
You "11 gel to the blue-stocking Routs of Alb — w — a !* 
(Mind — not lo her dinners — a second hand Muse 
Must n't think of aspiring to mess with the Blues.) 
Or — in c:use nothing else in this world you can do — 
The deuce is in 't, Sir, if you cannot review! 

Should you feel any touch of poetical glow. 

We've a scheme to suggest — Mr Sc — tt, you must know 

(Who we're sorr^' lo say it, now works for Uie Row),^ 

Having quitted the Borders to seek new renown, 

Is coming, by long Quarto stages, to Town; 

And bt^inning with noKKsr (the job's sure to pay) 

Means to do all the (gentlemen's Seats on the way. 

Now, the Scheme is (though none of our hackneys can 

beat him) 
To start a fresh Poet through Highgate to meet Iiim; 
Who, by means of quick proofs — no revises — long 

coaches — 
May do a few Villas before Sc — tt approaches— 
Indeed if our Pegasus be not curst sliabby. 
He'll reach, without found'ring, at least WoBUEib>ABBiT. 

Such, Sir, is our plan — if you Vo up to the freak, 

"Tis a match! and well put you in training, next 

week — 
At present, no more — in reply to this Letter, a 
Line will oblige very much 

YouKs, ct cetera. 
Temple of the Muses. 

' Frooi moiivM of delleacf, tDd, Indeed, ti frilom-fteUmf, I inp- 
prcM ike nine of ibe Aeibnr. wboM njeoied ■Maucript wm In- 
doMd Id thU letter.— See ibe Appeadit. 

' Tkb dladm, I believe, to a carioos correepoadeoee nhirh la Mid 
to lisTe p«Med lately, between Ate— «— a, Ceaatew of 
•—■•—■, end a oerula lafeakMU Parodist. 

» 



LETTER Vm. 

rEOM COLON KI. TH — M — S TO 

, «SQ. 

Comb to ourF£te,i and bring with thee 
Thy newest, l>est embroidery ! 
Come to our Fcbi, and show again 
That pea-green coat, thou pink of men 1 
Which charm'd all eyes that last survey'd it, 
When B— ^ — l's self inquired « who made it?» 
When Cits came wondering from the East, 
And thought thee Poet Ptb, at least! 

Oh ! come — (if haply 't is thy week 
For looking pale) — with paly cheek ; 
Though more we love tliy roseate days. 
When ihe rich rouge-pot pours its blaze 
Full o'er thy face, and, amply spread. 
Tips even thy whisker-tops witli red — 
Like the last tints of dying Day 
That o'er some darkling grove delay ! 

Bring thy best lace, thou gay Philander ' 
(That lace, like II — Ear Al — x — wo — a. 
Too precious to l>e wash'd) — thy rings, 
Thy seals — in short, thy prettiest things ! 
Put all thy wardrobe's glories on. 
And yield, in frogs and fringe, to none 
But the great R — o — t's self alone ! 
Who, by particular desire — 
For that night only, means to hire 
A dress from Romko C — tes, Esquire — 
Something between ('twere sin lo hack it) 
The Romeo robe and Hobby jacket? 
Hail, first of Actors!* best of R — o — ts! 
Born for each other's fond allq^iance ! 
Both gay Lotharios — both good dressers — 
Of Serious Farce both learned Professors — 
Both circled round, for use or show. 
With cocks'-combs, wheresoe'er the^ go ! 

Thou know'st the time, thou mun of lore ! 
It Likes to chalk a ball-room floor— 
Thou know'st the time, too, well-a-day ! 
It takes to dance that chalk away. ^ 
The Ball-room opens — far and nigh 
Comets and suns beneath us lie; 
O'er snowy moons and stars we walk, 
And the floor seems a sky of chalk ! 
But soon shall fade the bright deceit, 
When many a maid, witli busy feet 

' ThU Letter ladoted a Card for tbe Grand F^ oa the Slk^ of 
Febraary. 

* Onen la, Melpoiaene, Mmel 
Naacenten plmeido Immitu, vlderi*, etc — Borwi. 

Tbe Man, apon wboai tbon bast dniga'd to look fnnay, 
Tboa great Tragii: Mase ! at the boar of hit birib — 

Let them tay what ibey will, that '• the raaa for mjr noaey, 
Gire olhon thy tear«, bat let ew bare thy alrtb ! 

The auertloa that follows, however, ii not verlfled in the Insuaoa 
before as. 

Illaai 



non eqnns Implger 



Cmrm darrt Aekalro. 
* To those who neither go to balls aor read the Moraiag Post, I 
nay he aeoetMry to BMatloa that the floors of Ball-rooBM, ia feaa 
ral, are dwlkad, for safety and for oroaaent, with varioas fhncifal 
derioes. 
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That sparkle in the Lustre's ray, 

O'er Che white path shall bound and play 

Like Nymphs along the Milky Way !— 

At crery step a star is fled. 

And suns grow dim beneath their tread! 

So pasKih life — (thus Sc— tt would write, 

And spinsters ruad him witli delight)— 

Houn are not feet, yet hours trip on, 

Time is not chalk, yet time's soon gone !' 

But, hang this long digressive flight! 
I meant to say, thou 'It see, that night, 
What falsdiood rankles in their hearts. 
Who say the P 1 neglects the arts- 
Neglects the arts ! — no St o ! no ; 

Thy Cupids answer n't is not m>;» 
And every floor, that night, shall tcU 
How quick tliou dauhcst, and how vnAl ! 
Shine as thou may'st in French vermilion. 
Thou *rt best beneath a French cotillion ; 
And still comest off, whate'cr thy faults, 
With fying colours in a Waltz! 
Nor need'st thou mourn the transient date 
To thy best works assign'd hy Fate — 
While some clie£»-d'oeuvrc live to weary one, 
Thine boast a short life and a merry one; 
Their hour of glory past and gone 
With « Molly, put the kettle on !• 

But, bless my soul ! 1 'vc scarce a leaf 
Of paper left — so, must be brief. 

This festive F^te, in fact, will be 
Tlie former Filet fae-simiU ;* 
Tlie same long Masquerade of Rooms, 
Trick'd in such different, quaint costumes, 
(These, P— it — ■, arc thy glorious works !) 
You *d swear Egyptians, Moors, and Turks, 
Bearing Good-Taste some deadly malice. 
Had clubb'd to raise a Pic-Nic Palace ; 
And each, to make the oglio pleasant. 
Had sent a State-Room as a present;— 
The iAtacfautMuib and girandoles— 
The same gold Asses, ^ pretty souls! 
Tliat, in this rich and classic dome. 
Appear so perfectly at bcune ! 
The same bright river 'mongst the dishes. 
But nof — ah ! not the same dear fishes- 
Late hours and claret kill'd tlic old ones I 
So, 'stead of silver and of gold ones 
(It being rallier liard to raise 
Fisli of that specie now-a-days). 
Some sprau have been, by Y — bx — tb's wish. 
Promoted into Siher Fish, 
And Gudgeons (so V — ns — tt— t told 
Tlie R— 0— t) arc as good as Gold I 

So, pr'ythee, come — our Fete will be 

But half a F6te, if wanting thee! J. T. 



APPENDIX. 

LtTTBE IV, Page i3o. 

Amok* tlic papers incloMd in Dr D— «— h^vIi 
Letter, there is an Heroic Episde in Latin verw, from 
Pope Joan to her Lover, of which, as it is rather a cari- 
ous document, I shall venture to give some account 
This female Pontiff was a native of Eogtand (or, ae- 
coiding to others, of Germany), who, at an eariy a^t, 
disguiied herself in male attire, and followed her lover, 
a young ecclesiastic, to Alliens, where slie studi<xl with 
such effect, tliat upon lier arrival at Rome she wn 
thought worthy of being raised to tlie Pontificate. 
Tliis EpisUe is addresiod to licr Lover (wIhmu slie had 
elevated to the dignity of Cardinal), soon after the fatal 
accouehement, by which lier Fallibility was betiuyed. 

She begins by reminding him very tenderiy ol thi 
time when they were in Atliens — when 

« By Uissus' stream 
We whispering walk'd along, and leam'd to speak 
Tlie teudcrost feelings in the purest Greek ; 
Ah ! then how little did we think or hope, 
Deaiest of men ! tliat 1 should e'er be Pops ! ' 
Tliat I — llie humble Joan— whoMj houue-wife art 
Seeni'd just enough to keep tliy house and lieart 
(And those, alas! at sixes and at sevens), 
Should soon keep all the keys of all tlie Heavens!* 

Still less (she continues to say) could lliey have fore 
seen, that such a catastrophe as had happened in Coun 
cil would befdl tliem— tliat slie 

« Should thus surprixe the Conclave's grave decorum 

And let a little Pope pop out before 'eui— 

Pope Innocent! alas, the only one 

That name sliould ever have been fix'd upon!" 

She then very patlielically laments the downCal c 
her greatness, and cnunienites tlie various treasures t 
which slie is dooiii'd to bid farewell for ever. 

« But oh ! more dear, more precious ten times over- 
Farewell, my I^rd, my Cardinal, my Ixjvfr! 
I made thee Cardinal — thou niadcst me — ah! 
Thou madest the Papa» of the Worid— Mamma !» 

t I have not time now to translate any more of th 
^pistle; but I presume the argument which tlic Rigl 
"Ion. Doctor and his friends mean to deduce from it, 
in tlieir usual convinring strain) that Romanists mu 
unworthy of Emancipation now^ because they \u 
Petticoat Pope in llie Ninth Ccnuiry— Nothing ca 
HS more logically clear, and 1 find that Horace lu 
ctly tlic same views upon the subject : 




Jlomanus (elieu postcri, ncgabitis!) 
Emancipatus FocMiNm 
Fert vallum! — 



' nssrli trs M>t flini, f •! llaM art rvai, 
Bssru ar* not ttMl. yet tttfel U bent. 

Afler nil, Wtrerer. Mr 8c— » owy witll m; to the Colonel (end. In- 
deed, to aincli better wnfi then tbe l.oloael). ^xov /AOifitiTOxi 

>'*-C-.ri-i-n H e will e»klbH n complete /«w/«//*. In re- ', u«l,0|*mied n|K)n the iauinoi of ike CerdinaU-* Xon t1 nJi^ 

•peelto iBlcflor omnment. to wbat It did nt the Uet F*ie. Tbe mhm . eed OMtwditer, oanina la m conTerw de*iderio, qa« Mint Una 
evteadid df«per1es.> etc, Hemlnf fm. I entle enni arte*, UteaiM in hac qBan«|BaHi ! • 

• Tbe HlHKllnr* on tbs W s'e mm table wet* In tbe fJMm of t • ThU i« an anarhronUm. for it waa not till tbe elewnib «eaii 

na Ah witb pnnnlen. j tbsi the BiJio|» of Itoine took tbe tlUe of Pnpn, or tnh 



BpaahelB attriboiet thr naenliaity with wbirk Jean waaHerti 
'; tottet innate and irreiiitible rbnm by wkich ker ms. tkooBh 
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Lima Vn. Paye i33. 

The Manuscript which I found in the Booksdler't 
I^ietier, is a Mclo-Drama, in two Acts, entitkd «Tai 
BooK,»> of which tlie Theatres, of course, liad liad the 
refusal, hcforc it was presented to Menrs. L — ck — n^- 
t — n and Co. — This rejected Drama, however, possesses 
considerable int^rii, and I shall take the liberty of laying 
a sketch of it before my Readers. 

The first Act opens in a rcry awful manner: — Ttate, 
three o'clock in the mominf; — Scgnt, the Bourbon 

Chamber* in C— rlt— n House — Enter the P 1 

K — c — T solus. — After a few broken sentences, he thus 
exclaims: 

Away— away — 
Thou haunt'st my fancy so, thou devilish Book I 
I meet tliee — trace thee, whercsoe'er I look. 
I sec tliy damned ink in Eld — n's brows-— 
I see thy /oof fCfl/y on my H— htp — d's Spouse— 
V — MS — tt's head rerals tliy leathern case. 
And all tliy hlank-lenves stare from R — d — I's fnre! 
>Vhile, tuniiiit; here \laying hi$ hand on hit heaH\t 1 

find, ah wrutched elf ! 
Thy List of dire Errata in myself. 

[ffalks the stage in considemUe agitation.] 
Oh Roman Punch! oh potent Curacoa! 
Oh Mareik'hino ! Marcschino, oh ! 
Dulif'iouK drams I whv have yim not tlie art 

m 

To kill tliis gnawing Book-worm in my heart? 

He is here interrupted in his Soliloquy by perreivini; 
some Mrril)ble<l fragments of paper on tliu ground, 
which he collerlx, and • by the hght of two magnifirvni 
r.mdeiabras- diMrovers the following unconnectixl words 
— a ITi/lr negleetfd» — « the Booki* — « Wrong Measures* 
— « the Queen» — « Mr Lambert* — « the R — c — t.i» 

Ha ! treason in my House! — Curst words, that wither 
My princely s<»ul [shaking the papers vioUntiy], what 

Demon brought you hither? 
• Mywifel' — "the B*Mik,' tool — stay — a nearer look — 

[Holding tlie fragments closer to the Candelabras] 
Ala*! too plain, D, double O, K, BuoK — 
Ikeath and destruction ! 

He here rini;s nil the bells, and a whole legion of 
Valets enter— A wene of cursing and swearing (very 
much in the German style) ensues, in the course of 
which messengers are dispatched, in different direc- 
tions, for the L — so Ca — ric— ll — a, the D — s of 
C — a — L — D. etc. etc. — The intermediate time is fill(*d 
up by another soliloquy, at the conclusion of whirh 
the aforwmid IVrM)nages rush on alarmeil — the D— i 
with his stavft only half-laeed, and the Ca — nc — llor 
with his 1ft ig thrown hastily over an old red night-cap, 

' Tk«rt> nu • mytieriitM Bmik, !■ the i6lh Oatary. which rm- 
ploynl all ih« aaslout rariMlty of ihe learacd of thai day— ETiry 
oaa ipokr of it : oiaay wrote ai^iDtt ll, thoogh ll don sot Mpyt^t 
that aay hody had tif*t ma It ; aad iadwd Croilai b of Ofiiaioa that 
•o taih booh rvrr oiUimI. It wa« eatltled • Libar da iribas loipoA- 
torihat.* (S«.>«> Mnrhof. (^p. d« Llhrii daaiaalU.) — Oar oioir mo- 
dffra oiyilrry of ■ tb« Book ■ r^teaihlet ibU la aaay particalan ; 
aad, if ihp aaahcr of f<awy^n enploynl la drawla|f It ap Im> ■latrHl 
oarVffwtJy, s •iighl alie ratio* af tha litla iaio • m trlbaa laiportoribaa- 
woald prodaoa a cuiacidaaoe aliofBihar vary reaarhablff. 

' The Chaaiber, I tai-poaa. whkhwat prepared far the recppiioa 
of iha ■earlioas at the Ini Graad hU, aad whick was orBsaeaicd 
(aH • flsr iha dallvtrsMa af Barsps •) wiih^fcaftdb^pf. 



■ to maintain the becoming splendour of hia office.*' 
The R— G— T pitxluces the appalling fragmenla, upon 
which the Ch — nc — u. — a breaks out into esclamations 
of loyalty and tenderness, and relates the following por- 
tentous dream : — 

T is scarcely two hours aince 

I had a fearful dream of thee, my P 1 ! — 

Blethought I lieard thee, midst a courtly crowd. 
Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud, 
« Worship my whiskers !*->[werf»f] not a knee was 

there 
But bent and worsliipp'd tlie Illustrious Pair 
Tliat curPd in conscious majesty I \puUs out his hand^ 

kerchief] — while cries 
Of • Whiskers! whiskers!* sliook the echoing skies !— 
Just in that glorious hour, metltought, there came, 
With looks of injured pride, a Princely Dame, 
And a yoimg maiden clinging to her side. 
As if she feared some tyrant would divide 
The h<nirts that nature and affection tied ! 
The Matron came — within her right hand glow'd 
A radiant torch ; while from her left a load 
Of papers hung — [wipes his eyes] — collected inherveil-* 
The venal e\i<lencc, the slanderous tale. 
The wounding hint, the current lies that pass 
From Post to ( oMrter, forni'd the motley mass; 
Which, with disdain, l>efore the Throne slie tlirows,) 
And lights the Pile lieneaih lliv Princely nose. 

[freeps] 
Heavens, how it blazed ! — I'd ask no livelier fiic 
[wiUi nnimationJTo roast a Papist by, my gracious Sire! — 
But ah! the Evidence — [weept again]} mourn'd to see — 
Cast, as it'burn'd, a deadly light on thee! 
And Tales anti Hints their random sparkles flung, 
And liixs'd and crackled like an old maid's tongue; 
While Post and Tourter, faithful to their fame, 
Made up in stink for what they lack'd in tlamc! 
When, lo, ye (lods!— the fire, ascending brisker. 
Now singe's one, now hghts the other whisker— 
Ah ! wIhtc WitH ilu'U tiM Sylph id, that unftu-ls 
Her fairy Mandard in defence uf curls? 
Tlinme, Wliinkers, Wi|;, s<Hin vanibh'd into smoke, 
The watchman cried ■ past One,* and — I awoke. 

Here his fjordship weeps more profusely than ever, 
and the R — c — t (who has lieen very much agifciied 
during the recital of the dnsim), uy a niovoinent as 
characteristic as that of Charles XII when he was shot, 
claps his hands to his whiskers to feel if all be really 
safe. A Privy Council is held — all the Servants, etc. are 
etamincd, and it appears that a Tailor, who had come 
to measure the B — g — t for a Dress (vihich lakes three 
whole piiges of the Itest superfine clinquant in descril>- 
ing), was the only person '»lio had licen in the Bourbon 
t^hanilKT during the day. It is, accordingly, deieniiined 
lo seiie the Tailor, and llie Council lireaks up with a 
unanimous resolution to lie vigorous. 

Tlie commencement of the Siwond Act turns chiefly 
upon the Trial and Imprisonment of two Brctlhers — but 
as this forms tlie MnJer plot of the Drama, I sliall content 
myself witli extracting from it the folUiwing speech, 

1 > To aasble the iadlvldaal, who holds the ollra of Chaaosllsr, 
ta BalatslB h fa beooaiaf aplaadoar.* (llmdfaayi.) 

lanf Ckuln^jtrt Sfctei epea lAe VtM Pfcaawffsi^f BIM. 



1 36 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



which is addreaaed to the two brothen, u lb«y « exeant 
sererally* to Prison : 

Go to your prisons — though tlic air of Spring 

No mountain coolness lo your cheeks shall bring ; 

Though summer flowers sli.ill pass unseen away, 

And all your portion of the glorious day 

Maybe some solitary beam that falh, 

At mom or ctc, upon your dreary walls — 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if awe<1, 

To tell how jpiy tin; y«»ung world laughs abroad! 

Ye! go — for though t», as blessetl as the air 

Of spring or summer tlowerK, await you there ; 

Tlioughts, such as lie, who feasts his courtly crew 

In rich conservatories, never knew I 

Pure self-esteem — the smiles that light within — 

The Zeal, whose circling charities begin 

With the few loved-ones Heaven has placeil it near, 

Nor ceaM!, till all mankind are in its sphere! — 

The Pritle, that suffers without vaunt or plea, 

And the fresh Spirit, that can warble free, 

Through pri«on-bars, its hymn to Liberty! 

The scene next changi-s to a Tailors Work-shop, and 
a foncifully-arrangetl group of lh«'se Artists is di«i:overo<l 
u|>on the Shop-lKNinl — Their ta»k evidently of a royal 
nature, from the prnfusion of gold-lari;, frogs, etc. that 
lie about — They all rise and come forward, while one 
of ihcm sings the following Stanzas, to the tune of 
• Derry Down.* 

My brave brother Tailors, come, straighten your knees, 
For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up .it e.ise. 

While 1 King of our V e (and a fig for his niilers), 

Tlie Shop-board's delight ! the >la>c<-nas of Tailors! 
Derrv* down, down, down derrv down. 

Some monarrhs take roundabout w.ivk into note. 
But His sliort cut to f.ime is — the rut of hi» coat; 
Philip's Son thought the woild was too small for his 

Soul, 
While our R — 6 — t *s findfc room in a laced button-hole ! 

IKTrvdowij, etc. 



Look tlirou^i all Europe's King*— at least, 

go loose- 
Not a King of them all's such a friend lo the Geoc 
So, God keep him increasing in size and renown, 
StUl the fattest and best-fitted P— s about town ! 

Deny dofwn, cie. 



During the * Derry down« of this last Yene, a ■•■ 
sengcr from the S — c — t — y of S — — e • Office mba 
on, and the singer (who, luckily for the effect of v 
scene, is the very Tailor suspected of the mrrtcmo 
fragments) is interrupted in the midst of his Undarf 
exertions, and hurrieil away, to the no small sw^ 
and consternation of his comrades. Tlic Plot novk*> 
tens rapidly in its development — the manageincBiK 
the Tailor's ex.imination is highly skilful, and iheiLaa 
which lie is made to betray is natural without hca: 
ludicrous. The explanation, too, which he finallrpid 
is not more simple than satisfactory, h appears iHi: 
the said fragments formed part of a self'-exoulpiiorr 
note, which he had intended to send to Colond 

M*M N upon suhjvcts purely profiesAionai, and iV 

corruS|>onding bits (which still lie Juckilv in his pot-kd 
bt- ing produced, and skilfully laid beside the others^ tbc 
following billet-doux is the satisfactory result of tbor 
juxta-position : 

Ilonour'd Colonel — my Win, who *s tlie QrEEX of a" 

slatterns, 
Negi.rcted to put up THE RooK of ncw Patterns. 
She Mint the WRo!iG McAsrsBS too — shanicfiillvwronir— 
They* n; the s line used For |K>orMrLii SI BEiT.wlii'DVoun-'. 
Ihit, Itlirss you ! they would n't go halF round the R-«— r. 
So, hope you'll excuse yours till death, iiiosi obedirni. 

This fully explains the whole mystery — ihc R — c— r 
resumes his wonteil smihrs, and the drama tenninaii-s 
as usual, to the satisfaction of all parties. 



attit dfuttgr ifamtlsi in ^ati»* 



l.f I<^(;i;i ili-lla Miub li«ni rkbieiIi>no che una yenona oiurb^Yata 
non %Ia Kdiuiiiia |cr Duue Ja ddo cbe !• cub<>i.¥ aial|;radu il tuo 
lrair*iinirato. C4«Tii.LiosB. 



PREFACE. 



Iif what manner the following epistles came into my 
hands, it is not necess.iry for the puhlir lo know. It 
will be seen by Mr Fl'Dgk's Seronil Letter, that he is one 
of thoM> gentlemen who««' Secret Services in Irel.md, 

under the mild ministry of my Lord (I oa, have 

bren so amply and grati/fiilly rcmunerate<i. Like his 
friend and ass<H*iate, TnoWAS Rey.'voliks V^q., hi* h.id 
retired U|>on the r<*wjnl of his honest indiiMry; hut h.is 
lately lM-<.-n induced to appear again in active life, anil 
superintend the training of that IMalorian Cohort^ 



which Lord S— dv — rn, in his wisdom and benero- 
lence, has o^};aniz(^d. 

Whether 3Ir Fidgk, himself, has yet made any di»- 
coreriiis, diK-s not appear from the fbllowin|; pagt>; — 
but much uuiy Iw expi-cted from a person of his seal and 
s.igarity, and, indeed, lo him, Ixird S — dm— th, and 
the Greenland-lK>und ships, the eyes of all lovers of 
discoveries are now most anxiously direcietl. 

I regret that I have Ixren ohli(;ed lo omit Mr Bos 
Fcdge's Third Letter, concluding the adventures of his 
Day, with the Dinner, Opera, etc. etc. — but, in conse- 
quence of some remarks ^>oii Marinette's ihin ilrapery, 
which, it was thought, might give offence to certain 
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•aiiini; peraont, the inanuwrript was teDl back 
fitr liM rL-viftiun, nntl had nol ruCunied when 
•kfin-f «M put In prvM. 

I n«*l, I hf»pc, Im thoii(;ht pmumptuoiu, if I lake 
fnrfuDiiy of romplaiiiiiii; of a very •erious in- 
1 lia«r MiffmHl fnini the public. Dr King wrote 
■* III |in»vt> that BiciiTLKr > wa» not the author of 
N»i>k,- and a tiimiliir alnurdity has been asserteil 
in jliU4i»l all ihv luitl infurimxl liti.Tary circles. 
It- naiiMT of tlie rv-il author staring them in the 
cv h.i«tf yet p«Tsis(iil in attributing; my works to 
■npU:; .iiitl the faiiir uf the Twopenny l*ost-Ba(; — 
il is — h.iiing hovrred doubtfully over various 
. has at List settk-d u|>on the brad of a certain 
ntli'nrtn, who wears it, I underst:ind, as com- 
V t^ if it .irtu^illy lielon|;ed to him ; witliout 
•' li<>ni>»ty of avowini;, vtith his own hivonrite 
(he will eTCUse the pun) 



'•nU .idil, that if any l<idy or (jentlem.in, curious 

iii.itk-rh, will Like tlie Imuble of callin); at my 

». ?4''< IVc.idilly, I shall have the honour of at^ 

ilieui, in propria prrsonoy that I am — his, or 

ViTv obedient and V4rr>- humble servant, 

TliOSL\S DROWN, THE YOUNGER. 

/, ir, 1818. 
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LKTFER I. 

*U Mlii aiDDT PL'UOK TO MISS DOKOTMT— — , 
op LLON^KILTT, l.H lllELWnU. 

Amiens. 
kkrll, while the tiils of our horsex an* plaiting, 
friink« lyini; tm, and Pa|M, at the door, 
r\ tviil I'nrDch w, as usual, traiMlating 
: r;-ti*h ri'^olve not to give u sou more, 
•All tn write you a line — only think ! — 
■ fri>m Krtmx-, with French p«*iis and French ink, 
-:i,;litful! though, would you believe it, my du:ir .' 
«•>- II uolhing yet vrrjr wonderful here; 
trnturr. no sentiment, far as we 'vr come, 

rfirn-firhU and trees ijuite as dull aK at home; 
■r ft*r tlie posl-l»oy, his boots and bis queue, 
1 jtut i« wril U> at (Ilnnsikilty with you ! 
I. at ftcs^ftiVi. d'ui I take frnm my trunk 
«inr fr4itiw,ST»si,anil fall reading • The Monk !• 
I did 1 think of hii charming dead .\sm, 
ro nnher the cnii»l aini the wallet — alas! 
nkft ran Ih.> bad now for love or for money 
in^:, Ta kjys to that inti«lel Bojiky] ; 
bnoffh one little Ned«ly we saw in our drive 

rUiMcal Nampool, llie beast was alive! 

bye, lh«nijh, at Calais, Papa iiad a toui'h 
aanrc on ibe pier, which affected me much. 



At the sight of that spot, where our darling ******* 
Set the first of his own dtaur legitimate feet* 
(Modell'd out so exactly, and — God bless the mark ! — 
'T is a foot, Uolly, wortliy so Grand a ll'**\iie). 
He exclaim'd • Oh mon R** !■ and, with tear-dropping eye, 
Stood to gaze on the spot — wliile some Jacobin, nigh, 
Muttor'd out witli a slirug (what an insolent thing !) 
k Ma fbi, hcl>c right — 't isde Engliidiman's K**g ; 
And dat gros pied de cochon — beg:U', me vil say, 
Dat de foot look mosli better, if tum'd loder way.* 
There's the pillar, too — Fxird ! I had nearly forgot — 
What a charming idea ! — rai8l^d close to the spot; 
The mode Iieing now (us you 've heard, 1 suppose) 
To build tombs over legs,' and raise pilkirs to toes. 

Tliis is all that 's occurr'd sentimental as )'ct; 
Excejit, indeed, some little Uower-nymphs we 're met, 
Who disturb one's roniimce with pecuniary views. 
Flinging tlowers in your path, and then liawling forsout! 
And some pic turesquc lieggars, whow; multitiKlcs seem 
To recal the gootl da^s of the <incu*n reyimte^ 
All as ra({gul and briftk, you 'II Im* happy to learn, 
And as thin, as the)* were in tlie time of dear Sriam. 

Our p:irty consists, in a neat Cilais job. 

Of Papa and myself, Mr Cojixoh and Bob. 

You rcmemlN'r how sheepish Boa look'd at Kilrandy, 

But I^ird rite's quite altcr'il — they've inadehimalkiiidTi 

A thing, you know, uliiskerd, ga'at-<roated, and Uced, 

Like an liour-glaM, exceedingly small in the waist : 

Quite a new sort of creatures unknown yirt toscholan, 

Willi heads so iiiiiiioviMbly Muck iu shirt-collars. 

That Meiils like our niiisii*-sloolssoon must bir found tiiem. 

To twirl, when ilie creatures may wbh to look round 

them ! 
In ftliort, dear, ■ a l)andy« describes what I mean, 
And Bos 'b far the Uist of the genus I 've seen : 
.\n improving young man, fond of learning, ambitious. 
And goes now to I^aris to study Fn'nch dishes, 
Wli(tS(> names— ibink,how quick ! — he already knows pat, 
./ In brai\e petitt patet^ and — what d'ye call that 
Tlic\' inllict on |Ktlal<M-s .' oh ! maitre d'hotel — 
I assure you, dear Dolly, he knows lliera as well 
A» if nothing but these all his life he had ate, 
Tliougb a bit <if tbeiii Bosbt has never touch'd yet; 
But just knows tlie naiiM* of Fn>nch dishes and cooks. 
As dear Pa knows the titli's of authors and books. 

As to Pa, what d'ye think 7 — niiml it 's all ciifre nout, 
Bui you know , love, I never kvc\t secrets from you — 
Why be 's wriiing a liook — wlut '. a tale? a romance? 
No, ye Gods, would il were'. — but his Travels in Franor; 
At the ftpi.vial dciiire (be U;l out t' other day) 
Of liih friend and his piilnm, my Loni C— stl — a — cm, 
Who said, ■ My dear FuDtik • I forget tJi' exact 

wonls. 
And, irsMraii|;e, no one eviT lunu'nibcrs my Lord's; 
But'l w-ahMiiiiuihiiig tOK.iy, that, as all niunt allow, 
\ good orilKithix work is much wanting jii^t now. 
To ct)Miiiiid 10 the wurid the new — tliiiigumnrie — 

seitriiiv, 
Found oul by the — whar»»-ilii-n.imc— Holy A"***cr, 

• To oPMM-aorair tbf> InJiaiior ">* ■* fVxia EbcUb4. Ik* 

inprPMiuB of hit fiiot » aarkrtl o« ibr pkr at tjiUit. aads pillar 
Wllk SD iDMTi|i«KM nimcd Ofif«»il« to ikc ■po*. 

* Ct^ii U jaubeile, etc. ri.-. 
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^nd prore to mankind that their rigbta are but felly, 
n^ Their freedom a joke (which it u, you know, Dollt) ; 

• There 's none,* said hit Lordship, • if / may be judge, 
^ ^Ilalfso fit for this great undertaking as Fudck! I 

The matter '• soon settled — Pa flies to the Bow 
(Tliejlrst stage your tourists now usually go). 
Settles all for his quarto — advertisements, praises — 
Starts post from tlie door, with his tablets — French 
phrases — 

• Scott's Visit,* of course — in short, every thing he has 
An author can want, except w^ords and ideas : — 
And, lo ! the first thing in the spring of the year, 
Is Pbil. Fudob at ilic front of a Quarto, my dear ! 

But, bless me, my paper 's ncAT out, so I 'd better 
Draw fast to a close : — this exceeding long letter 
You owe to a dijedner h la FoutxhtHe^ 
Which BoBBT would have, and is hard at it yet. — 
What's next? oh, tlie tutor, the last of the party, 
Young Goif NO! : — they say he 's so like Bon"**ti, 
His nose and his chin, — which Papa rather dreads. 
As tlie B*****NS, you know, are suppressing all heads 
That resemble old Nap's, and who knows but their 1h>- 

nours 
May tliink, in their fright, of suppressing poor Connoi's? 
Au reste (as we say), the young lad '» well enough. 
Only talks much of Athens, Rome, virtue, and stuff; 
A third cousin of ours, by the way — poor as Job 

(Though of royal descent by the side of Momma), 
And for charity made private tutor to Bob— 

Enire notu, too, a Papbt — how liberal of Pa ! 

This is all, dear, — forgive me for breaking off thus; 
But Bob's dejedner's done, and Papa 's in a fuss. 

B. F. 
P.S. 
liow provoking of Pa ! he will not let me stop 
Just to run in and rummage some milliner's sliop ; 
And my d^bui in Paris, I blush to think on it, 
Must now, Doll, be made in a hi(L*ous low bonnet. 
But Paris, dear Paris — oh, there will be joy, 
And romance, and high bonnets, and Madame le Rot!' 



LETTER II. 

PaOM PHIL. rUDGI, ESQ. TO THE LOKD VISCOUNT 

C n. 

Paris. 
At length, my Lord, I have the bliss 
y ' To date to you a line from this 
( > DemoraliiEed' metropolis; 
^ •^K'here, by plebeians low and scurvy. 
The throne was tum'd quite topsy-turvy. 
And Kingship, tumbled from its seat, 
• Stood prostrate* at the people's foet; 
Where (still to use your I^ordsliip's tropes) 
The level of obedience slopes 
Upward and downward, as the stream 
.^Of hjdra foction kicks the beam /> 

' A oel«bnied ■■Btvs-awlwr ia Paris. 

> Tki* exoelleat iaiUluM of tha noble Lord's uyle ihcmt how 
deeply .Mr Fadga Bi««t bate tladied bit great orif iaai. Iriih ora- 
1017, ladaed, aboaadt with tach •lartlios pecaliaritiftt. Thai the 
etoqaeBt CoaB.eUor B— ~, ia deicribiaf mme hypocriticml pre- 
teoder to charity. Mid— He pat hit hud la hi« breechea-pos^i, 
like a erooodile. aad.- etc elo. 



Where the poor palace changes 

Quicker than a snake its skin. 
And ***** is rolled out on castors 

While ***'*'» borne on shoulders in : 
But where, in every change, no doubt. 

One special good your Lordship traces, — 
That 't is the Kings alone turn out. 

The Minivers still keep ibeir places. 

How oft, dear Viscount C as, 

I 've thought of thee upon the way. 
As in my job (what place could be 
More apt to wake a tliought of tliec?) 
Or, oftuner far, when gravely sitting 
Upon my dickey (as is fitting 
For him who writes a Tour, that lus 
May more of men and manners see), 
I 've thought of thcc and of thy glories. 
Thou guest of Kings, and King of Tories ! 
Reflecting how thy fame has grown 

And spread, lieyond man's usual share. 
At home, abroad, till thou art known. 

Like Major Semple, every where ! 
.\nd marvelling with what {Kiwcrs of breath 
Your Lord»hip, having speecli'd lo death 
Some hundreds of vour fellow-men. 
Next spcech'd to Sovereigns' ears, — and when 
All sovereigns else were do/ed, at lost 
Spcech'd down tlie SovcTcignt of Belfast. 
Oh ! 'mid the praisos and the trophies 
Thou gain'fct from Tklorosophs and Sophis, 
'.Mid all the tributes to thy fame, 

There 's one ihou shouldst t>o cliiefly pleased at— 
That In'Iand gives her snuff thy name, 

And C Gu's the thing now sneeicd at I 



But hold, my pen I — a truce to praising — 

Though even your Loixlship will allow 
The ihcine's tenipt;ttions are amazing; 

But time and ink run short, and now 
{\n thou wouldst say, my guide and teacher 

In tliese gay mclaphoric fringes), 
I nmst embark into the feature 

On which this letter rliicfly hinges; — ' 
My Book, the Book that is to prove — 
And will, so help ye Sprites above. 
That sit un clntids, as grave as judges. 
Watching the labours of the Fudges ! — 
ff^ill prove that all the world, at present, 
Is in a state extremely pleasant: 
That Europe — thanks to royal swords 

And bayonets, and the Duke commanding — - 
Enjoys a peace which, like the l..ord's, 

Passeth all human undersLinding : 
That F**'ce prefers her go-cart '*** 

To such a coward scamp as ***** — 
Though round, with each a leading-string. 

There standeth many a R*y*I crony, 

' The title of the c-hlef laaQUtrate of Brlfast. before whoa 1 
Lordihip (with th<i ■ ktadiaai imauiou loqupodi - aiiribatcd by 0< 
to that (hatteriag aad rapacioai clou of birds, ihp|iifs) dplifei 
•aadry ioafj aod Mlf^aiolatory uratioat, oa hi* rHura rro«a t 
CoBliacat. it was at oae of ilu«e Irish dinaert that bit gallaat b 
tht>r Lord S. propo»ed the health of ■ The best cavalry ofitvr ia 1 
ro. e— theilegeot!* 

' VortatiiB froBi oae of the aoLli; Vlscoual's spi^cchcs— ■ .iad av 
Sir, 1 ■Ml eabarh iaio the faatare oa which this queeUoa c^ii 
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jH \efi there lonfj-f^nty ; 
I. too, ihe more her debts, 

• ^prndft, ibe richer roU : 
Insh, f.rau-fu\ naUon ' 

• when hv ffcee n'ifjn'd over, 
e^ for iheir flapiMation, 
K did h«r loTcr'.* 
. U-ft for Kuttua'K lunch, 
»ide-board tnuQ rrpote* ; 
11 > '» .!«» pIi>;iM.-(l as Piincli, 
I My « on a \ti^\ of row* !» 
MiRii; fvw million mtuh, 
\\ Iiv conlrart, hleM the clod«! 

•kir.in|;l<.tl — S|uniard», PoIuk, 
i«-liiiii-ii — 't would n't niaku »uch odds, 

{mmmIIv royal ou(» 
ihfir virrL-d tlintnet; 
nit emhroidrrs gaily, 
lU lii)% ntlmi* daily; 
rffi In Ein|M.'ror Sa!«dt 
(l.r^r and futlf Dandy ; 
GK the K — G — T (who 'd forget 
if I'M i-hicft.iin of the set?) 
with.il for trinketft new, 
ntt^. ;%fUT Chinene modeU, 
•*'r» whrn* Ihikc IIo and Soo 
■If- an*! nine limes knock their noddles! — 
, l^hiirto '11 prove — much more 
|i» i-^iT |»ro\ed bi'fore — 
<f, with the Post I *11 vie, 
•■ Courier sliall nuppW, 
— ** — T. P — LI my iieniie, 
•wert l^inl, my eloquence ! 

i. p-mn' d by 6ts and staru, 
\'* Imrk or Bobby's sliouldtir 
i\ L'lnl, a youth of part*, 
!(:« to b>* a small place-holder), 
U 1 s ly 't that sliould n't say — 
f:o4id ; and, bv llic way, 
I ln»m It — only one — 
% sftiric, ami 1 've done. 

Y-fint. Went, afti-r snack. 

jfiiiilril of Sc Denny; 

ilir kings of agi« back, 

i«r ilie old cuocierge a |>cnny ! 

ij«i v.-r iUuims, much famed, 't is said, 

(! ku>fs% and gingerbread.) 

1 the lomb where lay, so stately, 

*t^n huriod lately, 

h iikI puiaaant. we were told, 

ihr twcnty-^uur hours old !^ 

tbou|;ht 1. ye jacobins; 

A. trembk? in your skinit ! 

but agnl a day, 

Mh-h high and pui«ant sway, 

ott« hand its power would fix. 

tl and wieg'd,4 at fifty-siK?* 

I, six c^;v3t ilorptftts /3x7</>;i>. 

Homer. OHyss. 3. 

ik«i Ml tW <bMb : • lt<> h w f «t pahMaie PriacMM, 
a Wmh ami krcaJib la ikis foviniU af Raraliy; wkich 



The argument 's qnitc new, yoa lae, 
And proves eiactly Q. E. D.— 
So, now, with duty to the R— g— t, 

I am, dear Lord, 

Your mott obedient. 



P.P. 



HoUlBrHeuU^ Rue Rivoli. 

Neat lodgings— ratlicr dear for me ; 
But Uiddy said slie tliouglit 't would look 
Gentceler thus to date my book. 
And Biddy 's right— besides, it curries 
Some ^Tour with our friends at Hurray's, 
Who scorn what any man can say, 
Tliat dates from Rue St ilonore. ' 



LETFER III. 



^ 



raOM ME BOB rOOOl to KI€M4ED , DQ. 

O Dice ! you may Ulk of your writing and reading. 
Your logic and Greek, but there 's nothing like feeding; 
And this is the place for it, Dicky, you dog, 
Of all pbces on earth— the head quarters of prog. 
Talk of England,— her famed Magna CharU, I swear, is 
A humbug, a Ham, to the Carte« at old Very's; 
And as for your Juries — who wouM not set o*er 'em. 
A jury of tasti-rs,* with woodcocks before 'em! 
Give Cartwright his parliamirnts frejJi every year- 
Rut those friends of short rommom would never do here; 
And let Romilly spisik as he will on the question, 
So dij»est of law 's like the laws of digestion ! 

By the bye, Dick, / fatten, but n'imporle for that, 
T is the mode — your legitimat.-s alwa%-s get fat; 

There's the R— o— T, there's , and B'li'y tried too. 

But, tliough somewhat imp^'rial in )>aunch, 't wouldn't do: 
He improvi'd, indeed, much in this point when he wed, 
But he ne'er grew right r'y'Uy fat iit lAe head, 

Dick, Dick, what a place i* this Paris'.— but sLiy— 
As my raptures may l>ore you, 1 '11 just sketch a d.i\. 
As we pa» it, myself .ind souu* c<niiradcs I 've got. 
All thorough-bred GnosticSf who know wliat is what. 

After dreaming some hours of the land of Cocaigne,* 
That Elysium of all that wfriand and nice, 

WlK're for hail they have bons-hons^ and claret for rain, 
And the skaitecK in winter ftliow off on creaw-ice; 

Where so ready all nature its cookery yields, 

.Yfocaroni au parmesan grows in the fields; 
; Little binls fly about with the true pheaKint taint. 

And the geese are all born with a liver complaint !* 

rvaladi ■• of wluit Pflav Myt. Id •pMkiagorTrajaa'sBrMlqMii- 
lic* :_. ouaae loa(|i* ttut^me Princl\trm Mtraiaal ?> 

< Sw ibr^anrriy Review for >•). iSiC. mhrtf MrOobkoM* h 
srraMd of hKTiaQ wrltMa kit book > la ■ back •ttrrei of lh« Frcack 
rapiul.' 

> Tke 1>III of Farv.— V^, • wHl-kaowa Rntaaraicar. 

I Xr Bob allaJM partiralarlj. I pmaBV. lo ibe faaoa* Jar^ Dr- 
|{a«Utmr. wkivb aanl toauvaMe at lb* BmH of M. Gilaod do U 
RryaU>r«. aad of wbick tki* aoilfva AnkMlraiaa katfhra sa ac- 
coaat ia kit Alnaaacb Jn GoaroMad*. riaiiaWae aaa^. p- 7!. 

4 Tb« fairy-Jaad nt rookrry aad ft.mrmmm.tltr . • Pajrt, o* U 1 M aC 
frr let viaadft tnaiet cailrt. ri o4. cnaiM* o« park, let aluaalMt 
toaheat tnutf* rolin. Da Laiia, cni|acfe.*— Dti-BAT. 

* Tbr procMs by mhltk tbr linn- of lk« aafbrlaaato gawa it rar 
j laripid. la ordrr to prodacv ibai rirb««t of all daiaiira, iba/*i# graf, 
\ of wbicb tack reaowanl H>«' •>« ■m'* ** S«ni»l>Mrg aad ToaloM*. 
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I rite — puc on neck-doth — tciff, (ighf as can 
For, a lad who goet into the worid, Dick, like me, 
Shoukl have hit neck lied op, yoa know— there • no 

dnuht of it — 
AlmoM a.% lif;hc a* some Iad< who go otU of'xt, 
With whiAkfTH well oil'd, and with hoot* that «hold up 
Th«! mirmr to naturR» — m) hri{;ht ynu could tup 
Off llin Ifnilier like rliina; wiili coal, too, that draws 
On the tailor, wlio suffers a iiiarlyr'h applauMe! — 
Willi liffad hriillifl iii>, likt* a fnur-in-liand leader. 
And Mavs — di.-vil '» in ilicm— loo tifjlit for a feeder, 
I Html to the old Cafe Hardy, wliit-li yet 
Real* ihr field at a dejeuner a la fonrthrtlr. 
There, Dirk, what a hrenkf jM !— oh, not like your |;lio«t 
Of a hrir.ikfaiit in En(;land, your eur»l lea ami laiHt; 
Rut a Mde-hoard, you dof;, where nnc\ eye roves al>out, 
IJke a Turk's in the Harain. and thence 4in|>le4 out 
ihienpdul of lark% just to tune up the throat, 
i'hics small limhs of chickens, done en papillote^ 
One's eniditir cutlets dre<>t all w.ivs hut plain. 
Or one's kidm-ys — imagine, Dirk — done with chani- 

pa(;ne! 
Then some t;laf«cs of Benune^ to dilute — or. mayhap, 
Ckambertin,* wliirli. you know \ ilie jM.-t tipple of Nap, 
And which Dad, hy llie hy, tliat li-fjilimak; Mirkler, 
Jfneh scruples to taste, hut / 'm not no partic'br. — 
Your coffee comes neit, hy prevrription ; and then, 

Dick, 's 
Ihe coffee's ne'er-failin(;and (glorious appendix — 
If books had but such, my old (jrccLin. depend on 't, 
1 'd swallow eren W — t%. — ji's , for soke of the end 

on 't; — 
A neat glass of parfnit-amour^ which one sips 
Just as if liottled relvei' tipp'd over one'n lips'. 
This n?pasl being ended, and paid for — 'how odd '. 
Till a man 's used to paying there 's something io 

queer in *t^ — 
The sun now well out. and tlu> girU all abroad. 

And the world enough air'd for us. Noli*, to appear in 't. 
We lounge up the Boulevards, where — ok Dick, the 

phiitrs. 
Tlie turn-<tuls. wr mcrl— what a nation of quines! 
lliTP loddh'^i along huuo (»ld tiguri: of fun. 
With i\ C(»al vou uii{;lit d.ite Anno Di>niini One; 
A lariil hat. vmrelrtl »t(K>king». and — noble old soul ! — 
A line liMmn and croM in his I test hullon-holc, 
JiiM Mirh a* our Pa — i, who nor r\>.)»>tn nor fun dreads, 
Intlii'ts. wulioul even a C4-Mirl-m.irti.tl. on huudreds.^ 
Here (niw a gritrtte, with a fond. n>t;ui«h e\-e 
(Halher ratable things these grisettes by the by) ; 
.Viul thi-n' an old demoUelle, aluuK^t as fond. 
In a silk that h.M slixxl since the time uf the Fronde. 
TlM'n* gocn a Fn'nch dan«ly — ah. Dick ! unlike some ones 
We 'vc M>en alioui White's — the Mounseers are but rum 

ones; 
Such hats '.—lit Por monkeys — I 'd bark Mrs Draper 
To cut neater weather-l>o.inls out of brown pa|>cr : 

It that drKTihril >■ Ikf C»un GMtntmiimkfmt :—» Od d^Uae l'«»to- 
■•r iln »ict : od aiurkr^aiaiip cri aDiaaaf aax r^aeu d'aae ch*- 
■!■#«>. M oa In •oarril dcraDt l« fr*. La oaptiTiif rt la rkalrar 
da«M«t k cpt volaillet uur aaladie b^patiqu*. qai fait {oafler tear 
bi«,« Me. p. s«i6. 

I The AiTocriie «Idv of 5spoIe(w. 

* IVfMrr em iomiriltt. 

* It «a« Mid hy Wirt|aHlnri, Mor* ikaa • kondrrd yean afn, ■ l.4> 
Tm\ d'.lagleirrrr hit •«■! plat dr ckrvalifr* qae toat In aalm KoI< 
dv la Chrfticai^ paacahle.— Wkai woald lie tay bow ? 



And coati— how I wish, if it noald b'c 

They *d club fior old B— M— i., from CaUis,. lo ^^m 

The cellar slicks out from the nerk anck a 

That \-ou 'd swear 't «u the plan of i 
nation. 
To leave there behind ihaa a song little place 

For the head to drop inio, on decapitalioa \ 
In short, whai with mountebanks. r*Mi»n*^ and 
Some mummen by trade, and the rest ainaleiu»-> 
What vith captains in new jockev'^Hiola and c3k 
breeches. 

Old dustnv-n with swinfpi^ gnat oprra-lials. 
And klioebbrks reclining by slaruea in niches. 

There nev er was seen such a race of Jack Sprais. 

From the Boulerards — hut hearken! — tcs — as 1 '■ i 

winner. 
The clock is just striking the half-hour for dinner . 
So no more at present — short lime for adoroii^ — 
My day must be finisli'd some other fine morain;. 
Now, he\- for old Beaurilliers*' larder, mr bov ! 
And, once there, if the goddess of beautv and jov 
Were to wTiie « (^ome and kiss me, dear Bob !• I 'd a>4 

budge — 
Not a step, Dick, as sure as my name is 

R. FrncK. 



LETTER IV. 



rtOX PIELIll COKJIOt TO 



« RrrrK!« !»— no, never, while the withering hand 
Of bigot power is on that liapless land ; 
While for the faith my fathers hekl to God, 
Even in the fields where free tliose fathere trade, 
I am proscribed, and— like the spot left bare 
In Israel's halls, to tell the proud and fair 

Amidst tlH:ir mirth that slavery had been thetv ' 

'>n all I love — home, parenu. friends. — I trace 
Tlie mournful mark of bondage and disgrace ! 
No : — let fAem st^iy, who in iheir country's pai^ 
See nought but food for factions and harangue*: 
Who yearly knrel before their master's doors. 
And hawk their wrongs as be|;gars do their sores; 
Still let yonr 3- • • • 

•'■■•• « 

Still hope and suffer, all who can! — but I, 
Who durst not hope, and cannot bear, must flv. 
Rut whither?— >ev(Ty wliere the scourge pmrsuea ■ 
Turn where he will, the wn.>tclied wandenr views. 
In the bright, broken hopes of all his race, 
Otunileu reflexions of ihe oppressor's face! 
Kvery wiieiv galKint hearts, and spirits true, 

' Are served up victims to tlie vile aixKfew; 

: While F/"*", ever\-where — the general foe 
Of inith and freedom, wheresoe'er lliey glow- 
Is first, when tyrants strike, to aid the blow ! 

O E*"'*'I could such poor revenge atone 

For wrongs iliat well might claim the «i<^i<|ifti ont\ 

■ A celebrated Rettaanuear. 
I ' ■ Tbey awd lo leave a yard aqaare of iW wall of iW 
i pla»iered. oa whick ihey write, ia large Irtlara, •llker fW 

lioeiad lerae of Ike Fulaitl (if I fotnpi ikre. O Jcrmiaiea.- «ir.} m 
ikf wnrd»— 'TWaeaMryor iiiedn4^iIoa.'« Lft/ ShJemm. 

■ I IwveikoashiiipeadcattooBii mmw parts of Xr PkdlM Co*- 
Bor't leiter. Be b evideaily aa ialeaapefaie yeaaf i 
MCJMMi iitik hit ooaalaa. ikc Fad«»s to vary I 
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Were it a Tcngeanee, sweet enough to sate 

The wretch who flies from thy intolerant hate, 

To hear h'w curses, on such barbarous sway, 

Kchoed where'er he hends his cheerless way; 

(lould t/iii content him, every lip he meets 

Teems for his vengeance witli such poisonous sweets; 

Were f/ii5 hiA luxury, never is lliy name 

Pn)nounoi>d, hut he dnili banquet on tliy shame; 

Hears nidlcdiciions rin|; from every side 

Upon that ({r.iKpin^ power, tliat selfish pride, 

Which vaunts its own, and scorns all rights beside ; 

That low and desperate envy which, to blast 

A ncit^libdur's blcssin^^s, risks the few tliou hast; — 

Tliat monxter, self, too |;ross to be conceal'd. 

Which e\-er lurks behind thy proffer'd shield ; 

That faith li*!» craft, which, in thy hour of need, 

(Un court the slave, can swear he-«hall 1>e freed, 

Yet basely Hpums him, when thy point is ^in'd. 

Back to his masters, ready (^{{gd and chained ! 

Worthy associate of lluit band of kin|;s, | 

That royal, ravening (lock, whose vampire win(pt / 

O'er ftliK.'pin{; Kumpe treacherously brood. 

And fan her into dreams of promised (jood, 

<)f hope, of fr<r<Mlom — but to dm in her blood ! 

if thus to hear thee branded be a bliss 

That vcn^^eance loves, there's yet more sweet llian ibis,- 

Tliat 'twaxan Irish head, an Irish heart. 

Made thee the fallen and LimJHh'd thinf; tliou art; 

That, as the Centaur ' (jave the infected vest. 

In which he died, to rack his confiuen>rs breast, 

Wi; m;nt thee (i ca : — as heaps of dead 

Havi> slain their slayers by the IK'S! they spread. 
So hath our land breathetl out — thy fame to dim. 
Thy Hlrength to wante, and rot thee, soul and limb — 

Her worst infections all condensed in him ! 

• « « • • • 

'When will the world shake off such yokes! oh when 
Will that nMle(!min(; day shine out on men, 
That Rliall lieliold them rise, ercut and fn?e 
Ak lii^ven and Mature meant mankind should l>c! 
When Reason shall no lont;er blindly bow 
To the vile pa{;od thin^^s, that o'er her broW, 
Like liim of Ja);hemaut, drive trampling now; 
Nor conquest dare to desolate God's earth; 
Nor dmnken Victory, with a Nero's mirth. 
Strike her lewd harp amidst a people's f;roans;— 
But, built on love, the world's es:dte<l thrones 
Shall to the virtuous and the wise be given — 
Tliose bright, ihrjse sole le{;itimatcs of Heaven ! 

ffhen will this be; — or, oh! is it in truth. 

But one of those sweet day-break dreams of youth. 

In which the Soul, as round her mominf* sprinp.s, 

Twivt sleep and waking, sees such dazzling things! 

And must the hope, as v:iin as it is bright. 

Re all given up? — and are tfiey only right. 

Who s.-iy this world of thinking souls was made 

To be by kin^pi partition^, truck'd, and weigh'd 

In scales thjit, ever since the world begun. 

Have counted millions but as dust to one? 

Are they the only wise, wlio laugh to scorn 

Tiie ri{;hts, tlie freedom to which man was bom? 

I ll««hr« et nn«.-«lMM loroi 
Urit laM yt 



Ilk. ill* victor visdtnr.— SflMT. Butut. OKf< 



.. 



Who 









Who, proud to kiss each separate rod of power. 
Bless, while ho reigns, the minion of the hour; 
Worship each would-be God, tliat o'er tliem moves. 
And take the thundering of his brass for Jove's! 
If this be wisdom, then ferewell, my books. 
Farewell, ye slirines of old, ye classic brooks, 
Wliicli fed my soul with currents, pure and fair, 
Of living tnith, that now must sLigiiate tliere! — 
Instead of themes that touch the lyre with light. 
Instead of Greece, and her immortal fight 
For liberty, which (Uice awaked my strings, 
Welcome the Grand Conspinicy of Kings, 
The High L*git**ateA, the Holy Band, 
WMio, l>older even tliau he of Sp:irta's land. 
Against whole millions, panting to be free. 
Would guanl the pass of right-line tyranny! 
Instead of him, the Atheni:m bard, whose blade 
ILid stood the onset which his pen pourtray'd, 
Welcome .... 

. • • • 

And, 'stead of Aristides — woe the day 

Such names should mingle I — welcome C gh ! 

Here break we off; at this unluillow'd name. 
Like priests of old, when words ill-omeu'd came. 
My next shall tell thee, bitterly sliall tell, 
Thoughuthal . . . • • 

Thoughts that — could patience hold — 'twere wiser far 
To leave still hid and burning where they are ! 



LETTER V. 

rtOM MISS BIDDT FL'DGI TO MISS DOtOTHT . 

What a lime since I wrote! — I 'm a sad naughty girl- 
Though, like a tec-lotitm, I 'm all in a twiri, 
Yet even (as you wittily say) a tee-totum 
Itt:tween all its twirls gives a fetter ti> note *em. 
But, Lonl, such a place! and then, Dolly, my dresses. 
My |;owns, so divine! — therti's no language expresses, 
Except just the two words « su|>erl>e,M ■ magnifique," 
The irinmiings of that which I had home last week ! 
It is call'd— I forijei — a la — something, which sounded 
Like aUeampane — but, in truth, I 'ra confounded 
And l>other'd my de:ir, 'Iwixt that troublesome boy's 
(Bob's) coukery lanipiaf^, and Madame 1^ Rofs: 
Wlial with fillets of roses, and fillets of veal. 
Things garni with lace, and things garni with ed. 
One's hair and one's cutlets both en papillote. 
And a ihousimd more things 1 sliall ne'er have by rote, 
1 can sc^irce tell the difference, at least as to phrase. 
Between U-ef a In Pxyclus and curls d la braise.-— 
But, in short dear, I'm trick'd out quite d lafranqaise. 
With my bonnet — »(i beautiful I — high up and poking. 
Like things tliat are put to keep chimney's from smoking. 

Where shall I begin with tlie endless delights 
Of this Eden of milliners, monkeys, and sights — 
This dear busy place, where there's nothing transaclin(;, 
But dressing and dinnerinj;, dancing and acting! 

Imprimis, the Opera — mercy, my cars! 
Brother Bobby's remark t'other night was a Inie one; 
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« Tlin must be the iniuic,» said he, « of Uie spears^ 
for I 'm curat if each note of it does n't run through 
^ one!" 

/ Pa says (and you know, lore, his book 's to makeont 
^ J^ was tlie Jacobins brouffht erery mischief about) 
Tliat this passion for roaring has come in of lale. 
Since the ral»ble all tried for a voice in the State. 
What a frightful idea, one's mind to o'erwhelm 1 
What a chorus, dear Dolly, would soon be let looae 
of it! 
If, when of age, every man in the realm 

Had a voice like old Lais, ' and chose to make cue 
of it! 
No — never was known in this riotous spliere 
Such a breach of the peace as tlieir singing, my dear. 
So bad too you 'd swear that the God of both arts. 

Of Music and Physic, liad taken a frolic 
For setting a loud fit of Asthma in parts, 
And composing a fine rumbling base to a cholic ! 

But, the dancing — ah pariei mot. Doily, de t^a — 
There, indeed, is a treat that charms all hut I'apa. 
Such bduty — such grace — oh ye sylphs of romance! 

Fly, fly to Titania, and ask her if she has 
One light-footed nymph in her train, lliat can dance 

Like divine Rignttini and sweet Fanny Bias! 
Fanny Bias in Flora — dear creature ! — you 'd swear, 
When her delicate feet in the dance twinkle round. 
That lier steps are of light, that her home is the air, 

And she only par complaisance touches the ground. 
And when Rigottini in Psyche dishevels 

Uer black flowing hair, and by daemons is driven, 
Oh! who does not envy those rude little devils, 

That hold Iter and hug her, and keep her from 
Heaven 7 
Then, the music — so softly its cadences die, 
So divinely— oh, Dolly I between yon and I, 
It 's as well for my peace that there 's nobody nigh 
To make love to me then— jou *ve a soul, and can judge 
What a crisis 'twould be for your friend Biddy Fudge! 

The next place (which Bobby has near lost his heart in) 
They call it the play-house I think— of Saint Martin ; ' 
Ouite cliarming— and very religious — what folly 
To say that tlie French are not pious, dear Dolly, 
When here one beholds so comurily and rightly, 
The Testament tum'd into raelo-drameA nighdy; 
And doubtless, so fond they're of scriptural facts, 
They will soon get the Pentateuch up in five acts. 
Here Daniel, in pantomime, ^ bids bold defiance 
To Nehuchadnrixar and all his stuffd lions. 
While pretty young Israelites dance round the Prophet, 
In very thin clothing, and but litde of it;— 



* Tka 0I46M. MMI oekbnMd, aad mmi aolty of ibe tiafmri at tlw 

* Tka TkMue dr la Porta Si Martin. «bicb was bail! «ben ibe 
Opeta-Uoate la tb« PalaU Royal «b4 baroMi down, la 1781.— A frw 
daysafkar ibli drtwlfal Srr, wbi.-b latUti mtn iban a w«rli, and In 
wbkh Mveral parMHU perUbed. ibe Paritiaa eUfmmtai displayed 
iaaw eoloared draMM, • ivalear fea de TOpt^ra \'—Umlnmrt, tHriotf- 
l4* db PmHt. 

* A pleoa Tpry popular last yMr, called • DanlH. oa la Poaseaax 
Lloas.i Tbe Mlowins *ee— will sIto an Mm ot Uw daring sablim- 
llyof tbawt scriptaral pantomlniM. • Schu 30.— La fouruaiu- lit^ 
*i*Bt ■■ berreaa da nuafrs atari's, an load datiur-l est an gronp*' do 
a—l M pl** laaineax, et an ailiiev * Jeherab ' aa rraire d'an rerde 
de n^Ma brillans, qnl asMMi k pHbMM* de I'£iotmI.i 



Here B^grand, > who shines in this scripuinil path 
As the lovely Susanna, without even a relic 

Of drapery round her, comes out of the bath 

In a manner that. Bob says, it quite is Ette-mngetU! 

But, in short, dear, 'twould take me a montli to recite 
All the exquisite places we 're at, day and night; 
And, besides, ere I finish, I think you'll be glad 
Just to hear one delightful adventure I *vc had. 

Last night, at the Boaujon, ' a place where — I doubt 
If I well can describe — tliere are cars, that set out 
From a lighted pavilion, high up in the air. 
And rattle you down, Doll — you hardly know where. 
These vehicles, mind me, in which you go through 
This delightfully dangerous journey, hold (ivo. 
Some cavalier asks, with humility, whether 

You '11 venture down with him — you smile — 't ia a 
match ; 
In an instant you're seated, and down both together 

Go, tliiindering, as if you went post to old Scratch ! ^ 
Well, it was but last niglit, as I stood and remark'd 
On the looks and odd ways of the girls who embark'd, 
The impatience of some for the perilous flight. 
The forced giggle of othcre, 'twixt pleasure and fright. 
That there came up — imagine, dear Doll, if you can — 
A fine sallow, sublime, sort of Werter-faced man. 
With musLichios tliat gave (wliat we read of so oft) 
The dear Corsair expression, half Kivage, lialf soft. 
As Hya'nas in love may be fancied to look, or 
A something between Abebrd and old Bliicher! 
Up he came, Doll, to me, and uncovering his head, 
(Rather bald, but so warlike !) in bad Englisli said, 
* Ah ! my dear— if Ma'mselle vil be so very good — 
Just for von liule courM;» — though 1 scarce under^Aood 
Whul he wish'd me to do, I Siiid, thank him 1 would. 
Off we set — and, though 'faith, dear, I lurdly knew 
whether 

My head or my heels were the uppermost then. 
For 'twas like heaven and earth, Dolly, coming toge- 
ther,— 

Yet, spite of the dan(^, we dared it again. 
And oh ! as I g:ued on the features and air 

Of the man, who for mc all this peril defied, 
I could fancy almost he and I were a pair 

Of unhappy young lovers, who thus side by side. 
Were talking instead of rope, pistol, or dagger, a 

Desperate dasli down the falls of Niagara! 

This achieved, dirough the gardens 4 we sauniefd 
aliout 
Saw the fire-works, ezclaim'd « magnifique !» at each 
cnicker. 
And when 't was all o'er, the dear man saw us out 
With the air, I wiU say, of a prince, to oarjluen. 



' Xadanie B^yiand, a finaly-foi med woman, wbo acU In 
and tbe Eldrrs,* ■ L'Aaonr at la Folia,- etr. otc 

■ Tbe Promrnades A^ leaara. or Frrat-b Xonntalns.— Sr« • dp- 
scripilon of tbis singalar and bntaatk place of aaasaaMat, la a 
paapblet, truly wortby uf it, by P. F. Cottervl, MMedn, Doclaar d» 
la Facnlip de Paris, etr. etc 

* According to Dr (lottorel. ibe cars go at tbe rata of forty^i^ 
mile* an boar. 

* in tbe <:nf^ attacked to tbeae gardens tbare arc lo be (as DrOa^ 
lerel iafurms as) ■ dou/e n^rrs, tr^s-alrrtes, qui rontrasiemnt. par 
IVhenn dr leor ppaa aver la lelnt de lis vt de roars de n s Mlrs. Lm 
glaocs et les sorbets srrvis par ane main bien noire, fatn davanis^ 
resaortir I'albAite det bras arroodls da ocHea-cL*- P. u. 
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Now, b«ar me — ihk tCranf^ar— it may be mere folly — 
Rut who do you think we all Uiink it ia, Dolly! 
Why, b\eM you, no les» than the u;rcat King of Prussia, 
Who's here now lAcog.* — be, who made tach a fuss, 

you 
Benieinber, in London, witli Bluchcr and Platoff, 
When Sill was near kissing old Blucher's craTat off! 
Va snyy, he s rome liere to look after liis money 
(Xol Likin(; thin}^ now as he used under Boney), 
Whioh suitR wiih our friend, for Bob saw him, be swore, 
Looking aUary to the silrer receiired at the door. 
Bosidt^, too, they say that his grief for his Queen 
(Which was plain in this swt^t fellow's face to be seen) 
lVc(|uii-is such a stimulant dose as this car is, 
L'kciI three tim(« a day with young ladies in Paris. 
Somo Doctor, indeed, has declared that such grief 
Should — unlen 'twould to utter despairing its folly 

push — 
Fly to the Beaiijon, and there seek relief 

By rattling, as Bob says, « like sliot through a holly- 

huKli.w 

I miut now hid adieu— only think, Dolly, think 

If thix should be the King— I have scarce slept a wink 

With imagining how it will sound in the pafkers, 

And how all the Misses my good luck will grudge, 
AYIicn they read that (>>unl Ruppin, to drire away va- 
pours, 

lias gone down the Beaujon with Miss Biddy Fudge. 

Nota f'ene. — Papa's almost certain 't is he — 
For he knows the L'git*'ate cut, and could see, 
In ihf way ho wrnt |>oising, and managed to tower 
So erect in the car, tlie true Balance of Power. 



LETTER VI. 

rtOM PIIL. riTDCR, ESQ. TO HIS aiOTBEK TIM 
rUDCE, LSQ. lABKlSTEa AT MJkW. 

Yoi'BS of the 12th received ju»t now — 

Thanks for the hint, my trusty brotlier! 
T is truly pleasing to sec how 

We Fudjii-s Htaiid by one anollier. 
But nwer fear — I know my chap, 
And he knov^'s me, too — verhum sap. 
My LonI and I are kindred spirits. 
Like in our ways as two youtig ferrets; 
Both fafthion'd, as that supple race is. 
To twist into all sort of places;— 
Creatures lengthy, lean, and hungering. 
Fond of bl<KKl and frurrow-mongcring. N 

As to my Book in 91, 

Cdl'd u Down with Kings, or. Who'd have thought it?i> 
Blefts you, the Book 's long dead and {[one, — 

Not even th' Attoniey General bought it. 
And, though some few seditious tricks 
I play'd in 95 and 6, 
Ah you reriaind me in your letter. 
His lordship likes me all the better; 
We, proselytes, that come with news fall. 
Arc, as lie says, so vastly useful ! 

> nu XaJ««iy. who was at Paris oadar ika tfavelliBf mtme of Coaat 
Rappio. U kaowa 10 hara |oae <Wwb iha Ba a aj g " vary fraqaaatly. 



Reynolds and 1 — (you know Tom Reynolds — 

Drinks his claret, keeps his chaise — 
Lucky the dog tliat first unkennds 

Traitors and Luddites now-a-<lay8; 
Or who can hdp to bag a few, 

When S— D tb wants a death or two); 

Reynolds and I, and some few more. 

All men like us of information. 
Friends, whom his Lordship keeps in storc^ 

As un Jer-saviours of the nation — ■ 
Have form'd a Club this season, where 
llift Lordship sometimes takes the chair. 
And gives us many a bright oration 
In praise of our sublime vocation ; 
Tracing it up to great King Midas, 
Wlio though in foble typified as 
A royal Ass, by grace divine 
And right of ears, most asinine, 
Was yet no more, in fact historical. 

Than an exceeding well-bred tyrant; 
And these, his ears, but allegorical. 

Meaning Informers, kei»t at high rent — ' 
Gt.-mmcn, who touch'd tlie Treasury glisteners. 
Like UK, for Iteing tnisty listeners; 
And picking up each taL' and fragment. 
For royal Midas's green l>ag meant. 
■ And whcrifore,* said tliis l>est of Peers, 
• Should not the R — g — t too have ears,) 
To reach as far, as long, and wide as 
Those of his model, good King Midas I* 
This speech w;is thought extremely good. 
And (nire for him) was understood.— 
Instant we drank m The R — o — t's Ears,» 
With three times three illustrious clicers. 

That made the room resound like thunder— 
M The H — G — t's Ears, and may lie ne'er 
From foolish Hhaiiie, like Midas, we«tr 

Old paltry wiqs to keep tlicm under!* < 
This touch at our old friends, the Whigs, 
Made us ax merry all as grigs. 
In short (I '11 thank you not to mention 

These things again) we get on gaily; 
And, tlianks to {tension and Suspension, 

Our little Club incnsiscs daily. 
Castles, and Oliver, and sucli. 
Who do n't as yet full salary touch. 
Nor keep their chaise and pair, nor buy 
Houses and lands, like Tom and I, 

' Lord €.'• tribate to ibe cbaracter of his friead, Mr BayaoMa, 
will loag be ntaicaibvred with rqaal credit to both. 

■ ThU laierpreutioa of the fabl<> of MIdaa's ears seeas the mmi 
probable of aay, aad is ibos stat«ii ia llofTauo : « Hac alla|p>ria sig- 
nillratBB, SMan, atpotp lyraoooia, sabaascalutoresdioiitleresulf- 
ton, per qaos, qorraaqae per naiDeni rf^iooeai vel fl^reat, vel di- 
oeraotar, nngaosoeret, niailram illis aires aariaai vloe.* 

> Brossette, In a ootr on this IIbk of Bolleaa, 

Xldas, le rol Xldas a des orrilles d'Ane, 

tells OS, that ■ X. Perranlt le MAiecia voulat fSIre k sotre aatear 
an crime dViat dp ce vers, oomme d'oae Ballgoe allasioa a« Hoi.* 
I trast, however, that do one will saspert the line in the trtl of any 
sofb indecoruMS allasioa. 

* It was not aader wigs, bat tiaras, that Kiag Xidaa oadoaToarad 
to eoBceal these appendages : 

Tenpora purpareis teatat vetara tiaris. 

Or ID. 

The Nolde Giver of the toast, however, had evidently, with his nsaal 
clearness. ooafoaBded 1Ub( Midas, Mr Usloa, aad iho P— oa R — 
(— t togather. 
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Of coane do n't rank with us, sclmifort,* 
But merely tenre the Club as waiters. 
Like Knights, too, we *ve our coUmr days 
(For Its, I own, an awkward phrase), 
Wlwn, in our new costume adora'd,— 
The R — o — ^t's hufNind blue coats tum'd — 
We have the honour to give dinners 

To the chief RatH in upper stations; * 

Your W T«, V ifs— halfdcdged sinners, 

Who Uume us by their imitations; 

Who turn, *t is true — but wliat of tliat? 

Give me tlie useful peaching Rat; 

Not tbings as muti* as INmch, when bought. 

Whose wooden lieads an* all they Se brought; 

Who, false enough to fthirk their friends, 

But too faint-hearted to betray, 
Are, after all tlieir twi»tA and liends. 

But souls in Limlra, damn'd lulf way. 
No, no, — we nobler vorniin are 
A genut useful as we 're rare; 
'Midst all the things miraculous 

Of which your natuml histories brag, 
Tlic Rarest must lie Rats like us. 

Who let Ae cat out of the bag. 
Yet still these Tyros in tlic cause 
Deserve, I own, no small applause; 
And they're by us received and treated 
With all due honours — only scaled 
In tlie inverse scale of their reward. 
Tie merely promised next my Lord ; 
Small pensions tlien, and so on, down, 

Rat after Rjit, they graduate 
Tlirough job, red ribbon, and silk gown. 

To Cliancellorsbip and Marqiiisatc. 
This scr«-r« to nun»c the ratting spirit; 
Tlie less tlie bribe die more tlie merit. 

Our music's good, you may be sure; 
My Lord, you know,'s an amateur—* 
Takes every part with perfect case, 

Though to tlic Base by nature suited, 
And, fttnu'd for all, as be*t may )iloasc, 
For whips and liolts, or chords and keys. 
Turns fn»m his victims to his glees. 

And has tliem both well executed. 
II T D, who, though no Rat himself, 

UdigbtK in all such lilieral arts. 
Drinks largely to the ilousi: of Gudph, 

And superintends the Corni parts. 
While C — us— HC,4 who'd hcjirst by choice, 
Consents to take an under voice; 



■ Xr Fadge aaJ hU friemdt kbool.t gn hy thit ■•••—at ike aaa 
wW. soae yran tittcr, M«e«l ihv iaie Ricbt Boa. Ceorfo Rom froai 
drofwaiaf, wa* ever afl«i called Sairmimr Kaut, 

' This iatiawr; brtwcra ibe Rau aa«l lafcmaen It Jait a* It thoald 
lie—* Terr dalca •odaliiiuB.* 

* BU Lordahip, dariaQ ontt tit ibe baiinl period* of bit SiaUierial 
rtreer, look IcMoa* ibn;« tiae* a-we«k frwa a oelebralad aiatio- 
■••ler. in ((ce-tiaciB|{. 

* Tkl» Riebt Hoa. Geaileaaa oagbt to give ap bit present alllani'V 
nrilb L4icd C, if npon no otiwr principia iban ibat whUA it incal- 
cated la ibe foliuvriag arraagvaent tivtween two I^adiea of Fatbion: 

Say* < Jariada, ■ ibougb tear< It may nut. 

It it tiae we kboaid pail, mv dear Sae ; 
For ywr cbaracter '• louiiy lo»i, 

Aadlbaie aot taflidcBi for «im .'■ 



And G s»* wim well ihat 

Watches the FolU SmUlo$,» 



In diort, as I've already hinted, ' 

We take, of late, prodigimialy; 
But as our Oub b somewiui adnied 

For GeitUemeii, like Tom aosd me. 
We 11 take it kind if you 11 provide 
A few Squireens^ from t' other aide ; — 
Some of those loyal, cunning rives 

(We often tell the tale with Uughter) 
>^1m> used to hide the pikes the m aelves, 

Then hang the foob who found them afie 
I doubt not you could find us, too, * 
Some Orange Parsoiu that would do; 
Among the rest, we 've lieard of one. 
The Reverend — something — Hamilton, 
>Vho stuffd a figure of himstif 

(Delicious thought '.) and hod it shot ac. 
To bring some Papists to the shdf, 

Tliat could n't otlicrwise be got at — 
If he '11 but join the Association, 
We 'U vote him in by acclamation. 

And now, my brotlier, guide, and frirnj. 
This somewhat tedious scrawl must end. 
I 'vc gone into tliislong detail. 

Because I saw your nerves were shaken. 
With anxious fears lest I should fail 

In this new, loyal^ courK I've taken. 
But, bless your lieart! you need not doul»c- 
We Fudges know >^hat we're abouc 
Look n)iiiid, and sav if vou can see 
A much more thriving family. 
There's Jack, the Doctor — ni{;bt and iLiv 

Hundreds of patients so besiege him. 
You '<! swear that all the rich and pny 

Fell sick on piirpoM; to oblif^e him. 
And while they think, the precious ninnies, 

lie's counting o'er their pulse so stAMlv, 
The rogue but counts how manv guineas 

lie's fohb'd, for that day's work alreadv. 
1 'II ne'er forget tlic old maid's alarm. 

When feeling thus Miss Sukey Flirt, lie 
S;iid, as he dropp'd lier shrivell'd arm, 

« Damn'd bad this morning — only tliirtv!* 

Your dowagers, too, every one, 

So gcneroiu are, wlum they call him in. 
That he might now retire upon 

The rheuin;iiisnis of three old women. 
Then, whatsoe'er your ailments aiv, 

He can so learnedly explain vc'm — 
Your cold, of course, is a catarrh^ 

Your head-ache is a fu'au'-cra ni aim : — 
His skill, too, in young ladies' lungs, 

Tlie grace with which, most uiild of men. 
He begs them to put out their tongues, 

Tlwn bids them — put them in again! 
In sliort tliere's nothing now like Jack ; — 

Take all your doctors, groat and small, 

' Tbe rapidity of ibit Xoble Lord't traatfenaaliea, at iht 
lattaal. iaio a Lord of tbe Bcdrbaabar aad aa oppoMmi of ■; 
tbolic (Uaiait, wat tmiy aiiraailoat. 

* Tkru i miM mify a freqacai directioa ia 

* Tka Iriah dialaasiva tt SfmUe, 



THE FUDGE FAMILY in PARIS. 



H5 



XB'fl.il nanx' af I'linoi llun iIikd 

piiUirnnih.nn 

h h ynu [il.iy'il Ihi- pmior't pnr. 

idioi; i;ml nml wiin nlimiM nfF-r 

IM. uliii, hy Ihr Hy hr j>-U 



ihv filling] bi ibr fijrmtT — 

inii ^lltbal'i-rturdfidnitht, 
il«>uf;h(wa|ibnHiiiiin ilnriandi. 



kiipv%, I, fTTfiu AT ifni), fwiifiv 
*i^i^ M liignb jnd ln-niolitifi ' 

I t'.llr>»ln'inoFtl»ISiw, 

■•"'lb-' •■nii~. Tib, i)ui Jrht 



HP.'tilit iXfitn 1^ Ml Aft p 

ink ihrfjIr^lllrTllnil 



LETTEH VII, 



d like I'lIc'l.Oir world w 



II YKu liriijlii wiih iminaH^ — Kinei b<.i;iii 
rn 1 lympllif wilh loHcnnp Nu, 
us ini gnlrU— t>*irMiI> iif ilic Saulli 
II wivlom fram J CoHurk. Kmprror'i mou' 

nlL-tl wnrd. nF f ci.-L-di>ni buru forlli Ihnrr 



a.-lnalH, chulol, all wrr n 



Ami • Djp 

Ho- .|..i,'k lh.-y r<n»l ■)■« «i>li«..'«;a ),« 

t.n Sumi]'. Uliiijurcd.<wBai idl, — 

Ul .illtbchumilDtlnrk IhAt. illT byttii, 

The milliiin Kuli iImI, in lb* iux df Bnann, 

Wm •plil 4a hucllnim,' luRci'd, uld. ur i;iic 
Tn nrdl IniiK aliiipiil pnwer, Kn Lu([chefDiT. 
AiihI wrif;1i di>vcl Kumiif «n ' 



Kim W^ ihc Niili uF K-'i 



r" d«-i.lr;- 



IkllMnkJiml" 
Kit iriuniphii ».t 



9F bniE"*'*!! fer hk itmK— 
IIS ihi iJiada bi ihow 



I nblutliuiii Jiiir*! Id rliin Iwr hcrua' iiHilt, 
"Ta Inad dnoD H<rf tl'ipliy of liii Uait, 
And riiiwikitKlarTHhu'li vi iliein «u■lwIDr<- 
Lcl1hBC— Id ■lllhml.ininiiiitdL'Mlt.iluiihn 

Willi \ni,-f liku llialijf rrqthinj: icefliAl nnpi 
Hound Alpine buB, iln' irr&ly nf K"p ; 
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The intultera off— and oh ! Chat Umo, as now, 

(Ihain'd Co Mnw dittant iaiec'a rocky brow, 

N'*0L*'ir ne'er had come to force, to Ui(;hl, 

Ere half matured, a cause so proudly bright;— 

To palsy patriot hearts with doubt and shame. 

And write on Freedom's fla^ a despot's name ; 

To rush into the lists, unask'd, alone, 

And make the stake of all the game of one ? 

Then would the worid hare seen again what power 

A people can put forth in Freedom's hour; 

Then would the fire of F***ce once more have blaxcd ; 

For every single sword, reluctant raised 

In the stale cause of an oppressive ihrnnc, 

Millions would then have leap'd forth in her own ; 

And never, never had the unholy stain 

Of B***bTn foel^disgraced her ^ores again! 



But Fate decreed notso'-the Imperial Bird, 
That, in bis neighbouring cage, unfear'd, unsiirr'fl, 
Had sccm'd to sleep with head beneath his wing, 
Yet watcird the moment for a daring spring; — 
Well might he watrli, when deeds were done that made 
His own transgressions whiten in their shade; 
Well might he liope a world, thus trampled o'er 
By clumsy tyrants, would be his once more : 
Forth from its cage that eagle burst to light. 
From steeple on to steeple' wing'd its flight. 
With calm and easy grandeur, to that throne 
From which a royal craven just had flown ; 
And resting there, as in its aerie, furl'd 
Those wings, whose very rustling shook the woHd ! 

What was your fury then, ye crown'd array. 

Whose feast or spoil, whose plundering holiday 

Was thus broke up in all its greedy mirth. 

By one bold chieftain's stamp on G*ll*c earth ! 

Fierce was the cry and fulminant the ban, — 

■ Assassinate, who will — enchain, who can. 

The vile, the faithless, outlaw'd, low-born man !n 

M Faithless !»— and this from you — from you, forsooth, 

Vc pious K**gs, pure paragons of truth, 

Whose honesty all knew, for all had tried ; 

Whose true Swiss seal had served on every side ; 

Whose fame for breaking foith so long was known. 

Well might ye claim the craft as all your own, 

And lasli your lordly tails, and fume to see 

Such low-bom apes of royal perfidy ! 

Yes — yes — to you alone did it belong 

To sin for ever, and yet ne'er do wrong — 

The frauds, the lies of lords legitimate 

Are but fine policy, deep strokes of state ; 

But let some npstart dare to soar so high 

In K**gly craft, and m outlaw* is the cry! 

What, though long years of mutual trcachvTN- 

Ilad peopled full your diplomatic shelves 

Willi ghosts of treaties, murder'd 'mong yountvlvcs; 

Though each by turns was knave and dufx — what then ? 

A Holy League would ict all straight again ; 

IJke Juno's virtue, which a dip or two 

In some blew'd fountain made as good as new ! ** 

Most faithful Russia— faithful to whoe'er 

(^ould plunder best, and give him amplest share ; 

* a L'ai;;l« vnlers d<> docher ea dodwr. JaMpi'aax ttnn de Xotre- 
r^Mu.— V'oI'Vi ProdaiMtiM m hadlsf froa ElU. 

• fliBfsIsi nBl* !■ qaodna kukm hmn loa vlrylBiiaiea renipr- 
nuf laghor. 



Who, even when vanquish'd, sure to gain hi* ends. 
For want of foes to rob, made free witb/rMnA, ' 
And, deepening still by amiable gradations. 
When foes are stript of all, then fleeced relaCioiM! ' 
Most mild and saintly Prussia — steep'd to the cars 
In iNssccuted Poland's blood and tears, 
And now, with all her harpy wings outspread 
O'er so'ur'd Saxony's devoted h^d ! 
Pure Austria too, — whose history nought repeats 
But broken leagues and subsidized defeats; 
Whose faith, as Piince, extinguish'd Venice slums. 
Whose faith, as man, a widow'd daughter knows! 
And thou, oh England!— who, though once as shy 
Aft cloister'd maids, of shame or perfidy, 

Art now broke iti, and, thanks to G «ir. 

In all that 's worst and fiilsest lead'st the way ! 

Such was the pure divan, whose pens and wits 

The csrape from F/*a frighlen'd into fits ; 

Such were the saints who doom'd N**ol**n's lift*, 

In virtuous frenzy, to the assaMun's knife ! 

Disgusting crew ! — vAvo would not gladly fly 

To open, downright, bold-faced tyranny. 

To honest guilt, that dares do all but lie. 

From the false, juggling craft of men like thesi'. 

Their canting crimes and vamish'd villanies;-^ 

Thes.* Holy L*aguers, who then loudest boast 

Of faith and honour, when they 've stain'd them most ; 

From whose affection men should shrink as loth 

As from their hate, for they 11 be flecc'd by both ; 

Who, even wliile plundering, fbfge Religion's name 

To frank their spoil, and, without fear or slianie. 

Call down the Holy Trinity ' to bless 

Partition leagues, and deeds of devilishnesa ! 

But hold — enough — soon would tliis swell of rage 

O'erHow the lioundarics of my scanty page,— • 

So, here I pause — farewell — another day 

IVcturu we to those Lords of prayer and prey. 

Whose loathsome rant, whose frauds by right divine 

l)«»erv(> a lasli^oh! weightier far than mine! 



LETTER VIII. 

FtOM MS BOS-niPGB, TO tIClAtD 



-, 1»Q. 



Dear Dick, while old Donaldson 's4 mending mysta)-«,— 
Which I knevo would go smash vrith nie one of tliese ^\>^ 
And, at yesterday's dinner, when, full to the throttlu, 
We lads had begun our dessert with a bottle 
Of neat old Gonstanlia, on my leaning back 
Just to order another, by Jove 1 went crack! 
Or, as honest Tom said, in his nautical phrase, 

■ 1) — n my eyt». Boo, in doubling the Cape you've mis*- 

xtays.*^ 

I At the Peiuv of Tilsit, wbera 1m alNiBdoned hU ally, Praa«ia. i< 
France, and rwTitttl a portion of \wt territory. 

* The Miiarr of Finland from hit relative of Swedoa. 

* The ■tnal prramblp to tbete flagilioat rmipaita. la tho taai 
•pirit, Caihcrior. aftar ihndrradfal aiaMarreof War«aw. oidarai 
tolenia ■ lhanktnivinf;io(iod, ia all the chon>hit, for the N«Mia| 
conferred H|>on ibf i*oli-« :> and commanded that e«<:h of thoa thoal 

■ tweor ffdeliiT and Inyaliy to ber, and to tbed In her deCaaoe il 
la«i 4lrop of ibeir idcoil. a* ibey tbould aatwer fbr it lo flod, nmi b 
terrible jnlgnent, kiuing ibu bok word and rroaa of ihalr Savionr! 

« An Enf liib tailor ni Parli. 

* A ablp is laid to mii;* ttaji, when the doot nMobey tho Ma i 
tacktn|{. 
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And think, for digestion,* there '• none like the Ru»- 
tian; 
So equal the motion — ao gentle, though fleet — 

It, in short, such a light and salubrious scamper is, 
That take whom you please— take old L*'*' D""" 
And stuff him — ay, up to the neck — with stew'd 
lampreys,* 
So whotemme diese Mounts, such a solvent I 'ye found 

them. 
That, let me but rattle the Monarch well down them. 
The fiend, Indigestion, would fly for away. 
And the regicide lampreys^ be foil'd of their prey ! 

Such, Dick, are the classical sports that content us. 
Till five o'clock brings on that hour so niomcnfous, 
That epoch — — — but woa! my lad — here comes the 

Schneider, 
And, curse him, has made the stays three inclm wider— 
Too wide by an inch and a half — what a Guy ! 
But, no matter — 't will all be set right by-and-by — 
As we 're Massinot's4 eloquent carte to cat still up. 
An inch and a half's but a trifle to fill up. 

So — not to lose time, Dick — here goes for the task ; 
j4u revoi'r, my old boy — of the Gods I but ask. 
That my life, like • the Leap of the German,*^ may be, 
■ Du lit k la table, de la table au lit! • 

R. F. 



LETTER IX. 

psoM pniL. ruDOs, esq. to thk loed viscount 

C — ST OH. 

My Lord, the Instructions, brought to day, 
• I shall in all my best obey.* 
Your Lordship talks and writes so sensibly ! 
And— wliatsoe'er some wags may say — 
Oh ! not at all incomprehensibly. 

I feel the inquiries in your letter 

About my health and French most flattering; 
Thank ye, my French, though somewliat iK'ttcr, 

k, on the whole, but weak and smattering : 
'Nothing, of course, that can compare 
With his who made the Congress stare 
(A certain I^ord we need not name), 

Who, eren in French, would have his trope, 
And talk of ■ bdtir un systeme 

Sur tequxlihre de 1' Europe !> 

' Doetevr Cotterel reoonai«iidi, for thU porpoM, iba Beaiy'oa. or 
Frasch XoaDUiot, sad nlU ibeoi ■ une mMrcXat •^rienoe, ooalitor 
d« roM ;■ bal I own I prrfer ibe ■albority of Mi- Bob, wbo m«ib«, 
flron iha following note foand in bit own band-wrltlof, to bavo •la- 
dled all tboM Boaaiaiaa very rarefully : 

Mtmommda.—The SwIm little aoilce dNervet. 
Wbite Ibe fill I at Raggleri's ■■ deaib to weak nerrft : 
And (wbaie'er Doctor OMterel nay write on tbe question) 
Tbe tarn at tbe Bea^joa '• too ibarp for disettion. 

I do«bt wbetber Xr Bob l« qaite correct in aooeatiaf tbe Moood tyU 
labia of Raggiari. 

■ A ditb to indifattlbla, ibata late aoTeIi«t, at tbe end of bit book, 
coaia imasiae no BM>re saaiBary aode of geuiag rid of ai I bit beroea 
and beroiaet tban by a bearly sapper of itewed lamprey t. 

* Tbey killed Benry 1 of England—* a food (layt lluae, gravely) 
wbicb always agreed better wilb bit palate tban bit oooatttation.- 

* A famoat lUtUaraiear— now Dnpont. 

■ An old French taying :— ■ Faire lo Mat d'Alleaaad, da lit k la 
table, et de la table as lit.* 



Sweet metaphor! — and then the epistle 
W!hich bid the Saxon King go whistle, 
That tender letter to • Mon Prinre,-» 
Which show'd alike thy French and sense ; — 
Oh, no, my Lord, there 's none can do 
Or say un-English things like yoii ; 
And, if the schemes tliat fill thy breast 

Gould hut a vent congenial seek. 
And use die tongue thai su'S thctn best. 

What charming Turkish wouldsl thou speak I 
But as for me, a Frcnchless grub. 

At Congress never born to stammer. 
Nor learn, like thee, my Lord, to snub 

Fallen mouarchs, out of Chamhaud's gFaininar- 
Bless you, you do not, cannot know 
How for a little French will go; 
For all one's stock, one need but draw 

On some half dozen wokU like these — 
Comme t^a — par-la — la-bas — ah! ah! 

They 'II take you all through France with ease. 
Your Lordsliip's praises of the scraps 

I sent you from my journal lately, 
(Enveloping a few laced caps 

For Lady C.) deli(;ht me greatly. 
Her flattering speech — * what pretty thiugs 

One finds in Mr Fudge's pages !• 
Is praise which (as some poet sings) 

Would pay one for tlic toils of ages. 

Thus flatter'd, I presume to send 
A few more extracts by a friend ; 
And I should hope they 'II he no Icks 
Approved of than my last MS.— 
The former oneti, I fear, were creased. 

As BinoT round the caps would pin them. 
But these will come to hand, at least 

Unrumpled, for — there 's nothing in them. 



Extracts from Mr Fudge's Journal^ addressed 

Lord C. 

Jug. 
We!«t to the Mnd-hoiisc — saw the man' 

Who thinks, poor wretch, that, while the 1 
Of Discord here full riot ran, 

He like the rest was guillotinctl ; — 
But that when, under Bonet's reign 

(A more discreet, though quite as strong oi 
The heads were all restored again, 

lie in the scramble got a wrong one. 
Accordingly, he still cries out 

This strange head fits him most unpleasani 
And always runs, poor devil, about. 

Inquiring for his own incessantly! 

While to his case a tear I dropp'd. 

And sauntcr'd home, thought I — ycgodsl 

How many heads might thus be swopp'd. 
And, after all, not make much odds ! 

> Tbe relebraied letter to Prince Hardeabargb (written, be 
I believe, originally in Eaglltb), io wbicb hit lx>rd»bip, pro 
to aee a no axiral or poliliral obj(>«-tion - to ibi> ditmemben 
Saioay, deooonfyd tbe unfnrtnnate king. a> ■ not only tbe a 
voted, bat ibe nn«i fovoareii of BuonafMirta'i vaMal*.* 

• Tbi« extraonlinary madman l«. I believe, in ibe Bicetre. I 
giaet, exactly aa Mr Fodge tiatet it, tbat wben tbe be«l> o 
wbo bad been gailiotined were retiored. be by aiUtakegi 
otber pertoa't inttead of bit own. 



For imlaDce, there 't V — s — tt — t*s head 
f> Tjm earum** it may well be said) 
If hy ftome ruriotu chance it came 

To sirf (ie on Biix Soamu's thoulden, 
Ttif rfFect would turn out much the same 

fhi all mpectahle cash-holdere : 
Eir^i th It while in it* new socket. 

The head was planning Hchemes to win 
A iig^tig way into one's pocket. 

The hands would plunge directly in. 

Good Visu-ount S — DM — ■, too, instead 
<.if hi* own prave rc*pccted he.id, 
Mijjit wear ;for au(;hc 1 sec that bars) 

(Mil L.idy WiLBELMiNA FarMp's — 
Si. while the hand M(;n'd Circulars^ 

Tliv htrad miglic li»p out ■ What is tramps?* — 
"Wxf h— c— T** braiuA could we transfer 
Tn «r>m<- robust man-milliner, 
Thr «}u>p. the sheare, the lace, and ribbon, 
W.iuUl (;o. 1 doubt not, quite as glib on; 
AihI. i*it-e vrmi, take the pains 
Tr. j;iTe dit; P — CK the shopman's brains, 
(^ nnly change from thence would flow — 
U^thons would not be wasted so ! 

T wa« thus I ponder'd on, mv Lord ; 

Antl. even at ni(;ht, when laid in bed. 
I f«>uo4i my«:lf, before I snored, 

1\\\i% chopping, swopping heiid for head. 
At lrn,;th 1 thoiif'ht, fonfciAtir elf! 
ILm Mji-h a change would suit myself. 
Tn III %leep and waking, one hy one, 

With various pericraniu ins saddled, 
Xt \xoi I tried your Lordship's on. 

Ami then I grew completely addled — 
Fnqrot all other heads, od rot 'em ! 
And slept, and dreamt tliat I was — Bottom. 

Aug. at. 
Wjik'd out with daughter Rid — was shown 
Thr Houm: of (>)mrnons and the Throne, 
WbiMe TfUet cushion 's just the saiue^ 
N— ML — s sat on — what a shame I 
< >h. cAti we wonder, best of »peechcrs ! 

When L s seated tlius we see, 

Tliat France 's • fundamental features* 

Are much the same thcv used to l>e7 
Howe%er.-"God preserve the throne. 

And ctuAioit too— and keep tlieni free 
From accidents which have been known 

To happen eren to Royalty !i 



Aug. a8. 



Read, at a stall (for oft one pops 

On something at these stalls and shopa, 



' Tta eari cBfJtk.— Hoaat. 

' TW«alT cku«p. if I rccollact rifki, b the •■UUutkM of Uli«i 
'* kHk nia war Sfua ih« ben It, of roan*, «BlTerMl ; ■ •littoa 
■■**« lyikw.* like the aagry oy«pb« In Vlr^ii :— bat aay rnon mew 
•««« ariip oai of ilM mieiimi %A L««f itiaMcy yat t 

* I •■ afcaU ikai Ir Fadfo alladas hww to • very ankward ao- 
•Uf^ la wall ka— a ta kava ka p pa a ad to ptmr L— — • le 
•iaea, at oaa af ika R— g— 1'« F^tat. Ha 
itaa 




That does to guoUy and gives one's book 
A classical and knowing look. — 
Indeed I 've found, in Latin, lately, 
A course of stalls improves me greatly). 
T was thus I read, that, in the East, 

A monarch'syviC 's a serious matter; 
And once in every year, at least. 

He 's weigh'd — to see if he gets fetter:* 
Then, if a pound or two he lie 
Increased, there 's quite a jubilee '.' 

Suppose, my Lord, — and far from me 
To treat Hurh liiin(;s with levity — 
But just siippow the R — g — t's weight 
Were made thus an affair of state; 
And, every sessionn, at the cIom;, — 

'Ste:id of a speech, which, all can see, is 
Heavy and dull enough, God knows — 

We w«!rc to try how heavy he is. 
Much would it glad all hearts to hear 

That, while the Nation's Revenue 
Loses so many pounds a-yuar. 

The P 1, God bless him ! ^aiMJ a few. 

With bales of muslins, chin ties, spices, 

1 see the Easterns weigh their kings ; — 
But, for the R — g — r, my advice is. 

We should throw in much heavier things : 
For instance 's qiiurto volumes. 

Which, though not spices, ser\e to wrap them ; 
Dominie St dd — t's daily columns, 

■ Prodi(;ious ! ■ — in, of course, we 'd clap them— 

Lcttent, that (I— stw t's pen indites. 

In which, with logical confuiuon. 
The Major hke a lUinor writes, 

And never comes to a conclusion :— 
lx>rd S — M — ss' pamphlet — or his head — 
(Ah, that were worth its weight in lead!) 
Aloni; with which we in ma\ whip, sly, 
The Speechen of Sia Join G — x II— pp — set; 
Tlul Baroiivi of many wonU, 
Who loves so, in the IIouhc of I»rds, 
Tu w his)>cr Bishops — and so uigli 

Unto their w-i(;s in whimpering goes. 
Thai voii may always know him hy 

A patch of powder on his nose! — 
If this won't do, we in miMt cram 
The • Re:isons« of l^nl B — CK — CH — M ; 
{\ book liiA l^onUhip iiieaiiH lo write. 

Entitled > ReasonA for my Ratting:*) 
Or, diould theic prove too small and lii;ht. 

His 's a host — we 'II bundle tfuit in! 

And, still should all these masses fail 
To stir the R — g — t's ponderotis scale. 
Why then, my lA>rd, in Heaven's name. 

Pilch in, writhout reserve or stint. 
The whole of R— gl— t's he.iuteoUH Dame— 

If that won't raise him, devil 's in *t! 

' > The third day of iho Fm«i ik« Elag raaMHk kiaMelf to ba 
«eieb(sl tiiik (rrrat care.-— F. BftR^iia't y*yf* <• •'■'•'t ««• 



> > I rewBlwr.> layt iW>rBi«>r. • thai all ih^ Osraka ai|waaard 
grrmt juy that the Kiaf wei§k<Hl two |iooads Bure mam ikaa ika yaar 
prroeiliaD.- Aamh^ Raihor telU at that •FatarM. at wHI aa a vrry 
largr brad, ia coaaidrred, thruagkool ladia. aa oaa of ik.- Moat pn^ 
lioaa gifu of Haavea. Ad r^mwrnam* akall ta aliattlaialy raverad. 
and ik<i kappy owacr U loak«>d ap to aa a aaprrwr baiaf . To a 
Primee a joaltrr Wad la invalaabla.*— Orirafa/ FUU S|wf«<. 
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Jmg, 3i. 
Consulted MuRniT's Tacitui 

About thote fumocM tpies at lloine,i 
Whom certain Whig* — Co mak« a frtw 
Describe M much resembling us,' 

Informini; {fentlemen, at home. 
But, bless the fools, they can't Im serious, 
To say Lord S^oM — th 's like Tibbstus ! 
What! he, the Peer, that iiqiim no man. 
Like that severe Mood-thirsty Roman ! — 
T is true, the Tyrant lunt an ear to 
All sorts of spies — so doth the Peer, too. 
*T is true, my LoitTs Elect tell filis, 
And deal in peijury — ditto Tib's. 
*T is true tlie Tyrant srreen'd and hid 
His rofyues from justice^ — ditto Sid. 
T is true, the Peer is cnre and glib 
At mordi speeches — ditto Tib.4 
*T is true, the fc%lB the tyrant did 
Were in his dotage — diUo Sio. 

So fur, I own, the parallel 

T Witt Tib. and Sid. goes vastly well ; 

But there are poinu in Tib. that strike 

My humble mind as much more like 

Tourself, my dearest I^rd, or him 

Of the India Board— that soul of whim! 

Like him, Tibbbius loved his joke,^ 

On matters too where firw can bear one : 
£. 5. a man, cut up, or broke ^ 

Upon the wluxl — a devilish Hit one ! O 
Yonr common fractures, wounds, and fits. 
Are nothing to such wholesale wits; 
But, let the sufferer gasp for life, 

The joke is then worth any money; 
And, if he writhe beneath a knife, — 

Oh dear, that 's unmething quite too funny. 
In this respect, my Ix)rd, you see 
The Roman wag and ours agree : 
Now, as to your resemblance — mum— 
Tliis parallel we need not follow ;< 
Though 't is, in Ireland, said by some 

Your Lordship beats Tibbbius hollow; 
Whips, chains, — but these arc things too serious 

For ine to mention or dis(*tns ; 
Whene'er your I/ordsliip acts Tibbbiits, 

Phil. Fu dob's part is Tacitus! 



' The ■ameof (he Bnt worthy who Ml up iho trade of lafonnrr at 
Room (to whom a«r Ollrm aad (ktlleari oaght to erect • tuiae) wat 
RoBMBM lUipo ; • qal foraaa tIiv lallt. finua poetaa wlebrrm mh 
terfaetemporametaadacbrhoaiaHB fweraat.*— T4UT.il«JMi/.i. -4. 

' Th«y certtlaly poate i ii-d the sane art of im$tiftulmf thfir «ir^ 
llau. which the llBport of the Stft-m CoMBlttee attribate* to !x>nl 
Sidaoath't agnBis :— ■ mtIm (Mf* Taoilaiof oao of iheai) llbidlnun 
•t Monaeiutaai. ^mmptmHtmi imdMii tUifmrrt.u 

* • Ffeqae laaea kl Sereao aoi* felt, f mmi mttim pt Ml e m m tmtiortm 
fmeUhmt, Tfais M quia dUtrlitior a rsMtor »•/«« mKra$mucima «ntf.> 
AbmI. Ilh. 4. 36.— Or. •• It i» Irantlated by Xr Padee't friend. 
Mvrphy :— • Thit dariag amiter had the enn*^ of the pta pl r, and 
the prouctium of the Emperor. Im/»rmfrt, la prnportioa a« they nwe 
is galll. AaNHM M0fW ekmmfiMn.m 

* Xarphy •▼«■ eoafen apoa oae of hit •pe^'het tha epithet • nm- 
«tit«tloul.« Hr Fad|^ nl^t have added to hh parallel, that Tlltc- 
riaa wM a yanrf p r h mtt dbmnt»tr :— • e^vgiaai vita faasqaa fMatf 
pit»a lt>t. 

* LmM^rim mrth p ai il wiaia aalfMi.* 

* There It oae point of raMaMaBM hettrooa Tlberlat aad Lord C. 
which Mr raJga wUfkl hars ■wtloaai— mtpnm ta^rr m, etoarn 



Sqt 

Was thinking, had Lord 8— ■om<— tb got 

Up any decent kind of plot 

Against the winter-tiiue— if nof, 

Alas, alas, our ruin 's feted : 

All done up, and $jnfiicatedi 

Miiiisleis and all ttieir vassals, 

Down from O-tl— «h to Castlbs— 

Unless wu can kick up a riot. 

Ne'er can hope for peace or quiet ! 

What 's to be done? — Spa-fields was clever ; 

But even that brought gUies and mocking) 
UfMin our heads — so, mem. uiust ucvur 

Kecp ammunition in old stockings; 
Fur fear some wag slumld in his cun4 lieuil 
Take it to say our force was vtor^ted. 
Mem. too-~when Sid. an army raises. 
It must not Ix* ■ incog.* like Bayes's: 
Nor must the General be a hobbling 
Professor of tlie art of Gohhling; 
Lest men, who pcrpctnite Kiu*h puns, 

Should say, with Jai-obitic grin. 
He full, from soleinf If'eUingtonSf^ 

A fFellington's great foul within ! 
Nor inuKt an old Apothecary 

(io lake the Tower, for lark of pence. 
With (what these wagK would call, so luerf)) 

Physical force aiKl ^/ua/-eiife ! 
No — no — our Plot, my Lonl, iiiUKt lie 
Next time contrived more hkilfuily. 
John Dull, I grieve to say. is gn>wiug 
So troulilcHomely sltarp and knowing. 
So v^iite — in sliorl, so Jacobin — 
T IS monstrous lutrd to teJre him. in, 

Sep 
Ilcjtnl of the fate of our aiiilKis^ador 

In China, and was sorely ncttlnl ; 
But think, my l^)nl, we slioiild not |iass it o' 

Till all this iiiattj'r 's fairly ai.>ttli-d ; 
And hen* 's the mode occurs to me : 
As none of our nobility 
(Though for tiu-ir oivn most gr.tcioiiK King 
Thc>v would kiss hands, or — any tiling) 
Can Im: persiiadcd lo go thmtigh 
This farc<»-like Irirk of the Ko-tou; 
And as these Mandarins won't Ix'nd, 

Without some mumming exhibition. 
Suppose, my I«onl, you were to sirnd 

Gbimaldi to them on a ini'«ion : 
As Legate, Job could play his part. 
And if, in diplomatic art, 
The k vollo si*iolto>' *s meritorious, 
I^ Job bul grin, lie h:is it, glorious! 

A title for him 's easily made; 

And, by the by. one Clirihtiiids time, 
If 1 renienilxrr right, he pby'd 

Ix>rtl MoBLkT in some pantomiioe; — ^ 

' Short l>oott, so calltnl. 

* The optm eommteuamce, reoommendt^ by Lonl flhotterfir 

* Mr Fadge it a iittle miatakea brr«'. It wat Nu/Grimoidi, I 
rery iaferior perforner, who pla^ird ihi« |tart of • Lord ^< 
the paatoailBM>,— to murh to the horror of the diatinQaithet 
that aaaM. The eipoatablory letien of the l^oble Karl to Mi 
apoa thU valgar proAiaatloa of hit •pio-aad-t'iaa-aew tlili 
tnnl. i o we Uaie or other, be |^tpb to th«> w«»rld. 
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iU Lirl nf M — RL— T, f lirti. f^aiette liiin, 
IF r t^Ur Lari of X—rl— t '11 krt him. 
:Aad whv kiinuM not ilir world be lilml 
With riro Mirh ■tan. for Vjm and WcM?) 
TUii. vkhi-n iN-fore the Yellow S(*rei!n 

lit- \ ImMichi— and. Mire, llie very cMcnce 
nf . tii(Ufltir would he th:il ncene 

rif Jul in iIm- CHnuial PrcMnce! — 
lU ihii« Omiild mt: — > Oiike Ho and 800, 
1 I' ( li\ wli.il iriek« ynii |i|raMC for you, 
h i>iii II. in turn, hut do fur me 
\ F-v «m.iU nrirkft vcni now nli.tll Me. 
If I ■ •iiiMilt yonr Kinp(<rnr'« likin|;, 
\i l>-i«t Villi 11 dit file Kiiiir for my Kin|;.« 
ii- (.'If II Jiotild ^rti ilii'in nine Mirh |^n« 
^» v.iuli) j<4(Hind tfsvn M^mUrinK; 
\i\ iliniw Mirh NoiniTih'Vi iM'fnri! 

I. II' pirtury of Kinp doaac ((«oil bl^ti him!) 
\« «'i'iiiM Ihiki* Ho hut try llu'inn'cr, 

WiiiiUl. t»y Of.^ri'cirs, mucli disircM liim ! 

U'irt i>ii« riirrvly .i« a hint, 
!'• It flunk vou 'II find mtmr wimlom in 'I; 
\r-' «Kiiii|il Vfiu follow up tiae joh, 
N-i 'i'l'i. iiiv lionl \nii know pior Boa), 
W<-ulil in iIk- Miifr he ({lid to go, 
\n\ lirHp hM Kv^Hlmcv Joi ;— 
\i l^i«i. lik** nnhle A«n — asr* s son 
Vu- Uf{ will do lo practitt on.' 



LETTER X. 

FI-'H WIU aiDDT rVPGB TO MISS IMlBOTiT — — . 

"*[:' It II n't ilie Kioj;. :iftiT ;ill, niy di-ar rriMliin'! 
•'..' dsnt villi |;o lau^li, iKm — there 'n notliinj; lo 

i|uir in *l — 
* -»-in 1 11 r of .lir »nd for {jrimniiw of fhiturr. 
'i wiy'i/ U' .1 Kini;. IKill. (lioii(;h, hanj; him, lie in n't. 

■ »: I t. ii hurl, for I wiiiird ii. 1 own. 
' r n>i •ithii rau%c th.in to vcv Mis« Mai.orb.— 
f j-'a\ hi-in-^, you know, of ShaiNlaii(*:in, who 's 

i-n-. 
"• < :ri, off will- %uch air« .iml a n>al (.iKhmrn'.* 
*■ w-ini- '» )iut a pkilir^' old rahhit-«kin, di'.ir!} 
- ' «n« r.i. .-ififr d>i-pl\ ron^idiTini; th<* (liiii(;. 
■ • I jii<.i iH w<-ll plr.util itidioultl not lie the Kin{;; 
^- i : I jik I'lir my BinnT, no yen title and jolie, 

^ •«■ > tiiriii« 1n.1T tlu-ir prii'i* in .in honeai w.iv fi-trli. 
' ' ' iSrimL iiiiurf' — (wlul i*aBr.i»di-nhur{;.l)fiLLT "^ — 
'^ II mI 1«-. -ifl'T .ill, no Mirh very {in-iit catrli. 
K — •, — T, iihlitil — • .iildiil III*, lookini; sly — 
i r iiM iiiIm r til J I roniiiMl M|iiinl of hist i-yr) 
I «('ii<p'il him—* Li. Pa, how can you mv mi. 
•n i.M R — c — T loToa none hul old wonu-n, you 
know!* 
' I- 1, is fi> I. 111% di^r Holly — wr. (;iriiiof <'i(;litoi'n. 
\"%.-' ^mi — l^inl. lie 'd think uk not fit to In* Ki>'n; 
I-:.- -ji:.ii|.l Ilk'- u* niiii'li lH*tler as old — ay, a« old 
\* ' mI l>iunlt-%« of DeMiiomi, of whom 1 've Ikvu told 

V* Ir CJIm t •/««aat af i%e £■!»«■¥. 
' ^ t*l« ^tmwnm • • ffumcf • fur Ihr ■awdirtr. mid brr \'W Mn- 
■— » t" «■**>■>. mH iW t— e fyilf — mbnM linf »■• iar.«l li« 
^ H ite ki* ■■■**■■* «Mff« ■ «Aa«< • pMa 4t la^a.> 



That »lie lived to much more iJiao a hundred and lea, 
AimI was kill'd liy a fall from a cherry-tree llum! 
What a friftky old girl ! but — lo come lo my lover. 

Who, iIuiiikIi not a kinc, in a kevo I 'II swear,— 
You sliall hear all that '% huppen'd just briefly run over. 

Since that liappy night, when we whisk'd tlirough llitr 
air ! 



I/i.'t me Mue — 't was on Saturday — yea. Holly, yr 
From that fveiiiiii; I date iIm: first ilawn of my hliss; 
When wt' ImiiIi rattkil off in that dear link* carri«igr, 
WhoM* jouiiiry. Ikih lUNK. i»i>o like love and marriage, 
- Oi.i;innii4; i;ay, dt.-M|MTate, diHliini; down-hilly ; 
And <'iidiii(; a^ <liill as a MX-iiiMih* Hilly !*■ 
Well, MMrrrly a wink did I Nli.*4'p llii* niglil through, 
.Villi, ru-xt day. having wriMilixl my letter to you. 
With a lii*art full of hope ll*ii» KWivt fellow lo mci'f, 

St out with I'aiKi, 10 iiei* L'"' H 

Make liiH Imiw to wime half-<loM.ii women and hoys. 
Who get up a kiiiiiII roiii*tTl of ithrill five te ****.» 
.\nd how vast It gi-nti'clrr. my d<*nr, evm this vi, 
Than vulgar Pall- Mall's onlorio of hiniet! 
The ganleiiH htrem'il full — mi, of course, we walk'd o'it 

'i*in. 
'Mont; omngi'-tnt-K, clipp'd inio towiv-hrud decorum, 
.\iid HaphiieH, and \aseii, and many a statue 
Tlirn; Maring, with not irven a Mitrh on tlMrm, al you! 
TIm! |ioiiilft, ifM), w'l* virw'd — ftto<id awhile on the brink 

To roiitt'iiiplate the play of iIium* pnity gold fiklun — 
« Live bullion,* wivft niiTrileM B^ili. • whieh I think, 

WonKI. if coin'4. with a little m/nfnaure, liedeliciou*' 

Rut what. l>ollv, what i« the gay orin(;i*>^^»ve. 

Or gold fihhiit, to her thai 'h in MMrrli of her love? 

In vain did 1 wildly explore rvny rliair 

WliiTi* a thing like a iii.in waM — mi hiver ».ii there' 

In \ain m> foiiil eyesdiii I t-agcrU rafct 

At the whinki-rs iiiuMarliink, and uig» iImI went paiil, 

To olil.iin. if I rould. hul a glaiire at that riirl. 

Itiil a gliiii|i«ii' of ihoiM.' whiskers. aA Mrnil. my girl, 

Ak till* liN-k ili.it. Pa iiiys,' i» to Muv4ilnii>n gi\i*n. 

Kor (he aiigi-l in liohi hy that • lugs tliriii to he.ivcn!- 

Al.is. then* wi*!i( li\ me full nian\ j ijuif. 

.\iid miiMaeliifM in plenty, hut nothin(; like \m*. 

hiitippointed. I found in vM*lf sighing out • well-a-day.* 
■ Thought of till* wonU of T — M M — bb's Irish meliHly. 

Something alNiiil (he k gn*en s|iol of delight.-' 
I (Wliieh \ou know, Ciptain M.icinimh Ming to lis one 
dav) : 

All. Holly! mv • »pt»t- wa* that S.itnrdaT nif'ht. 

And iiii viTdun*. how tlii-iing. had w ither'd hy Snnila\ ' 

We dineii at a lavem — I<a. wh.it do I kit? 

If Boh w.ik (o know I — a RetlrtMratntr'§^ dear; 

' The ran, on thr rriara. bit «lra{;;',ni ap thiwU iiy a ikaia. 

* Kur ihiii » Tj^i'if l>ki>«»li--l;;i- . I'a • «■», I vytiM il. iaili-lilv«i IP a 
imti- a|Hin V«lnr^ '« i\ain« n t-i—V «tbji h ■•ualU furai* |iari iif a Ja- 
I •! in't !■! r.ir«. ami villi wk'i k ^r I ml ;i' fRuil ka<r lw«v «rll a.^ 
■|n linirvl At ilii* lliar wlirB hp «r-ili* liii • I>i>«b wilh K.a**.- «u-.— 
Tiir a.!!** IB \iilBr« i* ai inllnw, : ■ It it !■« iki> la I nl hair „nm iki- 
I ininn tif th.- Ii .■■!', wnrn M ihi* in->,<-riM nf *lfl««aliNJB*. iImI ihr 
\ni;pl III ibr Tiiaili i» in iJ«r ihi- rlr- 1 asil • arri ikra In l*aiajiir.* 

' Thr itmD,-t Id-li, «liii •• Bifwory i> ii<il «i*r} irorrrtl, mbM ailMlfi, 
I I think, in iIh* furunin;; Ih.*: 

i 

lib ' lb II Ij rf l-fBi it r.-rr farff*l, 

Whii-b I ir«i Lint* lra>r«l . 
Mill il liB-;>*rifl|: baaalt tbr t:rrrBF»l t^ m 

l>B M a aww * '• wan* ! 
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Wbere your propertst ladi« go dine erery day, 

And drink Burgundy out of large tumblera, like beer 
Fine Bob (for he '» really grown *tt;>er-fine) 

Condescended, for once, to make one of the party; 
Of course, though but three, we had dinner for nine. 

And, in spite of my grief, lore, I own I ate hearty. 
Indeed, Doll, I know not how "l is, but in grief, 
I have always found eating a wondrous relief; 
And Bob, who 's in love, said he felt the same quite^ 

• My stgh^« said he • ceased with the first glass I 
drank you ; 
The lamb made me tranquil, tlie puffi made me light. 

And now that 's all o'er— why, 1 "m— pretty well, 
tliank you!* 

To my great annoyance, we sat rather late; 
For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate 
About singing and cookery, — Bobby, of coarse, 
Standing up for tlie latter Fine Art in full force; 
And Pa saying, * God only knows which is worst. 
The French singers or cooks, but 1 wish us well over 
it— 
What with old Lais and Very, I m curst 

If my head or my stomach will ever recover it !» 
T was dark when we got to the Boulevards to stroll. 
And in vain did I look 'mong tlic street Macaronis, 
When sadden it struck mc— last hope of my soul — 
That some angel might take the dear man to Tor- 
toni's!* 
We enterd— and scarcely had Bob, with an air. 

For a grappe it la jardiniere call'd to the waiters. 
When, oh I Doll, 1 saw him— my hero was there 

(For I knew his white small-clotlies and brown leather 
gaiters), 
A group of fair statues from Greece smiling o'er him,' 
And lots of red currant-juice sparkling before liim ! 
Oh Dolly, these heroes— what creatures they are I 

In tlic boudoir tlic same as in fields full of slaughter; 
As cool in the Beaujon's precipitous car 

As when safe at Tortoni's, o'er iced currant-water! 
He join'd us— imagine, dear creature my ecstasy— 
Join'd by the man I 'd have broken ten necks to sec ! 
Bob wish'd to treat him with punch a ia glace. 
But the sweet fellow swore that my beaute, my grace. 
And my je-ne-sais-{fuoi (then his whiskers he twirl'd) 
Were, to him, « on dc top of all ponch in de world.* — 
How pretty ! — though oft (as, of course, it must be) 
Both his French and lii^ EngliHli are (iruek, Doll, to me. 
But, in short, I frit happy as ever fond heart did ; 
And, happier still, when 't was fix'd, ere we parted, 
Tliat, if the next day Hliould be pastoral weather, 
We all would set off in French buggies, toj;ether. 
To see Montmorency — that place which, you know. 
Is so famous for cherricK and Jean Jacques Rousseau. 
His card then he gave us — the name, rather creased — 
But 't vras Galicot — something— a colonel, at least! 
After which — sure there never was hero so civil — he 
Saw us safe home to our door in Rue Rivoli, 
Where his last words, an, at parting, he threw 
A soft look o'er his shoulders, were — • how do you do!*^ 

But, lord,— there 's Papa for the post— I 'm so vex'd— 
Montmorency must now, love, be kept for my next. 

< A ftuhlonable ea/d flmeier on tka lulUn Doalc-vardt. 

s ■ Yoa eat yoar !r(> al TorUtjii't,* U|t Mr Soott, • anUer o Grrcian 

groap.* 

* Kot an nootoal mittakff wiik (innigamn. 



That dear Sunday night!— I was charmingly dre»*d. 
And — so providential — was looking my best ; 
Such a sweet muslin gown, with a flounce — and my ftills. 
You 've no notion how rich — (though Pa has by the 

bills)— 
And yoa 'd smile had yoa seen, when we sat rather near, 
Colonel Galicot eyeing the cambric, my dear. 
Then the flowers in my bonnet — but, la, it 's in vain — 
So, good bye, my tweet Doll— I shall soon write again. 

B. F. 

Nota &ene— our love to all neighbours about- 
Tour papa in particular — how is his gout? 

P. S.— 1 've just open'd my letter to say. 
In your next you must tell me (now do, Dolly, pray. 
For I hate to ask Bob, he 's so ready to qui/) 
What sort of a thing, dear, a Brandenburgh is. 



LETTER XI. 

raOM PBKLIIf CONHOa TO . 

YfiS — 't was a cause, as noble and as great 

As ever hero died to vindicate — 

A nation's right to speak a nation's voice. 

And own no power but of the nation's choice ! 

Such was the grand, the glorious cause that now 

Hung trembling on N'pT'n's single brow; 

Such the sublime arbitrement, that poured. 

In patriot eyes, a light around his sword, 

A glory then, which never, since the day 

Of his young victories, had illumed its way! 

Oh 't was not then the time for tame debates. 

Ye men of Gaul, when chains were al your gates; 

When he who fled before your chieftain's eye, 

As geese from eagles on Mount Taurus fly!* 

Denounced against the land that spum'd his chain, 

Myriads of swords to hind it fest again — 

Myriads of fierce invading swords, to track 

Through your best hlood his piith of vengeance back; 

When Europe's kings, that never yet combined 

But (like those upper stars, that, when conjoin'd. 

Shed war and pestilence) to scoui^e mankind, 

Gather'd around, with hosts from every shore. 

Hating N'p'l"n much, but freedom more. 

And, in that coming strife, appall'd to see 

The world yet left one chance for liberty! — 

No, 't was not then the time to weave a net 

Of l>ondagc round your chief ; to curb and fret 

Your veteran war-horse, pawing for the fight. 

When every hope was in his speed and might — 

To waste the hour of action in dispute. 

And coolly plan how Freciiom's bonglu should shoot 

When your invader's axe was at tlie nx^I 

No, sacred Liberty ! that God, who throws 

Thy light around, like his own sunshine, knows 

How well 1 love thee, and how deeply hate 

j4U tyrants, upstart and legitimate — 

Yet in that hour, were F"*ce my native land, 

1 would have follow'd, with quick heart and hand. 

* S(>(t illioD, lib. T, cap. ag : who telU n« thai ibAaegvete, frOM> 
ruBM-ioutDmi of iheir owd luqnaciiy. ainayt ctou Mount Taorw «il^ 
fttovra la iheir bill*, to prcTcai any uolncky cackle froa iMrtyhf 
ikon to the ea§lea— o^anCTOVTat ffCUTreuVTC*. 
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Uf h ny ctmiltj from IhAt damQing doom, 
l(*dlni cune Ihit on (he <:oDi|iicr'd waiu- 
qacTDf'f utript ihroiud Hilbiq her gab:«l 



tntal h'a fQitam ! dear Doll, yon e 
Vim, Auucrliu, Lodi, u pliin in hn bo 
J inu do no Ihit pillir of nlory ud hni 
Vliicli ihc poDT Due de B"iii miulhalEi 
t ■ppnn. Hw. he iTiiide— u mi 
Ab»al Engliih affain in odd bli 
Tor eiaoifle — iniilel by Ihs nuina, I di 
llsfoufounded JicE C^trLis wilh Lord 



■B"™ 



.Ul'll <i 



ilUnlC^ 



orul liil 






viiiill.iu'd tJiii moining. as biUncc ihc UIb 
-I iKiir/sb- and ■ Mf H ifVcmFfun — 

„; ,^ I'lU muu b* hr ihii Iwa', nr disir 1 



■H iB^nd, dar CnluBrl CtLICaT ipin 
.n.gH irf ikil cslear in mlaiii liliu cth, 
'. I,r lui. .1 nil /, boLL, MlUiAa ijic unv; 

'1 k lUV**— 1 Uuh— ud would oriL-n ruUia. 

tim bul ihrKirnrh (or it, ■ Lonl, tiic, [oriliaBii 



Bui polilin ne'er verc the tweet reliow't Irnde; 
T wu r^r war ind tIk lidis my Colonri 'WU RildT. 
And, nb. Iiid you liean). u (n|[ether ire -walk'd 
Throuoh ihmlieauiifDl forral, how iweetly he ulked; 
Aqdll0W|l*rf«lly well lie appear'd.tlDLl, 10 know 
All Ibe life and ndTtnlDreaof Juh Jto«lftl'Roon>AE I— 
T tnl Ibera,' Hid he— nol ihal hk iwnji 1 MU tu 
' KiU i (ihbenifa ibii -Cupid alooe could tnailaii 
i( « lhenr,< aaid be (point&if where, fmill and ren 

Tpnn paper t-l1t«dged. ^iitioHi hloi ur flwun: 
Tlirn undL'd il oirr wilfa ailnr and More, 



lie 1«< 



Willi;. 



and Faoi 



up Inuether Willi tmmpnrtillr bllle^ 
FBr>iiH.':iu! w1ial;iernwduFemo[ioi 
ind blue ribbno. ire ^onjun^d up lier 



■nnn « 



iclreeainrnlldraa 
ne upren— 
' •tAn'A II. ilEar, if tbeboitpiiMeoinn, 

r- miild lie fumnh'J rniwe gDldm and nlowinB. 
h Ijir alien He Mailed, Ihe venl »( Ihe air 

Ih-rr. 
r^raw an odd dew-drop naa i;liiiehn|> yet. 
It auDiV riiamoiHt pin on her crvvn ubhinel! 
V brrfj^ teemed Id Garble aa hUrf, an ihe bqu^ha, 
pi'h a plumed Calicot bad fur her apAute, 
■ ^rapn were all bludimtf and killing in roiii«, 
at tbort. need I lell jou, viherrrer anaB«B 
lie emiufe one Ims, '( U all ctmlnr de rue. 
1. I Uiall nr'rr. liied 1 eler to lone, M 



11 but ane dnwbuek— u Ant uhei 
o«l and I ■mttt inhuuianly jHrtnl; 
irl— voun^ilicini of turh momenL 



• T Hal here, IM, perhaps- Colonel <:iLn»T inid— 
U down the itnall (pirden bt' pmiirelf led — 
(Thouub once I rould lee hu niblune fnnihead annkle 
lot to lind Iben (he |nwl periwinkle)' 
re be reiriird fmm ihc fa ir IVEriKtT, 
I bini M Iweelly fcer Eear,* every day), 
Tlididrar (lanni'l peiticiKil.puU'dDfttafonn 

Rurh, Holl. wen.' the twKI nrollwlinnii we poader'd. 
An, full of rumuDre, ifaroufb llul niley we ■nodri'd, 
ThenLinnel(iine'>Ininof9deai.bow«^diIii:} 
Led ul ID talk jIiduI dUir cOmmDdiliei, 
I jnibrle. nnd lilk, and I ne'er ihall fbiyel. 



'^nh ^!!^^.Ul.7i er ilr.l 
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And fnll <w the G>Ioog1's dark whitkon •hone down, 
Wbcn he ftik'd me, with aefemetii-i-who made my 

goDvn? 
The queetion confused roo— for, Doll, yon must know, 
And I ought to have told my beet friend long ago. 
That, by Pa'ft strict command, 1 no longer employ* 
That enchanting eouturikre^ 3iladame li Roi, 
But am forced, dear, to have Victoritib, f»bo — deuce 

take her!— > 
It aeenu it, at present, tlie King's mantua-maker— 
I mean of his party — and, though much the smartest, 
Li Roi is condemned as a rank B*n*pa't*st.s 

Think, Doll, how confounded 1 look'd — so well knowing 
The Colonel's opinions— my cheeks were quite glowing; 
I stammer d out something — nay, even half named 
The legitimnte iicm|»stres», when, loud, he exclaim'd, 
* Yes, yes, by the stitching 'i is plain to be seen 

It was made hy tliat n*'rb*n**i b h, ViCToams!* 

What a wonl for a hero ! but heroes will err, 
And 1 thought, dear, 1 'd tell you ihiogsyittt as they were. 
Besides, iliough the word on good manners intrench, 
I assure )ou 't is not half wo shocking in French. 

But this cloud, though embarrassing, soon pass'd away. 
And the bliss altogether, the dreams of that day. 
The thoughts that arise wlicn such dear fellows woo us, — 
The nothings that tlien, love, are every thing to us— 
That quick correspondence of glances and sighs. 
And what Bos calls the • Twopenny-Post of ilie Eyes* — 
Ah Doll! though I know you *Te a heart, 't is in vain 
To a heart so unpraciined lliese things to expUia ; 
They can only be felt in their fullness divine 
By lier who has wander d, at evening s decline. 
Through a valley like that, with a Colonel like mine! 

But here I must finish — for Bos, my dear Dollt, 
Whom physic, I find, always mukos mclandioly, 
Is seized with a fancy for church-yard reflections; 
And full of all yesterday's rich recollections. 
Is just setting off for Montmarlrc — ■ for there is,* 
Said lie, looking solemn, • the tomb of the Vksts!' 
Long, long Invi; I wisli'd, as a votary true, 

O'er tlie (^rave of surh tilents to utter my moans; 
And to-day — as my stomarh is not in good cue 

For ihejieth of the VisTS— I 'II visit their bones !» 
He insists upon my going with him — liow teaming! 

Tliis letter, however, dear Dollt, shall lie 
Unseal'd in my drawer, tliat, if any thing pleasing 

Occurs whiht 1 'm out, I may tell you— Good bye. 

B. F. 

fhmr o'clock. 
Oh Dollt, dear Dollt, I *m min*d for ever — 
I ne'er sliull be happy again, Dollt, never! 
To think of the wn tcli — what a victim was 1 1 
T is too inurli to endure — I shall die, i shull die— 
My brain 's in a fever— my pulses beat quick — 
I sliall die, or, at Icist, be exceedingly sick — 



' HIm BMdy't aolioat of Frva.<k prMU Halloa may b* par. 
Mivad ia ih* rkyaaa «ki.b she ■l«a;i mIciI* Utr m Lt Rt*i.» 

* Li Rui, »ko «•• lk« Cmt r'tn of Um Eai|ir«M Xaria Loaiaa, It 
at pMtrai, ar caarw, aat af fc«kioa. aad U aaecarded ia her suiioa 
kf ikalayalisi •■■taa-Mak«r, VictoaiJii. 

> it k iha AmcStr of ihe pmsai akcelkat Rauaarairar wha liaa 

•Maiihad M MgalicaaUy ia ika LlMMMra SloaiMartfa. Th* la* _ ... -v.. „-..,. 

I at tka kaarf af ika i««h isMladM widiiW '^ wouId be an edifying thing to writo a history ol 



Oh what do you think? after all my romaBciBg, 
My visions of glory, my sighing, my gUnciag, 
This Colonel— I scarce can commit it to papers— 
This Colonel *s no more than a vile linen-draper! 
T is true as I live — I had coax'd brother Boa so 
(You '11 hardly make out what I *m writing, I sob so) 
For some little gift on my birth-day— September 
The thirtieth, dear, I 'm eighteen, you remember- 
That Bos to a shop kindly order'd the coach 

(Ah, little I thought who the shopman would prove 
To bespeak me a few of those mouehoirs de pocke. 

Which, in happier hours, I have sigh'd fur, my love- 
(The most beautiful things— two Napoleons the priee- 
And one's name in the comer embroidci'd so nice !) 
Well, with heart full of pleasure, I enter'd the sliop. 
But — ye Gods, what a pliantom! — I thought I shoul 

drop- 
There he stood, my dear Dollt — no room for a donbt- 

Tliere, behind the vile counter, these eyes saw hii 
stand, 
With a piece of French cambric before him roll'd oar. 

And that horrid yard-measure upraised in his hand 
Oh — Papa, all along, knew the secret, 't is clear — 
'T was a Aopman he meant by a • Biandenburgh, 

dear! 
The man, whom I fondly had fancied a King, 

And, when Aat too delightful illusion was past, 
As a hero had worshipp'd — vile treacherous thing — 

To turn out but a low linen-draper at last! 
My head swam around — the wretch smiled, I believe. 
But his smiling, alas! could no longer deceive — 
I fell hack on Bob— my whole heart secm'd to wither- 
And, pale as a ghost, I was carried back hither! 
1 only remember that Bos, as I caught him. 

With cruel facctiousncss said — ■ Curse the Kiddy! 
A staunch Revolutionist always I 've thought him, 

But now I find out he 's a Coiinter one, Biddt !■ 

Only think, my dear creature, if this should be know 
To that saury, satirical thing Miss Malonh! 
What a story 't will be at Shandangan for ever! 
Wliat lauglis and what quizsing slie 'U have with th 

men! 
It will spread through the country— and nerar, oh neve 

Can Biddt be seen at Kiirandy again I 
Farewell — 1 shall do something desperate, I flear— 
And, ah ! if my fmle ever reaches your ear. 
One tear of compassion my Doll will not grudga 
To her poor — broken-liearted — young 'friend, 

BiMT FUDfil. 

Notn Bene.— 'I *m sure you will hear, witli delight. 
That we 're going, all three, to see Rauicrr to night. 
A laugh will revive mc — and kind Mr Cox 
(Do you know him ?) has got us the Governor's box! 



NOTES. 



Ok ikU Icaraiaff. wUl s iklag It UI 

Sai&srKtti. 

Note 1, page 1S9, col. 1. 
80 Fit«Bi^r4»D rail»m|der« gtUj. 



•fripikaaa ikaeai 



■aipuaa aa laa eaiaaa at taa kaad ai laa laaih ooaciadM witk ika *' wwuhi uc bo onirymg iiimg 10 wnui a nworj •" 
Isllawlai woH»— Taaia ta via tet Biaimti oaa mm mUtn.m i iha private amusements of io?cre i g aa » Iraciag the* 
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down from di« fly-tticking of Domitian, die mote- 
GAtchiog of Arubaniu, the hog-mianicking of Putne- 
nidet, the horee-cunying of Aretas, to die pecticoet* 
embroideriiig of Ferdinand, and Che pacienee-f4ayin0 
of the P e R— . — t ! 

Note 2, page 140, col. i. 
Your rant tea and tout. 
Is Mr Bob aware that his contempt for tea renders 
him liable to a charge of atheism ? Such, at least, is 
the opinion oiled in Christian. Falsler. Amanitat, Phi- 
lolog. — « Atlieum intcrprctabatur hominem ab hcrba 
The avcrsura.* lie would not, I think, hare been so 
irreverent to this beverage of scholars, if he had read 
Peter Petit s Poem in praise of Tea, addressed to the 
learned Iluet — or the Epigraph which Pechlinus wrote 
for an allar he meant to dedicate to this herb — or the 
Anacreontics of Peter Franeims^ in which be calls Tea 

8tav, d-£if;v, dsflCiMCV. 

The following passage from one of these Anacreon- 
tics will, I have no doubt, be gratifying to all true 
Tbeists. 

£v yp\j7goii aKjy€i9i 
At^t TO vsxTap 'I^vj. 

it flOt 0lStX9V0tVr9 

lnufoit cv /lufipivoin, 
Tai xoXXti TT/BSireuefltt 
Kae>sc( y^tptwi Mupxt, 

Which may be thus translated: — 

Yn, Im Hebe, e«er yoaaf. 

High Id kesTea hsr aMtsr hold, 
Aad 10 JoTe't inmorul throog 

Poor the tide la cap* of gold.— 
/ 7/ aoc ravy h«aT«a'« prlaoM, 

Whll«, wlik Mowf baadt, far mm, 
Katk the rblaa ipa-cap riacn, 

Aad four* out her bett Bohea i 

Note 3, page 141, col. i. 
Here break we off, at thit aahallow'd aaiM. 

The late Lord C of Ireland luul a curious dicory 
about names; — he held that erery man with three 
names wan a jacobin. His instances in Ireland were 
numeroiis : — vii. Archil>ald Hamilton Rowan, Theobald 
Wolfe Tone, James Napper Tandy, John Philpol Cur- 
ran, etc. etc. and, in England, ho produced as examples 
diaries Jaiues Fox, Richard Brinslcy Slicridan, John 
Home Tooke, Francis Burdett Jones, etc. etc. 

The Romans called a thief ■ homo trium Utcramm.* 

Taa' trlaia llteiaram ho.i« 
Xe Vitapcra* '. Far.' 

pLkCTCt, Amtmlar. Ad. », Soeaa {, 



Note 4« page 143, col. a. 
The Tettaawai. tara'd laio aelo-draMM ai||hily. 

• The Old Testament, « says tlic theatrical Critic in 
the Gaxette de France, ■ is a mine of gold for the ma- 
nagers of our small play-houses^ A multitude crowd 
round the TheAire de la tialt^ every evening to see the 
Pasuge of the Red Sea.* 

In the play-lMll of one of diese sacred meto-dramus 
at Vienna, we find ■ The Voice of G — d, by Mr 
Schwartz.* 

> DlnmUeM tappawi ihh word 10 ha ■ fitutwm: t h a t U, ha 
ihlak* • Far* haa Mda hit meaf tnm the BSftla lalo the ml. 



Note S, page i43, col. 1. 
No one eaa suspect Boileau of 1 sneer at hie royal 
master, but the folbwing lines, intended for praise, 
look very like one. Describing the celebrated passage 
of the Rhine, during which Louis remained on die safe 
side of the river, he sayit, 

Loula, lei aainant dn fro de too ronraQe, 

le jdalat do la gnmdtKr, qai Vatiaekt am rTrcftf. 

fiplt.4. 
Note 6, page i44> <^ol' i* 
Tarat from hit Tidiait to hit ffien, 
Aad hat them bolb well ejcec: ted. 

IIow amply these two propensities of the Noble Lord 
would have been gratified among that ancient people 
of Etruria, who, as Aristotle tells us, used to whip 
their slaves once a year to the sound of flutes ! 

Note 7, page 148, col. a. 

Lampreys, indeed, seem to have been always a fa- 
vourite dish with KingH — whether from some conge- 
niality l>etwecn them and that fish, I know not; but Did 
Cassius tells us diat Pollio fattened liis lampreys with 
human blood. St Louis of France was particularly 
fond of them. — Sec the anecdote of Thomas Aquinas 
eating up his majesty's lamprey, in 11 note upon Rabe- 
laiSy liv. 3. chap. 2. 

Note 8, page 148, col. 1. 
Till five o'doi-k lirloip oa ibat hoar to aomeatoaa. 

Had Mr Bob's Dinner Epistle been inserted, I was 
prepared witli an abundance of learned matter to illus- 
trate it, for which, as indei>d, for all my < scientia 
popinae,** I am indebted to a friend in the Dublin 
Univeruty,— whose reading formerly lay in the magic 
line; but in consequence of the Provost's enlightened 
alarm at such studies, he has taken to the authors • de 
re eihariHB instead; and has left Boding Kemigius^ 
Agrippa, and his little dog /i/iohu, for Apicius^ So- 
niuSf and that most learned and savoury Jesuit, Bmien^ 
gems. 

Note 9, page i5t, col. a. 

• Um AatflMi.- sara aMrrlleta Bob, • whicA I ihlah 
WoaM. ircela'dwithalltllewfalaaaoe, hedelieloaa!* 

Mr Bob need not be ashamed of his cookery jokes, 
when he Is kept in countenance by such men as Ctcero, 
St Augustine^ and that jovial bisliop, renanttus Pa/r- 
tnnatus. The pun of the great orator upon the > jut 
Verrinnm,* which he callabad hog frrotfc. from a play 
upon both the words, is well known ; and the Sainf • 
puns upon the conversion of Lot's wife into salt are 
equally ingeniout:— • In salem conversa hominibna 
fidelibus quoddam pnestitit conf/imenfum, quo sapiant 
aliquid, unde illud caveatur exemplum.* — De Civitat. 
Del. Uh. 16, cap. 3o.— The jokes of the pious favourite 
of Queen Radagunda, the convivial Bisliop Fenantius^ 
may bi; found among his poems, in some lines against 
a cook who had robbed him. The following is similar 
to Cicero's pun. 

Flmt jnoella Caet ^mam mm jartt nUa. 



See his poems. Corpus Peetar. Latin. Tom. a, p. tySa. 
—Of the same kind was A/on/mfliir* joke, when a dish 
was spilt over him— -summumjns, summa injuria;* 
and the same celebrated parasite, iu ordering a sole to 
be placed before him, said, 

Ellfl dU dtemt, Im miki aola pbiceM. 
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The Tcader nay likewbe tee, nmtmff a good deal of 
UtAen, erudition, the learaed UpHiut ^okm on catting 
up a capon, in his SabtmaL Sermon, lib. 3, cap. a. 

Note lo, page 157, ool. a 

Vpoa aiHi'V **^ cookery. Bosst. of oo«n«, 
tfuadiai; ap for tke btter Fiao Art ia fall faroi. 

Cookery ha* been dignified by the rcMarchea of a 
Aocon (see his Natural History » ReceipU, eU.); and 



takes its ttalkm as one of the Fine Arts in A« 
ing passage of Mr Dm^aid SleiMrl— A^neaMj m 
this view of the subject, sweet may be said to be ia- 
fn'iutMl// pleasing, and Kller to be relatiTeiy 
which both are, in many esses, equally 
those effects, which, in the art of cookery, 
to that composite beauty, which is the object of the '. 
painter and of the poet to create. • — FkOoaofkieal ; 
I Essays, 



mm atvim 0itnmvisii to Conot^jsjei. 



AkX* oux* ococ nrKTIKHS OAEON METEXEiN tow? -nXouvioui CYrc^nyui Tt xot c/nrci^ca 'H 

II0AEMULH2; Eye* tfn* 

Plato de Rep. lib. 4* 



Ifaai 



doaUtkaslfalSeaaey of tkolaacaago. ^ nfer biai to tks tUrd Tolaaa of Boporu. MC fsrikby iko 
la tko laws of Omtimm, aad paUUliad la dds toagao.* 
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PREFACE. 



Tu Public have already been informed, through the 
medium of the daily prints, that, among the distin- 
guished visitors to tlie Congress lately held at Aix-la- 
Chapelle, were Mr Bos GsBcso!f, Mr Gbohgb Coopsh, 
and a few more illustrious brethren of The Farct. It 
had been resolved at a Grand Meeting of the Pugilistic 
Fraternity, that, as all the milling Powers of Europe 
were about to assemble, penonaliy or by deputy, at 
Aix-la-Chapelle, it was but right that Thb Fa;(CT should 
lure its representaliTcs there as well as the rest, and 
these gentlemen were accordingly selected for that high 
and honorable office. A description of this Meeting, of 
the speeches spoken, the resolutions, etc. etc. has been 
given in a letter written by one of the most eminent of 
the profession, which will be found in the Appendix, 
No. I. Mr Cais's Memorial, which now for the first time 
meets the public eye, was drawn up for the purpose of 
being transmitted by tliese gentlemen to Congress; and, 
as it could not possibly be in better hands for the en- 
forcement of every point connected with the subject, 
there is every reason to hope that it has made a suitable 
impression upon that body. 

The fsvour into which this branch of Gymnastics, 
called Pugilism (from the Greek ruC, as the author of 
Boxiana learnedly observes), has risen with the Public 
of late years, and the long season of tranquillity which 
we are now promised by the new Millennarians of the 
Holy League, encourage us to look forward witli some 
degree of sanguineneas to an order of things, like that 
which Plato and Tom Csib have described (the former 
in the motto prefixed to this work, and the latter in 
the interesting Memorial diat follows), when the Jfii- 
ling shall succeed to the Military system, and Tbb 
Fahct will be the sole arbitrcss of the trifling disputes 
of mankind. From a wish to throw every poMtble 
light on the history of an Art, which is destined ere 



long to have such influence upon the affairs of the 
worid, I have, for some time past, been employed in a 
voluminous and elaborate work, entitled • A Parallel 
between Ancient and Modem Pugilism,* which is now 
in a state of considerable forwardness, and which I 
hope to liave ready for delivery to subscribers on the 
morning of the approaching fight between Randall 
and Martin. Ilad the elegant author of Boxiana ex- 
tended his inquiries to tlie ancient state of the art, I 
should not have presumed to interfere with a historian 
so competenL But, as his researches into antiquity 
have gone no farther than the one valuable specimen of 
erudition which I have given above, 1 feel tlie less hesi- 
tation 



■OTO* det'Orperv floret. 



i 



I 



lB>itB<«qao BMO capitl petrra inilf! 
€ado priac aalli Tobriat taaipoca Una.' 

LccasY . lib. 4, «. 3L 

The variety of studies necessary for such a task, and 
the multiplicity of references which it requires, as well 
to the living as the dead, can only be fully appreciated 
by him who has had the patience to perform it. Altera 
nately studying in Ae Museum and the Fives Court — 
passing from the Academy of Plato to that of Mr Jack- 
son—now indulging in .4ttic flashes with Aristophanes, 
and now studying Flask in the Attics of Cock Toart*— 
between so many and such various associations has 
my mind been divided during the task, that sometimes, 
in my bewilderment, I have confounded Ancients and 
Modems together,— misuken the Greek of St Giles'* 
for that of Athens, and have even found myself tracing 
Bill Gibbons and his Bull in the • taurum tiH, puleker 
ApoUo^M of VirgU. My printer, too, has been affected 

> To waadar tkroagb Tot FAUCv't boaran. 
To 0uber a«w, aakeard-of towan, 
Aad vreaihe »ack faHaadt tor ay brow, 
A* Fsac BOTor wrcaiked till aow ! 

of Ike Noaparcil. Jack ■aadall.— wkoie, lk« 4atj 

TidorT, lMWIdal«Taa,«kkk«aa s ilH iii.of 

•r Ss Gtbs's. 



• TW 

afkarkkkM 
byaU 
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^vith Mmilar hallucinations. The UiL Glofios, of Plao- 

^ Oft he converted, the otlier day, into a Glorious MM; 

uid more than once, when I hare referred to Tom. prim, 

jr Tom. quart, he has snbstituted Tom Crib and Tom 

^Olnrer in tlieir places. Notwithstanding all this, the 

•k will be found, I trust, tolerably correct; and 

an Analysis of its opening Chapters may not only 

itify the impatience of the fanciful World, but save 

ly future reviewers some trouble, it is here given as 

i^Buccinctly as possible. 

Chap. I 'contains some account of the ancient in- 
"^entors of pugilism, Epeus and Amycns. — The early 
^exploit of the former, in milting his twin-brother, in 
-^ventre matris^ and so getting before him into the world, 
^K related by Eustathius on the authority of Lycophron. 
Amycus, a Royal Amateur of the Farct, who chal- 
lenged to tlie scratch all strangers that landed on his 
«hore. — The Combat between him and Pollux (who, to 
use the clauic phrase, served him out), as described by 
ThcocrituA,' ApolloniusRhodius,' and Valerius Flaccus.^ 
. — Respective merits of these three descriptions. — Tlico- 
1 critus by far the best; and, altogether, perhaps, the 
I most scientific account of a Boxing-match in all anti- 
\ (juity. — Apoilonitis ought to have done better, witli 
such a model liefore him ; but, evidently not up to the 
thing (whatever Scaliger may say), and his similes all 
Wtun.4 — Valerius Flaccus, the first Latin Epic Poet after 
Virgil, has done ample justice to tliis Set~to; feints^ 
facerSf^ and ribbers, all described most spiritedly. 

Chap, a proves that the Pancratium of the ancients, 
as combining boxing and wrestling, was the branch of 
their Gymnastics that most resembled our modem Pu- 
gilism; cross-buttocking (or what the Greeks called 
uTf09xthl^uv) being as indispensable an ingredient as 
nobbing, flooring, etc. etc. — Tlieir ideas of a stand-up 
JigfU were very similar to our own, as appears from the 
79 TTScstv aXXy]Xous 0Pe02TAAtlN of Lucian,~7r t/9t 



Chap. 3 examines the ancient terms of tsb Fanct, 
as giveu by Pollux {OnomasL ad. fin. lib. 3.) and others; 
and compares them with the modern. — For example, 
ayxitif, to throttle— ^jyt^stVy evidently the origin of 
nur word to lug — xyKuct^ttv, to anchor a fellow (see 
(•rose's Greek Dictionary, for the word anchor) — 
opaaottv (perf. pass. Ssopoc/ftatt), from which is do- 

' Idyl. as. 

' Argooavt. lib. >. 

> Lib. 4. 

* Esovpt one. ^oUTUZOf olff, wkick U gnod, sad wbidi FawkM, 
iherefora, hai omitied. Tke fbllowiai; ooapict froa hU traaslatloB 
i«, hawvy»r, /jutel/ut 9mom(ih :— 

So from th«lr botter'd dMekt load erboM tprasv. 
Their dub'd i«etb crackled aad iheir Jaw-faoaee ruBg. 

* EaiUai bir, dejttnmiqm* perat, destrmm^aa niuitor 
TjDilaridet ; redii bac oealla et pondere Bobryx 
Sic raiiu : ille avMiB oeleri rufU e*« liulsum. 

Lib. 4, T. atfo. 

We hare bere a /rla/ and a /arwr togetbar. Tbe»aaaer la wbirb 
Valeria* Flaonia deteriliea ibe aiallllade of Uaeif aarda tbat utaally 
■Maaible oa eucb occationt, la biQhlj poetical aad pictarotqae : be 
•appoeea ibem to be Sbadet from Tartaraa : — 

Et paler oraatet ortoraai Tariaraa » m i r m$ 
Mabe rava Uadem ad aMril* apectaoala pofue 
Eaiiitit ; MnBl aif fvaaaal edalaa mwtJt. ▼. aM. 



rived to drag ; and whence, also, a Jfotfc etymologist 
might contrive to derive ^pa/tOf drama^ Thespis having 
first performed in a drag.* This chapter will be found 
highly curious; and distinguished, I flatter myself, by 
much of that acutencss which enabled a late illustrious 
Professor to discover that our English ■ Son of a Gun» 
was nothing more than the Uonf Tuvm (Dor.) of the 
Greeks. 

Chap. 4 enumerates the many celebrated Boxen of 
antiquity. — Eryx (grandson of the Amycus already 
mentioned), whom Hercules is said to have finiAed 
in style.— Phrynon, the Athenian General, and Auto- 
lycus, of whom, Pausanias tells us, there was a statue 
in the Prytaneum— The celebrated Pugilist, who, at the 
very moment he was expiring, had game enough to 
make his adversary give in; which interesting circum- 
stance forms the subject of one of the Pictures of 
Philostratus, Icon. lib. 2, imag. 6,— and above all, 
that renowned Son of tlic Fancy, Melancomas, the fe- 
vourite of the Emperor Titus, in whose praise Dio 
Chrysostomus has left us two elaborate orations.* — 
The peculiarities of this boxer discussed— his power of 
standing with his arms extended for two whole days, 
without any rest (ol>vaTO{ »jv, says Dio, xecL ^<jo iifupcis 
i^vii fievstv avoTeraxu; ra; x^'/^^»« '**' ^^* ^* ^^^*''* 
ouoets up«vTa aitrov r, avaTraiyaa/ACvov w^Tit^o ti<a9aoi. 
Orat. 28), by which means he wore out his adversary's 
bottom^ and conquered vnthout cither giving or taking. 
This bloodless system of milling, which tnistcd for 
victory to patience alone, has afforded to the orator, 
Thembtius, a happy illtistration of the peaceful con- 
quests which he attributes to the Emperor Valcns.' 

Chap. 5 notices some curioiu points of similarity be- 
tween the ancient and modern FAKCT.-^-Thus, Theocri- 
tus, in his Milling-match, calls Amycus • a glutton^* 
which is well known to be the classical phrase at Noulr 
sey-Iiurst, for one who, like Amycus, takes a deal of 
punislunent before he is satisfied, 

U(a9 yap o> ItOi ub; AAH4>ArON a-^pa xaOtc^cv. 

In the same Idyl the poet describes the Bebrycian hero as 
TtW/^ii fJLsOu'jiv^ « drunk with blows,* which is pre- 
cisely the language of our Fancy bulletins; for example, 
• Turner appeared as if drunk, and made a heavy lollop- 
ing hit,»4 etc. etc.— The resemblance in the manner of 
fighting still more striking and important. Thus we 
Cud Crib's favourite system of milling on tJie retreat, 
which he practised so successfully in his combats with 
Gregson and Molyneux, adopted by Alcidamus, theSpar^ 

I Tbe llaab lerai for a rorr. 

> Tbe folkmlag word*, ia wki<^ Dio aodaddedly prefer* tbe art of 
tbe Boxer to tbat of tbe toldier. woaUl perbapi bare beea a tUII 
more aigBifiraat MOtto to Mr Oib'a Meaiorial tbaa tbat wbick I bare 
cboaea ttom PUto: lUcC XOdsXou 0^< V/Oiyi ZOl/tO Xr^ CV TOI( 

•noktfiotq aprcra Ttpoxptvot, 

^ Hv m iiti Twv itpoyovotv twv i^fltTspwf ttuxtik 

avtip, nt^ctr/nofuts ovofix auroi o'jto^ ouitva 

Ttcanort T/9W9oe(, ov6t 7raraC««» /*«^ ^ ^9st xac tvj 
Twv x^^p^'" Kvagvcatt Travra; arrcxvatc xoui avrnta- 
Xouff. — ^Tbbmist. Orat. ixtpi Ec/dhivtk. 

« Kaat's Weekl| Dtopatch. 
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ii -will b« na\j luttmrf >o untpiK Mgeiher mo 
icufnifliBouaaiiiidUicIinior SyncUB, Mitt 
untilnnv UiFirTnaDa!UTraJi4ve'bccn ihe mitltraof 
la— The Mm of Colour, lo prerenl hrme/Umd. 
I*n«pci1li(;lit hold of Ciner'i hjnil-' — [Account of (he 

(iniiiJuia||lu3i3>ii~si, -ilie lilf-HliiiE^-)} ii ■luuu 
"WAni foi word «i lb du fnl Linriiig : 

Aof. 6 pKnet. frDin ihr jnu'Hj-inadhind.M'rD 
bMwm L'lisn and the 'Bci;^r in the iSch Ivok of 
llw UyiHT, llul (hr BnncDU (qolinlhXandiDg llieir 
ibatajiaxaVnn, nFLa-mar-CJimbalaDU, vliicli.Ar- 
lumiilDnu uyt in Ijb chip. 33. iri/it ii/ivvftiX- "- 
ltd to pugilnm oi mtt U nllirrlliacliaf mmlnU) 
not pp>p«rlT UQdcnland_^jr /rfdj^.- «* lilvna it 
I obltged to nquire an <nil, froin tlui lUDdEn-b!. 
tbcT vill nnl Jral him j> ilj' liuct, vliilc liv ii 
dMIlfll^ SHI ihtrntumprr — 



rr'I^ii7;^ip(=i.v 



Cnelu, fat I 



f"i»- ""Z"' 



uliicfa ihcT nl 



n puiHwbrlf fnia ■ piiviEe is Plata, dc 
Lig. lit. 8, -wbare, ipeakinf of trmining, be uyii, i> it 
mlj by frsqunit OM of tin ulovM iliai a knowlfllec of 
ilapptitf uidb'ttir>fnui)ieir<|<i<nd. The whole pat- 
ilft ■• ennou, ufHiniif ih at (br DiTioaPUto nt not 
■ iBifpilhar a naiiinin Ihe /WiT-l-j.l — K"l iif tyyu- 
TSTB TSU tjugiSU, Bvtl ItuvTUV SVtlPAI zv rt:i- 
t^UfilSm, inuc ai lltHrAI ti »t at Ta:( tllH- 
rQ.V ETAABEIAI iiwiiiltTwro tCi ri jLmsmiv ha- 

at We find from Tn*elWPnllio,inlio, in ileicribinn ■ 
trinaph of Gallicnus meniiatit ilie • Pufjila uutulii 
nonnrJIawpueilinlB.. 

Ctuip. a adiern in the pueilitiic eihibilioiu of the 
Spartan tidin, which Propeniiu hu iliui nmuumo- 



■ nd, (a prnte Ih.lC the mndirr 



■r •.hp... uhL la b.. . )» Ipt-k !•<■ r. Ji-o » 

«*athbaiMi!inH'*'*»<^T«~'^-'»>> 

>);.[;— ^— nWHt ■rHm*i«MU»lrira..»d Dt^ 



bat Je. via Kcondcd by hb nwar, Grace, wfao, Bf^ ik \ 
ceaclunon, loaedlkf her hal in defiance, anrdaflindB 

between Hn F.liabeih nUkniaonaf CloLcnwdl,^ . 
MiB Hannah liyfichi of StWEWf-lUrka— ■norta ^irf 
(bat the Enf,liih may iwaal nun] a ■ dolce guniietn m 
wli a> Uie Ureeke. 

Chap, q containt ArcounU of all Ihe rclelTalcd ft*- 
toiofaniiquity, IramlatcdfrDmtbcwaikaofilHillffc- ' 
rent ailbun ihal hare dscribcd Ihrm. — lU. iheb- 
mAm irj^aaaulie Battle, u detailed by ihe thnc pottr 
nuniiDnrd in rbap. i.— the Ficlil brlKcm Epeis uJ 
Kurvilui, in ilic ]3d Dank of Ihe Iliad, and bcfwm 
Vh-La and IriiiintheiSlhlftoDkofiLeOdyHey— tb 
Ca'mhal of OatT* and Ealellui ui tlie ith Jneid •! 
Capancu* and Alcidamui, alrcadt refeired In, in Sunt. 
and of Ache^lou and Hercules in the glh Dook of itx 
He((inor|ihaK> ^ though ibulou ai rather a. wralbof- 
bout than a •nH.nem bline dial between Rerr-iila-iBj 
AntFiu in ihv 4thBMik«>f Lucan. ThenaJer wbsii i 
auiiout 10 know how I IiateiiiFceeded in thiapan^ I 
my la«k. sill find, at • ipfiTiien, my iianilaDDn fn>a | 
Virijil in ibe Appcndii to the pmcntinn-k, !!«. 1. 

Ck,p. , 






falncliood Id Lueu 
proenied Solon a> 
Put;iliBni» wlicreaa we know from Dw^eBea l^eftin 
that lliat le|;ikljtar lank eirrypueaiblepuaaiadianHi- 
rageBiiduippnsit.— AleiandedliaGreal, lae.ualelai 
CBaii(h(opnhibilTBak'i!»;<(PliitarchiB/^L}. — Gala* ] 
iiuay parti oF liii worka, hut partKidarly im the 
TtAt. md .^rf'Condcmiullie practice aicneTTauni and 
aiciaua.' — lln tbc ollieraidc, Ilie ImunDiita iHM 
fanur, numcToua.— The graiCr number of Pindjt's ' 

in. -yat acknowJed^ <iiul lU prafi^jl ' 



h.'UI in higha 

ciDn, where TiciariauipogiliaUiKK horn, becamr ; 

rnut from thai circumataiiee^^ jnu an Brialol hat ■ 

rendered immortal by tlie production of au*^h be- i 
ai Tom Oib. Harry Uanncr, Bie Boa, Dulcli Sam, | 
lie.— Aramiauu jiarcelliniii Mk a ban murh ' 
religiaufl and pa^naciom Lmpefor. Gonfttontiua, ^ 
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For inOance, iheie '• V — s — tt — t's head 
(• Tjm carum** it may well be ntd) 
If by «nine ruriouft chance it came 

To MMile on Bill Soambs's nhoulders, 
Vif irffrct would turn out much the Sflune 

(hi all mpertahle cash-holdere : 
Eirrpt th)t while in it» new M>cketf 

The heail wan planning Rchemcs lo vnn 
A u^ng way into one's pocket, 

Tl>c hands would (Aun(je directly in. 

Good Vlv'ount S— dm — b, too, instead 
itf \h% iTMn (^rave n;»»pcctud head, 
Mi,:lif wi^r yfor au(;ht I sec that ban) 

OJil Lidy WiLiELMi;<fA Fbvmp's — 
it', while the hand 8i(i;n'd Circulars^ 

Die h*r.u\ nii|;hl lisp out « What is tramps?* — 
Tin' h^-c— t'* brains could we transfer 
Ttt %i>nii- robust man-milliner. 
The «hrip, the Uiears, the lace, and ribbon, 
Wf.uld \',n, I doubt not, quite as (;lib on; 
Aii'l. vice vena, take the p;iins 
Ti> t;ivc the P — cB the shopman'h brains, 
• I*- only ch.inpe from thence would flow — 
RiifhoHt would not be wasted so! 

T was thus I ponder'd on, my I^ord ; 

\su\, e\en at ni(;ht, when l.iid iu beil, 
I ftiund niy*w;lf. before 1 snorttl, 

Thuv choppin(;, swoppin(; head for head. 
.\i lrn|:tli I thout;ht, fantiHtic rlf ! 
liim Mii-li a chaiif^e would suit myself. 
Twill %l*^p and wakin(;, one by one. 

With \ arious perirniniunis Ktddled, 
Ai LiM I tried your Lordship's on. 

And then I (;rew roinplelcly addled — 
For};<^t all other heads, od rot 'em ! 
And Uept, and dreamt that 1 was — Bottom. 

Aug. a I. 
Walk'd out with daughter Brn — Mva*i shown 
Thr llnuv of (Commons and tin* Throne, 
WhiMc velviri cushion 's just the Siiiuc' 
N — ML — «« sat on — what a shame I 
(rti, ran we wonder, best of spee«'hcni ! 

WiM-n L s seated thus we see, 

Tliai France 's ■ fundamental feiitures* 

An.' much tlie same they used to I>e? 
However, — God preserve the throne. 

And cushion too—and keep them free 
From arcidents which have becu known 

To happen even to Royalty !4 



Aug. 38. 



Read, at a stall (for oft one pops 

(»o ftomethiog at these stalls and thopt, 



' Tia cari capitis. — Hosat. 

* k »MMtcrf pklipw^ct. 

' TW Mly rhufe. if 1 rpoollcct ri^l. Is tke MbsUtalioa of lilie* 
' k^«- Tbi* war apoa ik« b««« it, of ro«ne, OHivenal ; • exitiuB 

'•fibas,* likr ilw sacry ayapka ia Virgil :— b«i aay aot anp 

u wiv (Ml of ikr rktimu of L^itinut-y yat T 

* I •■ afrai4 iImi Br Fwl^a alladci* bcm to a very awkwanl a*^ 
^■u vliirli is ««ll kaonB M bav* lMi|i|i«M>d to f»wr L— — • lf> 
*-•-♦. mmm yaars siacr. al oar of the R— g — is Frtrs. He was 
•^QMi aasioof giacioos ^mvb at ika time. 



That does to quote^ and fpves one's book 
A classical and knowing look. — 
Indeed I 've found, in Latin, lately, 
A. course of stalls improves me greatly). 
'T was thus I read, that, in the East, 

A monarrh'syyit 's a serious matter; 
And once in every year, at least. 

He *s weigh'd — to see if he gets fatter:* 
Then, if a pound or two he I>e 
Increased, there 's quite a jubilee !> 

Suppose, my Lord, — and far from me 
To treat such things with levity — 
But just suppose the R — o — t's weight 
Were made thus an affair of sLite; 
And, every sessitms, at the closte, — 

'Stead of a s|)eech, which, all cau see, is 
Heavy and dull enough, (iod knous — 

We ucre to try how heaw he is. 
Much would it glad all hearts to hear 

That, while the Nation's Revenue 
Loses so many pounds a-year, 

The P B, God bless him! gains n few. 

With Knles of muslins, chin ties, ^iccs, 

1 see the Easterns weigh their kings ; — 
But, for the R — g — t, my advice is. 

We should throw in much heavier things: 
For instance 's quarto volum«». 

Which, though not spires, serve lo wrap them; 
Dominie St dd — t's daily columns, 

■ PrcMligious!* — in, of courstr, we *d clap tliem — 

Letters, that G — btw t's pen indites, 

In whirli, with lo^jical confusion. 
The Major like a .Minor a^ riles, 

And ne\er comes to a conclusion:-" 
Lord S — M — »s' pamphlet — or his head — 
(.Mi, that >Kcre worth its wci|;hl in lead!) 
Aloii^; uitli >Kliich we in uta\ uhip, sly, 
The Speet-hes of Sis John G — x H — pp — SLT; 
TLit Ikimnct of many uonU, 
Who loves so, in the IIoum' of IxinU, 
Towhispirr Rihliops — jind mi nigh 

L'nto their wigs in whispering goes. 
That you may always kno\% him by 

A patch of |)Owder on his nose! — 
If this won't do, we in must cram 
The . Re:isons- of I^rtl B — cb — ch — M; 
(A lMM>k hi^ I^rtlship means to \%rite, 

Entitled « Reastms for 111^ Ratting:*) 
Or. sliotild thesi> prove too small and light. 

His 's a host — we 'II bundle that in* 

And, still should all these masses fail 
To stir tlie R — c — t's ponderous scale. 
Why then, my Ixird, in Heaven's name. 

Pilch in, without reserve or stint. 
The whole of R— ol— t's l>eauteous Dame— 

If that won't raise him, de\il 's in 't! 



' • Tb« Ibirtl day of iho FmsI ibr Kiag raaMtb blauplf lo hf 
wrigbrtl witb iprot rarr.*— F. Bsaxifcs't V,»fffe i* ttrntrnt, rte. 

* • I mafaiUr.- says Brrai^. • tbai all tb» Ossrabs ei y rtasf J 
Rrf«t jot tbat lb« KioB «ri||b<^ two fHMiails aorr aum ibaa tbo yoar 
prpcediag.* Aa<Mbfr a«ihi»r irlU ■• that •Falarss. as well as a rrrj 
largi- b<«d. is cnatidrrtHl. tbruagboai ladia, as oae ol ib.' mosI prr- 
I i<Mu gihs of Uaavva. Aa raorMoat skall is ahsolataly ravarMl, 
aatl ib« bappy oararr is looked ap to as a saprrior hoiag. To a 
l*rimct a joalirr brad Is lavalaablo.>— OriraiM/ FiM SpmHt. 



i6o 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Who haTe erety thioy now, as Bill Gikhont would My, 
« Like tlie bull in the rhina-thop, all your own wayv 
Wbattoeirer employs your mafrnificenC no6«,* 
Wliether diddling your subjects, and futtin^ their 

(While you Aauu the poor ipoonief > with speeches, so 

preoy, 
•Bout Freedom, and Order, and— «i/ ■•/ rye, Aetty), 
Whether praying;, or dressing, or dancing the hays. 
Or tapping your congo^ at Lord C-STL-a— ca's* 
(^'hile his Lordship, as UMial, that Tcry great dab* 
Ac the flowers of rhet'ric, njlaiking his gab!) — 
Or holding State Dinners, to talk of the weather. 
And cut op your mutton and Europe together! 
Wltaterer your gammon, whatever your talk, 
Oh deign, yc illustrious Coc^» of the ffatk^ 
To attend for a moment,— and if the Fine Arts 
Clf Jibbing* and boring* he dear to your hearU; 
If to tevel* to punith* lo mffinn* mankind. 
And lo darken their daylights,^ he plcasimx refined 
(A« tliey must be) for r\ery l^'j;itiinati' mind, — 
Oh listen to one, who, both able and willing 
To spread through creation the niystc-ritfA of milting 
(And, as to whn^e politics, nearch the world round 
Not a sturdier /'iMite'* e'er Iitc*! imder ground). 
Has thought of a plan, which— excuse his presump- 
tion. 
He hereby submits to your Royal rumgumption,^* 

It being now settled that emperors and kings. 
Like kites made of foolicap^ are high-flying things. 
To whose tails a few millions of siibjrrLs or so. 
Have been lietl in a string, to be whisk'd to and fro. 
Just wherever it suils the said foolscap lo go — 
This being all scltletl, ami frei-tloni all gammon.*^ 
And nought but your Honour* worth wasting a d — n on ; 
While *nug and s«*eure you may now rim your rigs^^* 
Without fcir that old Bimcy will bother your gigs — 
As your Honours, too, hV-ss y«iu 1 though ail of a trade^ 
Yet agreeing like new owe*, liavi; lately been made 
Special constables o'er us. for kee{>ing the peace, — 
Let us hope now that\i-ars and rumbuitions will cease; 
That soldiers and guns, like «> the Devil and his works,> 
Will henceforward be left lo Jews, Negtrs, and Turks; 
Till Brown Beu <4 shall soon, like M\v» Tabiiha Fusty, 
For want of a spark lo go off wtCfc, grow rusty, 

' Taking e«t th« coaieats. Him. fKttlmf a q«arl-pot (or mJLImg 
ma tktUuimf of It), i. e. driakiag it off. 

* Simplctoa*. alia* bmoeeuv. 

* Driakiax joar tea. 

■ Sm ik« Appeadix, ^(o. 1. 

* Xm Adept. 

' Shimiae off hit talk. —Bailer expmtMl. perbip*. hy a late wit. 
wko, apon Iteinc a»ked what wat r.O'nR "■> '■ '^ HoataofCoBBioaa. 
■biwrrrd. • oal; Lord C mirimf kit puru/>«/df^.* 

* All t'-int of tke Fancy, and faailiar to tkoae who read iha 
Traataeiioai of the Pagilittir Sorieiy. 

* To cloM ap their eye«— aliat. lo tew wf tfceir *fet. 

'* Toa received hit tint eilaraiioa in a coal-pir ; frooi whoae* ho 
hat iicen himoarcd with the aanetif • tie Black DiaaMnd.* 

*' Ci mftivm^ or Kmtmfwmftiom, ooaiprubentioa. oapscity. 

" ^loateoMor haaihoQ. 

<> Play yoar iricki. 

'• AtoMicralra lot*. 



And lobterr t will lie such a drag npon haad. 
That our ilo-noCUn^ Captains moat all 9ac/«j 
Myeyts, how ddigfalfnl !— the rabble well ytffyU 
The SwtlU in kigkftaOur^ and old Boney l«9f W:< 



III 



Bat, though we mutt hope far sack good di 
Yet as something aiaj happen lo kiek up « 
Some quarrel r ucr t cd for your own privmte piciuif 
Some grudge, eren now in your great gioards tHtM^ 
(God knows about what— about money nuTh^», 
Or the Papists, or Dutch, or that kid,* Master XAr)— 
And, seeing in case there should come such a rmmpms. 
As iome mode of settling the chat we must compMiw 
With which the tag-rag ^ will hare notliiog lo do^ 
What think you, great Swells, of a Rotal Srr^ro!' 
A Ring and ^ir fst-work at Atx-la-Ghapelle, 
Or at old Moulsey-IIurst, if you likes it as well — 
And tliat all may be fair as to wind, weigkt, ud 

scieace, 
rU answer to train the whole Holt Au.ia!«cb ! 
Just tliink, please your Majesties, how you 'd prefer it. 
To mills such as Waterloo, where all the merit 
To vulgar red-coated rapscallions must fall. 
Who have no Ri(*hi Diviuc to have merit at all! 
How much more select your own quiet Set~tos! — 
And how vastly genleeler 'l woiilil sound in the news, 
{Kent's fFeekly Dispatch, that beau all others hollow 
For fancy transactions), in terms such as follow; — 



ACCOUNT OF THE GRAND SET-TO BETWF.ES 
LONG SANDY AND GEORGY THE PORPCS. 

Last Tuesday, at Moulsey, the Balance of Power 
Was setllcfl by Twelve Tightish Rounds, in an hour — 
Tlie Buffers,' both • Boys of the Holy GrvMia^;*— * 
Loxu S^MDT, by name of the r>ear much renown'd. 
And (^EORGT the Pvrpus, prime glutton rx*ckun'd — 
Old thingummre PorT$o9 was Loxg Samdt's second^ 
And (lEosov'swas /VitC-sxL-s — gb, — he who lives 
Al the sign of ihe King's Arms n-kimlto, and gives 
His nM<i// b<*er altoiil, >siih the air of a chap 
Who believed it himself a prodigious stroa^ tap. 



« Soldian, fVoai the coloar of their riochaa. • Fa Mi mm't 
•eon* fur a chart-hBan to tarn Midiar :— lohflvn. wbi*^ are af a 
hiaith black, being Bade red by beiiinf.*— Craae. Bailor 'a iafe- 
niont ainila will oivar to the reader : 

Whea. Ilka a loUier boHd, tho Mora 

from blark to rod began totara. 

' Ordained — i. t. Loooae rlergyaiea. 

* Tranaportad. 

* (Ihild.— Heacn oar ateftil word, kidnapper— to mmk m kid hataf 
to •teal a child, ladaed. we nerd hat reixtllact the ■>■; aicdkai 
and ne^««*ary «ordt to which Johnson ha* aflMd the atigaa af 
■ caat lerBi,> lo be aware how it>n»idrral>ly thir Engliah laagaa§»hak 
bean enrii-hcd hy thr ronirll>ntiont of tho Flaah ftn ieinlty. 

' Thr eoaiaioa people— the Bobiliiy. 

* A boxing-niatrh. 

' Bntert— Iriih cant. 

* The hitch in ihr ateire here was readertd aeceuary Ly ikofO^ 
Utioo, which if froa a ivlrltraird /'aarjr ''Acal eadiof, ororj v«ne. 
that ; — 

For we are the l*oyt of iho ilw/y Grmmd, 
. And w« il dancw apoo nothing, and lara m» fobmI! 
It la alHMsl ncadleas to add, that the Hefy Cnmmi or I mi, b a 
woll-kn«fwn rcigion of S»i Gilrs't. 

* Ton aeaaa, I presaar. ihr tvlelmited dipUMoaliai, PanAdi Bar- 
gn.— The Irish nsed lo riaia tbr dancvr l>fdekM a* iheir eoaafry> 
Bua. inaialing thai the U had slipped o«i of iia ri«bi pioee, and 
that hia rvnl naao waa Mr U'Diddla. On tho aaaM priacirla. ikay 
will, poikapa, aiiifl thair right tt» ■. i 
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iU Ejri of M— RL— T, tlMffi. ffmiette him, 
If r oth£r bri of M— il— t II im him. 
I \ad whv iJinukl not the worid be hlnil 
Vich firo MU-h Man, for EaH and WeM?) 
Ttii-n. wIh II iM-fiirc lh« Yellow Srram 

Iff '« lirmiflit— and. sure, tlie raj cmcdcc 
• if • liiju**! ro would be thai •cene 

fif Jot in iIm> Oleiitial IVmenrc!— 
H*- thu« fthnulil «iT : — ■ Duke Ho and Soo, 
I II pi I \ w lijf trit'kK you plfiMC ffir you, 
If \itii 11. in furn, hut do for iiie 
\ f-^ until rrirk* you now iiliall nee. 
If I '-•iiiMilt yonr Kmperor'n likinf^, 
\i if i«»i vfiii 'II do the Mine for my Kin(;. • 
II- (Inn Uimild f^rr. llimi nine Midi |;rin« 
.\« would ahinund rvL-n Mandarinii: 
\tI ihrtiw «iir}i *oin4TH(*V( licfnre 

Irn- |iirturH of King Citoaai (<iod hlen him!) 
U OkhiIiI Ihiki' Ho hut irv ihciii o'er, 

Woiihl. Iiy (lifMFi'CiiTS, much diklresft him ! 

l»iirr ilii« nir-n-ly ax a hint, 
l<ui rhirik vou *ll find «omr windfiin in *l; 
\n-i «liiiu|il Tou follow up |Im> joh. 
Ml w^i'i. iiiv l/onl i'\oii know poor Boa), 
Vi'iil.i in iIn* «iiilr he |;1.id to (•o, 
Aa i hflp Ilia Kirrllency Jot ;— 
\i ka«t, liki* nolile Avn — bst's ton 
V.U Ud will do lo practi%e on.' 



That iihc lived to much more than a hundred and lea, 
i\nd wat kill'd by a fall from a rheny^tTBe iIicd I 
What a friiiky old girl ! bul~to cooie to my lowr. 

Who, tlioiigh not a kiof;, i» a kero I 'II twear, — 
You ftliall licar all that k Imppen'd juM briefly mn over. 

Since tJiat happy night, when we whiik'd tlirouGh thu 



air 



l/(;t me HSU — 't was on Satiirdayye*, Dolly, yea— 
From that fveiiiiig I date the firkl dawn of my hiiaa; 
When wi* IniiIi r.itil«:<l off in tlut dear little carriage, 
WMioiu' journey, Uoh M\h, i« m> like love ami niarria|^. 
• Be|;inniii(; gay, denperate, dahliiiig down-hilly ; 
And cmliiig us dull aft a i»i\-iiiHide Dilly !•* 
Wdl, htMn-rly a wink did 1 nlwp the night through. 
And, iM'it day, having wrihhlnl my letter to you, 
With a lirart full of hope tl*iii fweet fellow to naeet, 

St out with I'aiw. to nee L"** D 

Make )i'» Imiw to w»ine halfilozen women and hoya, 
Who get up a Miiall ronerrt of klirill Five ie ****— 
And how vahtly |>cnti*('ler. my dear, even tliis in. 
Than vul|;ar l^ill-MallK oratorio of liiiaca! 
The ganleiifc htrem'd full — mi, of roune, we walk'd o'er 

'em. 
'.Mont; or»ngi*-tnfK, rllpp'd into town-brad deconim, 
.\ii«i Daphnes, uimI vateK, and many a Matiic 
Then; Mnring. with not even aMitrh on them, at yon! 
The iMindft, t<M), we riew'd — »io4mI awhiU* on the brink 

To rnntiriiiplate the play of tliotu* pn*tty gold likhi« — 
« Livr buUiom^ft *a\* nienilnM lUih. • whit'h 1 think, 

WoukI, if roin'tl, with .i little min/iuiire, lie deliciouft' 



LETTER X. 

ll-tH wits BIDDT ri'DGB TO MISS DOIOTIT . 

^i.L it II n'l the King, after all. iiiy '(("ar creature! 

i.i dt-ni \iiu i;o laugh, now — there 'n nothing to 
ijiiiz in *t — 

' Ttni'i-iir of air and for {;rimneMi of featurv*, 

rl mt'jht lit> a King. Doll, though, hang him, he isn't. 
* ' r%: I f. Il hurl. ff>r I wish'd it. 1 own, 

I r n.. otb.'f eauw than to vex SliM Malohb,— 
T'. ;:irjt hi'in-Mi, you know, of Shaiidangan, who 'k 

Ih'P". 
^ • *ini'. off will' %Mck .lire .ind n real Cmhrnen*.* 
^ < i iijinf- \ hill a paltry old nhhit-^kin. dear I] 

■ ' *-i^^ I'-i. aftiT ihfply roiuidtTiiig the thiiii;, 

I III jii«i .1% w<-ll p|i.-aAe«l it should not lie the King; 
^' 1 : •.rik for my BiniiT. so yentille andyofie, 

^ '• rk^ • h.iriiiH may tht-ir priee in an honett wa> fi-ti'Ii. 
T I t Craivh nliuq; — i[wlut if aDraiich'nhurjj.DoLLT ^; — 

^ iilil ti*'. afii-r all. no Mieh vitv gn-iit ratrh. 
'■ ■ ■ K — «. — T, iihliH-il — • added In*, li>okin|; !»lv — 

■ i ri-iiunilKT that roiiiiral squint of his eye) 

' I iiiippM him— ■ La, Pa, how cnn you say mi. 

'Ti till R — c — T loves none hut old wonu-n. you 
knnw!« 
"^ . h t« f II t. iiiv dear Dolly— we. giris of eifjlitci'n, 
V~ I m %]im — I^inl. lie d think us not fit to he xeeii ; 
\~.\ ■Amilii liki- uft niiieli Iieitcr a« olil->ay. .i« old 
\' Tdt Ounii-^A fif Dmiiond. of whom I 've 1m.i*u told 

' V« Ir CIlMt «f«^wai tt ikr EaihaNT. 



' ^» l«S« Wrpaa'a • Praatv • ftw thr mmt«6Mr. loM lH>r l^^ Ma- 
■■•» A'litfslis. mi iW ^aaat ppsilnaaa wknw Iim» «■• « art^ l>) 



I Rut what, IVilly, wkit is the gay oringi^^vr, 

tir |;iild fisheii, to her th.it 's in sesireh of her love? 

In vain did I uihllv explore eveiy eliair 

WImti' a thing likr a man was — no Iovit sat there' 

ill \aiii iii\ fond e^eKiliil I ea|;erK euNt 
j .Vt the whiKkfrh. iiiustarhim. and wig* tlut went past. 

To olit.iiii, if I eoiihl. hut a |;laiiee at that eiirl, 
I Rut a filiiiipse of llioM whiftkens an Kiirn'«l. my giri. 
I .\h the ItM-k that, l*a mvh,' in to >liiv4ilmi>n given, 
'; lor the an|;i'l to hold hy that > hi(^ tin-in to heaven!* 

.Vlav. then* wiiit hy me full many a quLi. 

.Viid muktaehifwi in plenty, hut notliing like his! 

hi»:ippointed. 1 found nn-Heif M|:hing out • widl-ailaT.* 

Thought of the \iord« of T — m M— bi's Irixh na^lody. 
I Soiiiirthini; alNUit the • |;n>>n spot of deli(;ht,'^ 
j (Which \ou know. Cnpuin Slacintosli sung to usom> 
d iv^ : 

All. I>olly! my • spot- wa« that Satnrdar night. 

And its verdun*, iuiw tli'«-tini;. had wither'd liy Suntlar ! 

We din«Hi at a tavern — Li. what do 1 mv? 

If Roh was to know !— a Reitanrtttrurt^ dirar: 

' TWrart. on ihr marn. an- «lrag,-,r«l aii mlu«l« In • (k4iB. 

* titr llii« »>-»)■ i<f l> 111 iMlr- !,-;•- . I*a • «<•, I •■ip>'i i. iiiilrlifv«i to ■ 
iitiii- ■!■•■ ViiIb*^'* i\ain* . a InhiL nhii h ataallt fura* {•■rl iif ■ Jm- 
I'll ia's li' rJiy. ■■•! with «bii k Yr I o<l.;i> wiiti fair tmrm mrlt mt^ 
i\i linlpii at ibc iImt wbrn br «r.i|r tin ■ |kn«a wilk K.Bjf*.- «U'.— 
Tiif Birfr ia \iiUr« !■ a. fiilliifi* . . Il il In ikit !■ I ul kair (na ib^ 

, rriiwn nf ih.-h-.i.l', wnrn li ihr in:i.i-rii; iif Makialmaa*. ibai ihr 
lacfl (if ibr TinmIi i* in Um* tbf rln i autl • arr* ibroi lo l*ai»JUp.* 

* Tbe «iiaB|; la.ii. wbiKr nrmorf i* nui «er; rermi, aaai allaJv, 
I I ihiak. In ih^ fol'iiwia ; l.m. 

lib ' ibal (an fiif* •• v'rv tergM. 

Wbii-b I ir«l LiA«p Iraivtl : 
Mill II \iit\;^rinf, baaalt tbr j:reram •,••1 

Ua Mi»iw'a mtM9 '. 
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Wliere your proptrest ladks go dine erery day, 

And drink Burigundy out of large tumblera, Ukc beer. 
Fine Bob (for he 'a really grown *tt;>er-fine) 

Condescended, for once, to make one of the party; 
Of courve, though but three, we had dinner for nine, 

And, in «pite of my grief, lore, 1 own I ate hearty. 
Indeed. Doll, 1 know not how 't is, but in grief, 
I hare always found eating a wondrous relief; 
And Bob, who "s in love, said he felt the same ^uOe— 

• My sigh^« said he • ceased with the first glass I 
drank you; 
The Utmh made me tranquil, the pufft made me light. 

And now that 's all o'er— why, 1 m— pretty well, 
tliank youl* 



That dear Snnday night!— I was charmingly drett'd. 
And — $0 proTidentiai — was looking my best ; 
Such a sweet muslin gown, with a flounce — and my frilk 
You We no notion how rich— (though Pa has by tb 

bills)— 
And you 'd smile had you seen, when wc sat rather near 
Colonel Calicot eyeing the cambric, my dear. 
Then the flowers in my bonnet — ^but, la, it 's in Tain — 
So, good bye, my sweet Doll— I shall soon write again. 

B. F. 

Nota bene— OUT love to all neighbours about— 
Your papa in particular— bow is his gout? 



To my great annoyance, we sat rather late; 
For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate 
About singing and cookery, — Bobby, of course. 
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force; 
And Pa saying, • God only knows which is worst. 
The French singers or cooks, but 1 wish us well over 
it— 
What witli old Lais and Very, I m curst 

If my head or my stom:ich will ever recover it !• 
T was dark when we got to the Boulevards to stroll. 
And in vain did I look nioug tlie street Macaronis, 
When sudden it struck me— last hope of my soul — 
That some angel might take the dear man to Tor- 
loni's!* 
We enter'd— and scarcely had Bob, with an air. 

For a grappe it la jardiniere call'd to the waiters. 
When, oh ! Doll, I saw him— my hero was llicre 

(For I knew his white small-clothes and brown leather 
gaiters), 
A group of fair statues from Greece smiling o'er him,> 
And lots of red currant-juice Kparklin^; before him! 
Oh Dolly, these heroes— what creature* they are! 

In tlic boudoir the same as in fields full of slaughter; 
As cool in the Beaujon's precipitous car 

As when safe at Tortoni's, o'er iced currant-water I 
He join'd us— imagine, dear creature my ecstasy- 
Join'd by the man I 'd have broken ten necks to sec! 
Bob wish'd to treat him with punch a la glace. 
But the sweet fellow swore that my beaute, my grace^ 
And my je-ne-sais-quoi (then his whiskers he twirl'd) 
Were, to him, « on de lop of all pouch in de world.* — 
How preltv- !— though oft (as, of coupm;, it must be) 
Both his French and his F.nglish are (ircek, Doll, to me. 
But, in Hliort, 1 felt happy as ever fond heart did ; 
And, happier still, when 't was fix'd, ere we parted, 
That, if the next day should l)c pastoral weather. 
We all would set off in French biH'gies, together, 
To sec Montmorency — that place which, you know. 
Is so f imous for cherries and Jean Jacque* Rousseau. 
His card then he gave us — the name, rather creased — 
But 't was Calicot — something— a colonel, at least! 
After which — sure there never was hero so civil — he 
Saw us safe home to our door in Rue Rivoli, 
Where his lasl words, as, at parting, he threw 
A soft look o'er his shoulders, were— • how do you do !•* 

But, lord,— tliere 's Papa for the post— I 'm so vcx'd— 
Montmorency must now, love, be kept for my next. 



p. s.— 1 've just open'd my letter to say. 
In your next you must tell me (now do, Dolly, pray, 
For I hate to ask Bob, he 's so ready to quii) 
What sort of a thing, dear, a Brandenburgh is. 



LETTER XI. 

riOM PBILIM CONNOa TO . 

Yis — 't was a cause, as noble and as great 

As ever hero died to vindicate — 

A nation's right to speak a nation's voice. 

And own no power but of the nation's choice ! 

Such was the grand, the glorious cause that now 

Hung trembling on N*p*l"n's single brow; 

Such the sublime arbitremcnt, that poured. 

In jiatriot eyes, a light aroimd his sword, 

A glory then, which never, since the day 

Of his young victories, had illumed its way I 

Oh 't was not then the time for tame debates. 

Ye men of Gaul, when chains were at your gates; 

When he who fled before your chieftain's eye. 

As geese from eagles on Mount Taurus fly I* 

Denounced agaiust the land that spiim'd his chain, 

Myriads of swords to hind it fast again — 

Myriads of fierce invading swords, to track 

Through your best lilood his path of vengeance back; 

When Europe's kings, that never yet combined 

But (like those upper stars, that, when conjoin'd. 

Shed war and pestilence) to scoui^e mankind. 

Gather d around, with hosu from every shore. 

Hating N'p'l"n much, hut freedom more. 

And, in that coming strife, ap|>aird to see 

The world yet left one chance for liberty! — 

No, 't was not then tlie time to weave a net 

Of l»ondage round your chief; to curb and fret 

Your veteran war-horse, pawing for the fight. 

When every hope was in his speed and might — 

To waste the hour of action in dispute. 

And coolly plan how Freedom's bought should shoot 

When your invader's axe was at the root ! 

No, sacred Liberty ! that God, who throws 

Tliy light around, like his own sunshine, knows 

How well 1 love thee, and how deeply hate 

JU tyrants, upstart and legitimate — 

Yet in that hour, were F'**cc my native land, 

I would have follow'd, v,'n\\ quick heart and hand. 



• A ftuhlontble rm/i fheltr oa the luliaa Doalevardt. • So* iKlUn. Hh. t, rap. 19 ; v» h<> lellt ui ibai tb«i« e«»r. 

t . Yoo eai Toar l« al TorlMi't.- My* Mr SooH. . Bader a Grrtiaa roa«<-Juaiui««« of lh*lr own loquacity. alway* iTOa« Mount Taoro» mi 

sumet la their bilU. to prevent any unlucky cackle Croa l>«*rayi< 

than to lb* ••siea— otartrrovTat 9CStfireuvrc». 



Oroup'* 

* Not an uoutnal aiiitakff witk forelcaan. 



T[iE FUDGE FAMILY iTS PARIS. 



l'i holial lUKTIKt — 



I irn al till I, Ttam al Ui >ls liiir umr ; 
ilxTt — I Iflufrli — anJ vould otten rirllim, 
■I ibr trmrli fiir il. • Lenlibtr, InriJwBK! 



IliTiu'n nK-»alLT-jnd, liriulit, Iwr anc 
:h.n-. 

uni'B ilianioiiil t'in on hri giVen BbbiaM! 
inl> ■nmal Is wjrliU' u blsl, -ob iba 'bwigb*. 

Tcjlurr nnr IniFV I h ill roKfnr ^ nur; 
«>ull nr-<T. livnl I ortw l.*l|i, HC 

)>ui anc dmiock— *( fini wlm ik (IhimI, 



n, 1 Wl ipilrfolly lia|.py If 
■Bd bit (nandf ai;n*l > 



■. ■> ■ Mickl« gf Botnr't- 



Ulm, AiMrUu, Lodi, HpUinin Iiiib» 
AiTou-dooii thai pillar nff;lnry>D<l Ins' 
^'hidi the poor Due dc B'*hr miui liaic to Id |i«h! 

About EnglUh iFdin an odd blunder or two. 
Far lumpli— milled b* Hie nams. 1 dare any— 
He CDDfoundHl Jici Cltrtu villi Unl C •■; 



miiLike I 



flRt Lord 



orlal hi 






But poiilici ne'er were the tweet ruljaw't tiadei 
T wu f^r war and ibeladiei mTCDlaDd wa> made. 
And, nil. 1iadTAUh«rd,»Iafeibarin<iali''d 
■nimngh thni hnuriFul fnreal, hownnwlly he lalkHl ; 
And linw perFerlly wi'll be apiBir'd, Daii,. M know 
Allihc]ihwid>dTninintDfJuT>J>c<iGnilcKr«uti'- 
• T*u alters,! ludlu — ncHihat'hBiHmlrl 
T wu a gibberiih ihat Ciipid aloD* conid Innal 
But > there,- laid be (poinlilv wIhte. anull and 
Tiir dearlfertniUBiniK), ■ thenbii Jvlii Iiuh 
-paper gili-edgnl. 



Tlifn 



Jt Willi;.' 



■iih lil 



TiFdlheieaiauixngedierwilh itoiiiiMreini-bliie!-' 

From aond and blue rtbbojh 4i¥ mnjunil up lim 
Alu. Uiiianun of hitIi tviuiiiiLf' tKHinnt 
ShnukI lenil lii> pnur lnaa lo lliu Funnillinf, nyde 

. 'T *jt lirrr, too, pfrbap^. CnlanrI (Ulicbt mW 
Ah down tlic imall (pirdm Im pentivrlr Ipd — 
(Thnusb wmlrouldivr l>ii*uliliflKfUn.-lKiidi»iia 
Willi race unl In KnI Ihin- llie bncd t>eriiiiinUe)< 
• T w>> hure Ik rerriied fnini Tlie fjir tVEriiut. 
(Vlio .allM liim in nwtly her An>r,> ei.n iAJ), 
Tlnl dear ftannci pouicuai, piillM iiff tii hirn 

Ai. full of ramahrt, tiumigh tbat lilies »e waDdrr'. 
TliE Oiatul (nne't uaio oFUau, bow odd il itl] 
U-d un ID lalk^hnul other eonunodilis, 
<:«mbrir. Hod ailk, ud oa'trahall lb>||tl. 
For the uui wa> ihun h.ialrniDg in pnnp lo iW kI, 



iVIb — i|iah ••lir rmtl, « ibal •<>• 



i64 



MOORES WORKS. 



APPENDIX. 

No. I. 



I 



Account of a Grand Pugilistic Meeting, held at Bel- 
cibk's {Casde Tavern, Holbom\ Tom Crib in the 
Chair^ to take into consideration. th« propriety of 
sending Representatives of the Fancy to Congress. — 
Extracted from a letter written on tfke occasion hy 
Harrt Uaembb, the Hatnmerer,* to Nkd Paucteb. 



AXV ojiiti ro KAN 
Tov r,x'jiSix auo'jTri TQM.* 



L4ST Friday night a hang-up set 
Of milUng blades at Bklcibb's met, 
k\\ high-bred Heroes of C^ /ting. 

Whose very gammon would deliglit one ; 
Who, nursed beneath The Fancy's wing, 

Show all her /fathers — but tlie white one. 

Brave Tom, the Cha,mpiom, with an air. 
Almost Corinthian,^ took tlie Chair; 
And kept the Coves ^ in quiet tune. 

By showing such njist of mutton 
As, on a Point of Order, soon 

W^ould take the shine from Speaker StrrTOH. 
And all tlie lads looked gay and bright. 

And gin and genius flashed about ; 
And whosoe'er grew un polite. 

The well-bred Chimpiom served him out 

As we 'd been summon'd thus to quaff 

Our Deady ^ o'er some State Affairs, 
Of course we miied not with tlie raff, 

But had the Sunday room, up stairs. 
And when we well had sluiced our gobs,^ 

Till all were in prime twig for chatter, 
Tom rose, and to our learned nobs 

Propounded tlius tlie important matter : — 

• Gemmen,^ says he — Tom's words, you know, 
Come like Im hitting, strong but slow — 

• Seeing as how those Swells, that made 
Old Boney quit tlie hammering trade 
(All prime ones in their own conceit). 
Will shortly at tbb Comgbbss meet — 
(Some place that's like tib Fi.^isi,? lads» 
Where all your high pedestrian pa€b. 



' So ailed ia bii doable cofiacity of Bmxer aad C v f f f i imtl k. 
> The pMM|^ la Pisdar, fro«i wliicii lb« followiBg liae* of ■ Bark 
tka Merry ChrutCkardi Bella,* are evUleallj borrowed : 

The devil a aua 

Will leofa bi« caa. 

Till be bean ibe Mifktg T^m. 

* I. «. Wiib lb« air. alaoel, of a aaa of raak aad fMbioa. ladeeJ, 
aooordiag to Boraoe's aoUoas of a petra^, Tua't daiau to it are ia- 
diapaiable : 

—— — Illaia taperara pa^ia 

* Fellow*. 

■ Deadv't (ia. otborwiee Daad;'« hrilUmmt rtmrk mmked. 

•Uaddraakbcartilj. 

> A p«blk>4oaae ia Loroal-Gardaa. ■■■ocabla aa oae of tko plaeat 



That have been up and out all nigbt, 

Bunning their rigs among the ralllers,* 
At morning meet, and— Aonovr bright— 

Agree to share tlie blunt and tattlers'.*)— 
Seeing as how, I say, these Swells 

Are soon to meet, by sperbl summons, 
To chime together like 'fcei/'s bells* 

And laugh at all mankind as rum ones— 
I see no reason, when such things 
Are going on among these Kings, 
Why iTe, who 're of the Fancy lay,^ 
As dead hands at a mill as tliey. 
And quite as ready, after it. 
To share the spoil, and grab the frtf, 4 
Should not be there to join the chat. 
To see, at least, what fun they 're at. 
And help their Majesties to find 
yew modes of punishing mankind. 
What say you, lads? is any spark 
Among you ready for a lark ^ 
To thn same Congress? — Caleb, Job, 
Bill, Bob, what say vou? — yes or no?* 
Thus spoke the CoAMPiOiv, Prime of men. 

And loud and long we cheer d his praVk 
Witli shouts, that thunder'd tlirongh the kei 

And made Tom's Sunday tea-things ratll 

A pause ensued — till cries of « GBBCSona 
Brought Bob, the Poet, on hb legs soon— 
{My eyes, how prettily Bob writes ! 

Talk of your Camels, Hogs, and Crabs.' 
And twenty more such Pidcock frights— 

Bob 's worth a hundred of these dabs: 
For a short turn np ' at a sonnet, 

A round of odes, or Pastoral bout^ 
AH Lombard-street to nine-pence on it, 9 

BoBBT *s the boy would clean them o«l.') 

• Geminen,* says he — (Bob's eloquence 
Lies much in C — N!f— g's line, 'tis said. 

For, when Bob can't afford us sense^ 
He tips us poetry, instead — ) 

• Gemnten, before I touch the matter, 
On which I'm here had up for patter,** 
A few short words I first must spare. 
To him, TBB IIbbo, that sits there. 
Swigging Blue liMtn," in tliat chair. 
{Hear — hear) — His fame I need not tdl. 

For that, my friends, all England 's lood 



wkare tke Geatleoiea Depredaton of ibe aifbt (ika Ml ■ 
tbe Road) a^ei. early ia ibe aoraiaj. for ibe parpoa*«f d 
•poil, aad arraaQiog otber Baiter* ooaaedod wiik tbeira 
Uaa Ailiaaoe. 

■ Robbing iravellen ia cbalaes, etc 
' Tbe Moary aad watrbca. 

' Parlicalar pareuit or eaterpriae. Tkas. • be k aa iki 
I I. e. tioppian cbilJrea wiib parcel* aad 
' crmekbuf, boate-breakios, etc. etc. 

* To teiie ibe aiuoey. 

* A fiolic or party of pleakare. 
' By thi« corioat loolosical aaacablafo (• 

■ porci, e poeii, e piddochi •) the writer 
Caap ril, l^rahbr, aad Hojg. 

* A tmrm-mp It properly a caaaal aod hasty mt-4», 

* More asaally . Lombard-ttreet to a Cbiaa araaga." 

. *eTeral of lbe»e /««c//. / lurrn* of betliaf — • Ckihia C 
•eatryboi, ■ • INMijMy'a Pillar to a stick of i 

'* Talk. •■ Gin. 

I 
I 
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lot thii rU wy, a ctviler Smell 

I 'd otfTcr wbh to hlow a eloud* with !» 



At thcM brsTe words, we, nrery one, 

*««5 omt m hear— heari*— and clapp'd like fun. 

For, knowing how, on Moulsey* plain, 

The Cukunon Jibb'd the Toir's iu>fr,* 
Tli» kutUrimy-Hp,^ against the grain, 

We tlioughi was cursed genteel in Bob. 
Aoti, hcrr again, we may remark 

t*j%% iikenew to the Li»bon jobber— 4 
r<r. though all know xYi^ifiaihy spark 

From II — $T — a — gh rcceired a nobber^ 
Tiif m.iHe him look like snetiking J^rry* 
And [«i(J him up in ordinary,^ 
Yrt now, such loring pals^ are they. 

That Georgy, wiser as he's older, 
laMi-ail of facing C — ST — n — oi, 

ih proud to be his botUe-holder! 

Bat to return to Bob's harangue, 
Tmas deuced Bne— no slum or slany — 
Kut fturh as you could SMoAe the bard in,— > 
Al! full of powers, like Common Garden, 
Vliih lots oiftfures^ neat and bright. 
Like Mother Salmon's — wai-work quite ! 

Tbf* nrtt was Tuaim — nobbing Ned — 
Who put his right Krg forth,? and said, 
• To«. I admire your notion much ; 

And, please the pigSy if well and hearty, 
1 Micnehow thinks 1 'II luive a touchy 

Nyidf, at this said Congress party. 
Though no great shakes at learned chat. 

If settling Europe be the sport, 
Thryll 6nd 1 'm just the boy for that. 

As tipping setders* is my^brto!* 

Then up rose Wabd, the Teteran Job, 
And, 'twi«t his whiffs, 9 suggested briefly 

Tbaf but a/ew, at first, sliould go. 
And those, the light-weight Gemunen chiefly; 

As if too many « Big ones went, 

rhejr might alarm the Continent!!* 

Jot added, then, tliat as 'twas known 
The R — « — T. bless his wig ! had shown 
A laste for Art (like Jobt's own '«) 
And meant, 'mong other sporting things. 
To hare the heads of all those Kings, 

T ■ tmtk» ■ |*ip«. Tkit phr«M U hishly poetical, sad espials* 
"*" i«" " ■•■I fci 1^ epiibai vt^i/rr/t/itxriS. 
' U ik« yrar iSi^. «|iea Can defualed Gatuto!!. 
' ^nl.M■• or Baueriaj. 

* TW^« paralfeU b«iw*ea (r««l BMa are Iraly edifylaf. 

' ^•- aat— B gomA 4mI of mkirh bat haea ialraducf^ iaio the re- 
fivrllaik. bj Mcli timuie lieroet a* Scro||;ia», (^rockey. «lc 

* rr«wfe. 

' V4 • hv««Hi« Pr W iffwai ea a la l-aul* a* wall a* la dehata. At 

^»— ti i iaa it ta id M reader hia • verykaid to hesotai,* I woald 

f<oer S - V— M-i— en to try it at a but reaoanv, la hit 

• iifc Br T— ra— y. 

' % k.*d ef llo«. wkoM t a d a rf ee aaiare it tafBcIeatly esplaiaed 

"• iW ■■•» it baan. 

' Urn he«*|i panicalarly fesd of ■ ikat coatly aad geailaaaalike 
•ah*.* a* Dekher ealla it. Tk^ uleat «hick Jiw potM>«M>t of oiier- 
•; /'•■U «bila hoMMdaf— aet/ ■wdare/ercai ■— itTory resarW- 

' J(«'ttaaaa for pictare* ka« beea that ooaaieaora ted by tbe great 

' •ifiia ef Faf ilitai— '■ If Joe Ward oaaaotboatt of a tplrndid nal- 

rj af |,k««r%t feraMd of talcciioM froei tbe great /areiya aMttrrt, 

k* 9* i|«rt tm^k a ealUrtiea ef Mfire tal>jecta at, ia BMey iettaacet, 

■aM be caMiderad aai^M. Fertralu ttf aaarly all tke pvgilitu 




And conqu'rors, whom he loves so dearly, 

Taken off— on canvas, merely; 

God forbid the ot'ter mode! — 

lie (Job) would from hui own abode 

{The Dragon • — famed for Fancy works, 

Drawings of Heroes, and of — corks) 

Furnish such Gemmen of the Fist^* 

As would complete the R — g— t's list 

■ Thus, Champion Tom," said he, « would look 

Right well, hung up beside the Duke — 

Tom's noddle being (if it% frame 

Had but the gilding) much the same — 

And, as a partner for Old filu. 

Bill Gibbons or myself vnoxiXA. do.» 

Loud cheering at this speech of Jobt's — 
Who as the Dilettanti know, is 
(With all his other learned parts) 
Down as a hammer ^ to the Arts'. 

Old Rill, the Blark,4 — you know him, NBDoy— 

(With mug, ^ whose hue the ebon shames. 
Reflected in a pint of Deady, 

Like a large Collier in the Thames) 
Though somewhat cut, ^ just begg'd to say 
He hoped that Swell, l-ord C— sT— B— OH, 
Would show the Lily-tVhites 7 fair play; 
• And not — as once he did** — says Biix, 

■ Among those Kings, so high and sguirishf 
heave us, poor Blackf, to fare as ill 

As if we were hut pigs, or Irish '» 

Bill Gibbons, rising, wish'd to know 
Whether 't was meant his Bull should go— 
« As should their Majesties be dull,* 
Says Bill, > there's nothing like a Bull:* 
« And blow me tight,* — (Bill GiBBons ne'er 
In all his days was known to swear. 
Except li(;ht oalhs, to grace his speeches. 
Like • dasli my wig^» or « burn my breeches\») 

« Plow me — •• 
— Just then, the (Jhair,9 already 
Grown rather livfly with the Deady, 

(aMBy of ibeai ia wboleleactbt aad attitadat) are tebefeaad. fkaai 
ibe da;t of F'fy aad Bntm'jktom dowa to the preteat period, wlih 
libeaettea of amaj ditiiaRalthed aaMttfort. aaMtag wIkmb are t^p- 
t«ia Ban. lay. tbc clattU- Dr Johaina, ibr Dm be of Caaiberlaad. etc 
Hit parloar it deit>r«|pd in a tinilar maaaar ; aad hit partiality for 
pirturet bat gon^ *o far. that rvea tbo lap-rooa cootaiat aMay ex- 
cclleat tultjeru:*— Boj/mma. «oI. i. p. 4-^>- 

' Tbe <;rrr« Oniffom, KiB,;-ttrr«i. uear Swalloar^treet, awhere (taya 
the tane auibor) au) pt-rMia way ba«r aa «ipportMaily of verifyikg 
what bat liera at««rted. la lirwing }%'*nf$ CaMimet •/ ikt fmmcf!» 

* /atoag ibe |iflrtraii» it oae of BiLLGiaao^t. by a papil of the 
great Fatrii. wbirh cave (K---atioB lu ibr fulliiwiug iaiproapla: — 

Tboagb )oa arr one of Fateli't ti'bolart, 
Tbit qartiioB I II dare in prnpote,— 
Bow ibe devil o nid yoa at-* tni/r/Mulvart, 
ta |>ainiiBj Uill (•laau^ft't note? 
I ' To l« dvm-m lu any ibiB|; it |>miy oiBib iKe tane at brief ep at 
' il. aad • tivtrm m$ m kmmmter' it. of coartc. tbe i««r««le«ai of the 

pbrate. * Ri«.Bau<i». * Far,r. 

I * <"■/. lipty ; aaolher resarbaMe iatiaaee of ibe tiailarily that 
eiittt b.?ineea tbelaagaagr of ibe Olattica aad ibai ef St Gilca't.— ' 
ta Mariial w«<tiod • ta.-alaitt|HOti<^ tmmcim veaa aie/w.* Eaaiat. too, 
bat > MmcUmil te Bore Librri ;• aod Jatiia. ■ keutrm* mur» $mmell.m 
' Ulif-mrkiu$ (or Smvm-h^Ut'', >egroet. 

* Bill Gibboot bat, t lielic«e. be.-a lau-ly rivalled ia ibit pecaliar 
Walk of the Faarr. by ibe ta|i«rior aienti of Toa UliTer't (.aaM> BmU. 

* Fron Ibe retpect wbub I tiear toa// m/m of dicaitarie*. aad ay 
aawilliagaett toaeddlawiib lbe< iapaledeeakacueaol ih« great,* 
1 have bcea iadaced to tappreta the reMaiadtsr of thudeuil. 
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No. n. 



VnGiL. jEneid, Uh. t. 416. 



GamnnT in digtUn extemplo arrectot uterque, 
Brachiaque ad superas interritus estulit auras. 
Aixliuere retro longe capita ardua ab ictu: 
Imnmcentqae manua manibua, po^amque lacammt. 
llle, pedum melior motu, fretusque juTenta: 
Hie, membris et mole Talens; 

sed tarda trementi 
Genua labaot, vastos quatit vger anhelitus artua. 

Multa Tin nequaquam inter ae vulnera jactant, 
Multa cavo lateri ingeminant, et pectore vaatot 
Dant aonitua; erratque aures et tempora circum 
Crebra manua: duro crepitant sub Tulnere male 



Stat ffraris Entellus, nisuque immotus eodem, 
Gorpore tela modo atque oculis rigilantibus exit 



Ille, velut celsam oppugnat qui molibus urbem, 
Aut montana sedet circum castelia sub armis; 
Nunc boa, nunc illos aditus, omnemque pcrerrat 
Arte locum, et yariis assultibus irritus nrget. 



Ostendit dextram insurgens Entellus, et alte 
Extulit : ille ictum renientera a Tertice tcIox 
Pnevidit, celerique eiapsus corpore ccisiL 
Entellus vires in ventum effudit, et ultro 
Ipse gravis graviterque ad terram pondere rasto 
Concidit: ut quondam cava concidit, aut Erymaatbo, 
Aut Ida in magna, radicibus eruta pinus. 



No. n. 



Account of the MiUing-mateh between Entellt 
Dares, translated from the FifOi Book of the ^ 

IT OirX or TBI TAMCr. 

With daddies ■ high upraised, and nob held bad 
In awful prescience of the impending thwack. 
Both kiddies ' stood-^and with prelusive spar. 
And light manoeuTring, kindled up the war! 
The One, in bloom of youth — a light-weight blai 
The Other, Tast, gigantic, as if made. 
Express, by Nature for the hammering trade ; 
But aged, 3 slow, with stiff limbs, tottering much 
And lungs, that lack'd the belhws-mender's touc 

Yet, sprightly to tike Scratch both Buffers can 
While ribbers rung from each resounding frame 
And diTers digs, and many a ponderous pelt. 
Were on their broad bread-baskets heard and fe 
With roTing aim, but aim that rarely miis'd 
Round lugs and ogles^ flew the frequent fist; 
While showers of facers told so deadly well. 
That the crush'd jaw-bones crackled as they fell 
But firmly stood Entkllus — and still bright. 
Though bent by age, with all Thk Fancy's light, 
Stoppd with a skill, and rallied witli a fire 
The Immortal Fa not could alone inspire ! 
While Dases, thifting round, with looks of tliou 
An opening to the Cove's huge carcase sought 
(Like General PassTOif, in that awful hour. 
When on one leg he hopp'd to — take the Tower! 
And here, and there, explored with actiTejC»^ 
And skilful y«in(, some guardless pass to win. 
And proTe a boring guest when once let in. 

And now Entellus, with an eye that plann'd 
Punishing deeds, high raised his heavy hand; 
But ere the sledge came down, young Dasks spi« 
Its shadow o'er his brow, and slipp'd aside — 
So nimbly slipp'd, that the vain nobber pa^'d 
Through empty air ; and He, so high, so vast, 
Who dealt the stroke, came thundering to the grot 
Not B — CK — OH — M himself, with bulkier sound, ^ 
Uprooted from the field of Whiggish glories. 
Fell sottje, of late, among the astonisli'd Tories! 7 

* Baiwb. 

* Fcflowt, uullr jrMiiy fellows. 

I Macroblaa. la hit eKplaaaiioo of tl»e rarlonc proporti« 
■■■borSoTea, My«, that ih« fifth Ilabdonat of aaa's lifei 
of 35) it ih« ooatpletioa of bit (ireafftb ; that iborefortf pag 
BOt ■aooMarul. aMally eiva over tbeir profPMioa at ibat 
■ iBlar p«gile« deaiqua bcc oonaaalndo ooBMrraiar. at q 
oonMMTvre victori*, nihil do ae anplio* is iBcreoMatit viri 
rvBt ; qai Tero eipertM bajus gloric aiqaa ilio aaaaarunt 
fataioaediacadaBt.*— la Soma. Scip. Lib. 1. 

* Ears and Eye*. * Ana. 

* A« tba aprooted traak ia iba origlaal i« aaid to be • ea 
•pllket bare oagbt, parbapa. to be • MUnner toaod.* 

' I trait ay ooaTrnioo of the Erymaatbian piao iaio hi* L 
will be tboagbt happy and iagrnioai. Ii wat •aggettod, iai 
tberoooliectlOB that EryaMaibut wa« also fanoat for aaoibc 
aatarai predactioa, very conaioa in lociety at all periods, ao 
■0 «aa bat Harealei ever aeeaia to have kaowa bow to ai 
tboagb araa k» i% dascrlbed by Valeria* Flaocaa at • Eryi 
' fr* aoaatri.* 



TOM CRIB*S MEMORIAL. TO CONGRESS. 




fant ttadiit Tcnrri ec Trioacria pubc* : 
or rvelo; priranaqne accnrric Aceilw 
Binqne ah hnino mueruM attoUic amicnm. 



ardaius cam, neqoe lerrihit heroa 
ad poisnam redii, ac Tim suacilat ira : 
odor iDcnidit Tirek, et comcia Tirtn*; 
itetnque Daren ardens a^t apquore toto, 
Irxira inyminaM ictua, nunc ille tinistra. 



requicft : qiiam multa gnndiiM nimbi 
aibuft crepUaJil, tic demit ictibut heroa 
a pubat venaiqne Darefa. 



uicr iCoas procedare lon^us ina» 
ire aniaiia EoieUum baud pawitt acerbit; 
kern impnauit pugiue, fisHunique Darela 
u mulceo* diclia, ac lalia fatur : 

I <|u« Canta animum dementia cepil? 
ine» jliaft, coovcnaque numina •entisT 



Diiiiqoe, el prvlia voce dirmnit. 
lluQ 6di vqnalet, |^nua cgra trahenlem, 
otrroque utmque caput, craiMimque cruorem 
vjrrtanmn. mialoeqiie in sanguine dentei, 

mi id 



Instant the Ring was broke, and shouts and yells 

From Trojan flashmun and Sicilian Swells 

Fill'd the wide heaven — while, touch'd with grief to see 

His p«i,* well-known through many a laHt and j|nv«,* 

Thus rwmly jlow'd^ the kind Acnns ran. 

And pitying raised from farth the ^aaia old man. 

Uncow*!!, undamaged to the $port he came, 

His limfaa all muscle, and his soul all flame. 

The memory of his miUing glories past, 

Tlie shame that aught but death should see him grasidf 

All fired the veteran's pluck — with fury flush'd. 

Full on his light-limh'd customer he rush'd, — 

And hammering right and left, with ponderous swing, ' 

Ruffiand the reeling youngster round the Ring^^ 

Nor rest, nor pause, nor breathing-time was given, 

But, rapid as tlie rattling hail from heaven 

BcatK on the house-top, showers of Randall's $koH 

Around the Trojan's lugs flew peppering hot! 

Till now iEifiAS, fill'd with aniious dread,' 

Rush'd in between them, and, with words wdl-brad. 

Preserved alike the peace and I)ar»' head. 

Bo A which the veteran much inclined to kremk — 

Then kindly thus the jfunith'd youth bespake : 

• Poor Johnny Raw ! what madneia could impel 

So rum a Flnt to face so prime a Swell ? 

See'st thou not, boy. rai Fancy, heavenly Maid, 

Herself descends to this great Hammerer's aid, 

And, singling him from all Iter jfaM adorers, 

Shines in his hits^ and thunders in his^fborersf 

Tlien, yield thee, youth, — nor such a ^poone^ be, 

To think mere man can mill a Deity!* 

Tluis spoke tlie (Ihief— and now, llie scrimage o'er. 

His faithful pals the done-up Dabis bore 

Back to his home, with tottering gams^ sunk heart. 

And NiMnf and noddle pink'd in every part.' 

While from his gob the guggling claret gush'd. 

And lots of grinders^ from tlieir sockets crush'd. 

Forth with the crimson tide in rattling fragments msh'd ! 



* Friead. * Party of pl«M«r« lad frolic 

* This pkrttM !• bat too applicable to tbo fwrW ktmimf af iko as- 
deolt, who. it appeara by ibo eafroviaga la M arc a tlalia ^ Art. 
Gyataatt.. ka«« a« litiis of oar uratfJU-Jmrm ur ^ medm as iW aaiai- 
ilateil Irisk of ikw pr w aat dVy. I have, by ibo by. dlMOTorad aaaM 
•rrort ia SUroirialic. at well at ia two other ■ ode r a aaibon apaa 
Pagiiitn (tii. Petrat Falier. ia hit ARoaitticeo, aad that ladafcti- 
fableeiaa«icaalM|Bar;. M. lareliM, ia hit • M^flwire poar aarrlrh 
I'Bisioira da Pajilet dea Aadoat •). «hich I thaU haw iha ploMaia 
of poiatiag oat la ny forihooaiiaf • Parallel.* 

* A fSvoarite blow of f bk .^otrAaaiL't, to callad. 

* There are two or three Epi|^at ia the Greek Aalhalitgy, ridi- 
callaf the tuie of aatiiatioa aad ditSfareaMal to which the paf i- 
litit were redaoed by their oooibata. The feUawiag tomr Umm are 
froa aa Epigraai by l.acilia«. lib. a. 

Kooxtvov ii xtfeO^n vou, ATToXXafsevc;, ycyivqrsUy 
'H TAiv ayrroxoTTAiv ySvOscfguv rx xorrsi. 

YpOLflflVZa. TflriV >U/6(X4JV A'^^91 XSC ^S !/*/€«. 

Literally, at followt:— ■ Thy head, O Apoll eph a a et. It pattw and 
like a tieve, or lik - the leavce of aa old wona-eatra book : aad the 
aawerwat tean, both ttraif ht aad crote-wayt, whirh have baaa la«'t 
apoa thy pate by the coatat, very aiach reaenble the teoee al a Ly- 
dlaa or Phrysiaa piece of laatir.* Ppr{|ihraMieally. ihaa: 

Yoor aodille. dear Jack, fall of holrt like a tleve, 
it to igered. aad dolled, aad trraKh'd. I deHare, 

■y voar rmummttn Sstt, < ae woaM alaotl believe 
They had paarA'd a whole veraeaf* The Waadpeckar* than! 

It aaf ht la ha ■oatiaaed. thai Iha ward • peaakfop • la assi 
ia boilag aad ■atk tajraTJag. 
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As illaatratlTe of tb« Xoble Lord's visit to Coii|n«ss. I ulce tW li- 
berty of sWIng tb« two followiRff pieoas of pootry. whiob appMrod 
•one tine since in tbe Morning Chronicle, and wbidi are fran tbe 
pen, I suspect, of ibat facaiioos Historian of tbe Fudges, Mr Tbo> 
mas Broirn, tbe Younger. 



LINES 



ON TBI DKPABTURB OF LORDS C — ST — 1 — 6B AMD 
ST-W-tT P0» TDK CONTIJtBlfT. 

At Parh ' ot Fratres, et qui rapuere snb illli 
VIk tenuere nanus (tcls bor, Meaelad) nefandas. 

OriD. MeuuH. lib. i3, t. aoa. 

Go, Brothers in wisdom — go, bright pair of Peers, 

And may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their 
pinions ! 
The One, tlic best lover wc have — of his years. 

And tlie other Prime Statesman of Britain's domi- 
nions. 

Go, Hero of Chancery, blest with the smile 

Of the Misses that love and the monarchs tliat prize 
thee; 

Forget Mrs Ang-lo T-tl-« a while, 

And all tailors but him who so well dandifies thee. 

Never mind how thy juniors in gallantry scoff, 
Never heed how perverse affidavits may thwart thee, 

But show the young Misses thou 'rt scholar enough 
To translate « Amor FortiA,M a love about forty ! 

And sure 't is no wonder, when, fresh as young Mars, 
From the battle you came, with the Orders you'd 
carn'd in 't, 
That s^crt Lady F\nny should cry out « my stars !n 
And foq;et that the Moorif too, was some way con- 
cern'd in 't. 

For not the great R — g — t himself has endured 

(Though I 've seen liim with badges and orders all 
shine. 

Till he look'd like a house that was over insured) 
A much heavier burthen of glories than thine. 

And 't is plain, when a wealthy young lady so mad is, 

Or rtn^ young ladies can so go astray. 
As to marry old Dandies that might be their daddies. 

The stars^ are in fBull, my I^rd St — w — tT, not they! 

Thou, too, t* other brother, thou Tully of Tories, 

Thou Malnprop Cicero, over wIiom: lips 
Such a smooth rigmarole about « monarchs, » and 

« glories, » 
And M nuUidge,»^ and « fL'atures,u like syllabub slips. 

Go, haste, at the Congress pursue thy vocation 

Of adding fresh sums to this National Debt of ours, 

* Ovid is nistaken in sayine ibat it wat • At Paris > thase rapa- 
cious iransarliODS toolt piare — we »liould road ■ At Vienna.* 

* When weak wonen go astray, 
Thd stars are nore in fault than ihcy. 

* It is thus the Noble Lord pronounces ibe word • knowledge *— 
deriTing it, as far as bis own share is ooooarned, froa tbe Latin 
■ nulluB.* 



Leaguing with Kings, who, for mere recreation. 
Break promises, hM as your Lordship brea! 
taphors. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well, bright Pair of Peers, 
And may Cupid and Fame fan you both wii 
pinions! 
The One, the best lover we have — of his years^ 
And the Other, Prime Statesman of Britai 
minions. 



TO THE SHIP IN WHICH LORD C— ST— I 
SAILED FOR THE CONTINENT. 

Imitated from Hornee, Lib. i. Ode 3. 

So may my Lady's prayers prevail,* 

And C — NN — c's, too, and lucid Br — gob* 
And Eld — n beg a favouring gale 

From Eolus, that older Bags,' 
To speed thee on thy destined way. 
Oh ship, that l>ear'st our C— st— b — gh,' 
Our gracious R — g — t's Ijctter half,4 

And, tfterefore, quarter of a King — 
(As Van. or any other cilf, 

May find without much figuring). 
Waft him, oh yc kindly breezes. 

Waft this Lord of place and pelf. 
Any where his I^onlship pleases. 

Though 't were to the D — I himself! 

Oh, what a face of brass was his,^ 
Who first at Congress show'd his phyi — 
To sign away the Rights of Man 

To Russian threats and Austrian juggle; 
And leave the sinking African^ 

To fall without one saving struggle — 
*Mong ministers from North and South, 

To show his lack of shame and sense. 
And hoist the sign of mBuII and Mouth ■ 

For blunders and for eloquence! 

In vain we wish our 5ec5. at home? 

To mind their papers, desks, and shelves, 
If silly Sees, abroad will roam 

And make such noodles of themselves. 

But such hath always been the case — 
For matclil(»s impudence of face. 
There 's nothing like your Tor)- race I* 

• Sic te diva poieni CyprI, 

Sir frolrrt llrlrnai>, Im-ida sidpra, 
Veniorumque re;;al paipr. 

* See a description of iIi.; s(ffX9C, or Bayi of Eolus, ia lh< 
sey, lib. lo. 

> Navlt, qair tibi rrediium 

Dehes Virnilium. 
* Aninur dimiJium moon. 

• Illi rtiliar ol r» lri|itri 

Circa pcclut crat. i|ui rtc. 

• — — • — prai-iiiiicm \frirum 
Dec.Ttant^-m %qnilonil>a(. 

' >'rqaitY|anin Drna olxcidit 
Prudent o.-eioo diwocialiili 
Terrai, si tamrn inipiM* 

.\on uo;{i'oda /i(i/«i iransilinnt Tada. 
This last line, wr ma; suppuse, allude* lo aomo di»iio^i»kt 
that attended the Toyag«;r. 

■ Audai omnia perpet^ 
Gens rail per Tetiinm ncfas. 



TOH CRIB'S HEMUHJAL TO CONGRESS. 



V. tfTTj' iW ebcAtn of Cnt^Uiiilt tiu^bl Iter 
Mk fpr bminr, Arc and *Jju|-Ii4fl-. 



..I.. I bluiJi, I Mil* 



I now. rhji— Birifeand lilwtditliai p» 



No IV. 
DOn GRFXISON, 
• kifUog •nil rutins rtumy (n-iy. Il>c Elqpiol All- 

••■■inin liivpt A unng iioU Jn llw drclo at 
j> 1 |h>|iiJm nC'ilie lini rluM; wbilc ihe Ciiii- 
> ricLiiB-uipik uDmilhid inr Iih pMHiAmtHI, 

■ riiN'ii: liiriety rpf qunLiEiailioaB, il huLogbre- 
r r BdB (tiifiimi, blonr, fmm \m uaiaD of pu* 

iiu in Iwrnu: vcnc. like ilk: lanli of old, Mutid- 
lirins of fhdr-nriike chafi>pUuu.>TlwBitia 

nit i-iiTHi'inuB uF PiipD, yrt uill Bai luu cnkiul 
t p«mlur -^ggrf «illi -.i rlanurlLTialic saasy 

li<,:h pMiK nf «r G»o«i'i iiknn in fullj 
ui liv ihir hptriuKEi wliirli hit (Hilti^iftl li;ii i^ren, 
it' — ,1 \rrY tpiridil Chiiinl, 4T Vtro^a Ddr» cn- 
■(ilhhLHkuid BUrli miltn.' 
^Mtalaa bawaai poctini Bad pugniriDiii pin- 
« vrirm 11 kivL' iivm in|;fnii<>ii«ly [Mluiubnili-d 

^ y«,s KK TOi'is iitrrf tITt7ii «u AOUU. 

CiUwcli. ITtkil U JfoUin. r. 44. 
Limp mflholfiyidil Sjitrd infbrmi i» fliul, nlvn 
t I.*lnik.i1 ihc cihflf impiratwd upnn TimLo, 



irr BiUonl iDlinuljan of llie canueBMlity luppnial 

0/ T» FtncT. To nn ons al llig prnml di 
onlfa iHKHIk morE jiuUy due lima ID M t Hot Gi 
Id Jiddilioa to Jii> iiuiucram nigimil (Hnlucti 

UnnE po°B — pvdcubiilY of l.ord Dymn and Mr THaWE. 
■nd tlie omalory iljle af Ilic laiur oiailleiuan Im la 

wliici] «i:re ■ddnxicd, inint yarn ji(|o, u 31u> Gii> 
Uaiddi. a ypuDH Laily of pu|<iliiiic cElvbriiy. of wlio 
I lull already miiki lionauriiilc rDenlioo in dicFrclai 

LINES 

TO MISS GRACE HAnnoX, TIIE FAIR PLCIUST. 

ITriHin in imilation nflhe tfylt 4,fMecrt. 

Th.1l iniuMfiil tlwk, eicr budJing like bowen, 
AiE liri|:l.l a> ilin liCfiit Ihal llie fini Jn> of aiuminij 



Oil Cnre nf tin Grana' ulinv Vm In my lip 
h m •vn','1 a. ih.' Iiniiidy .ind IM. ralli.T lliinnMi. 

TliHI Kmaku nf iIk- Ktimpmd' » runlly tip. 

Al the tirwiduili of diiwn, io IlKlnpof the FiniiJi !' 



IkubI of sfhrr nyni|di( iiHU'hi* Ihe ffiarr, 

IT /Mfnj, tny dnir, pliyi Iha detH with ihe 



M. villi wnulil nnl priib lie)iin<l 



Lord Kr— V— IT 'in limi (»nmy 
Anil llie I^ly l«! «iKKi> ■ neli nn 

Mil Arnrl n in CliMMrrrj, ri.ry nnr 
Aad HI would hii lititd Ie. if Eliou 

Svin-i VM I.F 111' rincy! vrhrn lore 
I fell nilhn- f HHri'ik. I fir-ly rolll 
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I had hoped that it would hare heen in my power to 
gratify the reader with aerend of Mr (Suoson's lyrical 
productions but I have only been able to procure co- 
pica of Two Songs or diaunls, which wei« written by 
him for a Maaqnerade, or Fancy Ball, given lately at 
one of tlie most Fashionable Cock^nd-Hen clufaa in St 
Gilo's. Though most of the company were without 
characters there were a few rery lively and interesting 
maskers; among whom, we particularly noticed Bill 
RiCBMONo, as the Emperor of Hayti,* attended by Sdt- 
Tow, as a sort of hiack Mr V— M— t— t; and Ikit 
Pio made an excellent L — s D— xh — t. The beautiful 
Sirs CaoGJtiT,' who keeps the Great Rag Shop in Bcr- 
mondsey, went as the OUl Lady of Threadneedle Street, 
She was observed to flirt a good deal with tlie black 3!r 
V — Ht — T — T, but, to do her justice, she guarded her 
■ lleqicridum mala> with all tlie vigibnce of a dra* 
goness. Jack Holmbs,^ the pugiliMic Coachman^ per- 
sonated liOrd C — ST — a — OH, and sang in admirable 
style 

Ya-hlp. mj IlMrti««'. here tm I 
Tbat driv* tbe CoMtiutioa Fly. 

This Song (which was written for him by Mr CatcsoTf, 
and in which the language and sentiments of Coachee 
are tranxferrod so ingeniously to the Noble penon re- 
presented) is as follows : — 

TA-HIP, MT HEARTIES! 

S«af by Jack Holvb*. the CoacbaMB, at ■ bt« Xatqaetsde la St 
Gilet'c is tka Ckaracter of Lord C— n— a— «■. 

1 riBST was hired to pe^ a Hacki 
They call • The Erin,* sometime back, 
Wlicre soon I learn'd to patter jladt^ 
To curb the titfi and tip the lash — 
Which pleased the Hosier c/thk CbowiT 
So much, lie had me up to town. 
And gave me lots of quids' a year. 
To toofi «The (lonslitulionn here. 

So. ya-hip, lleartic«! here am I 

Tliat drive tlic Constitution Fly. 

Some wonder how the Fly holds out. 

So rotten 't is, wiihia, without; 

So loaded too, through thick and thin, 

And with such heavy creturs In. 

But, Lord, 't will lost our time — or if 

The wlicels sliould, now and then, get stiff. 



* His Xsi<«t7 (is s Soag whidi I refrct I caaaot fire) profanad 
kit lauatiOM 



To take 10 $tr»uf memMwret like tomt of hU kla— 
To tara away Comnt Lsao.<«ABK, aad bring la 
A aMwe $ptHttd ailaitlf7 aadar l>mt« Gia ! 



■ A rolatlTe of poor Crockoy, »bo wai Imffed toae tIaM alace. 

* Tbe uaie, I nippoK, ibat $err«d omi Biaka (alia* T«m Tomjk) 
yean ago, at Wiltdea Graea. Tbe Famey Gaaetto, oa tbat o^ 

eaaioo, remarked tbat poor HolMot't has was ■ raadarod fftrfeetbi 
M/MatflyfMf.> 

* To drlw a baefcaay-foadi. Bath, bowarer, laeau la tbia plaoa 
to BMOB aa old brokaa dowa atafe-coacb. 

* To ulk alaag. parilaaaaatary or otbcrwiaa. 
' Horaaa. ' Mo««y. 

* A prooeu carried oa aaecaaafally aaddr tba Roaao EHparera, aa 
appcara froa wbat Tacitaa aaya of tbo • 1m$tnmeutm Ka^i.*— To 
iaW u a terbalcal pbiaae aMWf tbe Kaicbuof tbo ^"blp ; ibw, tbac 
iVIaalyioaa ■aabar of tba Socioty, Rhterd Cypbor. Eaq. aaya : ■ I **a 
daah'd at orofy tbiaf — pfyy'^at a jaray-iaartf • 



Ofl of Fnhm 't* the thio^ chat, flowiag; 
Sets the lunrcs %aAfdkom^ VMiig! 
So, yB4iip, Hfluniei ! 



Some wonder, too, the CiCf that poll 
This rvM contcm along, to full. 
Should never hack or foft, or kick 
The load and driver to Old Mick. 
But, never fear — the breed, thoagli Briddi, 
Is now no longer game or skittish ; 
Except sometimes about dieir com. 
Tamer EouyhtJknwkt^ ne'er wow bom. 
So, ya-hip. Hearties! etc. 

And then to sociably we ride! — 
While some have places song, inside, 
Some hoping to he there anon, 
Through many a dirty road kan^ cm. 
And when we reach a filthy spot 
(Plenty of which there are, God wot). 
You'd laugh to see, witli what an air 
We take the spatter — each his share ! 
So, ya-hip. Hearties ! etc. 



The other song of Mr Gregson, which I have he^n 
lucky enough to lay hold of, was sang by OU, Prosy, d» 
Jew. who went in the cliaracter of Blajor C — btw €St. 
and who having been, at one time of his life, apprvntiiv 
to a mounldiank doctor, was able to cBunaerate. wiili 
much volubility, the virtues of a certain infallible da* 
trum, which he called his Anxual Pill. The pronnn- 
ciation of the Jew added considerably to the effect. 

THE ANNUAL PILL. 

8«Bf by Ol» Pioct, tbe Jaw. la tba Cbarooor of M^jar C-aw— aar 

ViLL nobodies try my nice Annual Pili, 

IXit '« to purify every ting naslity avay? 
Plem ma heart, picm ma heart, let ma say vat f vill. 

Not a Chrislitian or Shcntleman minds Tat 1 say ! 
T is so pretty a boltu!— just down let it go. 

And al vonce, such a radical shange you vill >ee, 
Dat I'd not be surprish'd, like de horse in de show. 

If our heads all were found, vere otu* tailsh ought to k- ' 
Vill nobodies try my nice Annumi PiU, etc. 

*T will cure all Electors and purge avay clcar 

Dat mighty bad itching dcy 've got in deir hands— 
'T will cure, too, all Statesmen, of dullness ma tear, 

Tliough the case vas as desperste as poor Misler Vas's- 
Dere is noting at all vat dis Pill will not reach— 

Give de Sinecure Sbentleman von little grain, 
Plcis ma heart, it vill act like de salt on de leech. 

And he Ml throw de pounds sliillings and pence, np 
again! 
Vill nobodies try my nice Annual Pill, etc. 



* Xooey. 

* la Mr Groffaoa'a MS. tbaae worda are apellad • 
iMM.a bat I bava priatod tbaai aceordlaf to tba prepor w1 
ortbesrapby. 

* Tba eztaat of Mr Gn^um't laamiaf will, ao doabi, 
raadar: aad It appeora by tba followlag liaea, fraa a 
wriuao apoa biai, by ooc of tbe Faacy, tbat bo la alas a 
adopt la tba Latia laaQaasa : 

Aa to adaaeaa— Boa kaowt a little of all : 
Aod, la Laila, to abo«r tbat b« 'a bo 

Ba wrote oaoa aa Oda oa bla fHaad, 
Aad tba SMtio wsa Pmt » aiafi m aaaaawt.* 



iabibr 



rw 



I 



RHTMBS ON THE BOAD. 



171 



*T would be tedioii% ma tear, all it* peantiei to paiat— 

But, among oder tiii^fundamgntalfy wrong. 
It rill cure de Pro€id Poiiam^^-a. common com|dauit 

Among H.Fs. and weaTcra— from tiMmg too long.' 
Should cymptomt of tpteching praak oat on a dunce». 

(Vat is often de case) it will stop de disease, 
And pring avay all de long speeches at Tono^ 

Dat else vould, like tapo-Torms, come by dcigreei! 
Vill nobodies try my nice Annual Pill, 

Dat 's to purify every ting nashty avay? 
Pless ma heart, pleas ma heart, let ma say ^at I will, 

Nut a Chrishtian or Sboitleman minds Yal I say ! 



No V. 



following poam la alio fro« tks Horalac ChMaidt, sad bM 
erery •ppearanoe of baisf by the mom po« M the two others I 
haT« qooied. The EseiilBer, lodaed, io ettioeUef It froai the 
Cbrooide, Mjt, ■ we thiak we eea gtMM.wkoie eecy aad spe^- 
liof heed It !•.• 

TO SIR HUDSON LOWE. 



Effiire oeeMU eoeiiBto, 
UtroB Be aoree hoo tel 
ffoMee dedere, ao oobmA hoe 
8ecate aonua regvla. 



Sit Hudson Lowe, Sir Hudson £ow 
(By name, and ak! by nature so), 



As thou art fond of perteculioas, 
Perhaps thoU 'tt read, or heard repeated. 
How Captain GulliTer was treated. 

When thrown among the Lilliputians. 

They tied him down — these little men did — 
And having valiantly ascended 

Upon the Mighty Man*s protuberance. 
They did so strut! — upon my soul, 
It must kVive been extremely droll 

To see their pigmy pride's exuberance! 

And how the doughty mannikins 
Amused themselves with sticking pins 

And needles in the great man's brcecha; 
And how some vtry little things, 
That paas'd for Lords, on scaffoldings 

Got up and worried him with q>eeches. 

Alas, alas! that it should happen 

To mighty men to be caught napping!— 

Though different, too, these persecutions; 
For Gulliver, fifcere, took the nap, 
While, hertt tlie Nap, oh sad mishap, 

b taken by the Lilliputians! 



WnTm^ ^n ^^ lioatr, 



EXTRACTED FROM THE JOURNAL 



or A 



TRAVELLING MEMBER OF THE POCOCURANTE SOCIETY, 1819. 
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Tna Gentleman, from whose Journal the following 
extracts are taken, was obliged to leave England some 
years ago (in consequence of an unfbrtimate att:u:b- 
ment, which might have ended in bringing him into 
Doctors' Commons), and lias but very recently been 
able to return to England. The greater part of these 
poems were, as he himself mentions in his Introduc- 
tion, written or composed in an old caliche, for the 
purpose of beguiling tlie ennui of solitary travelling ; 
and as verses made by a gentleman in his sleep have 
hitdy been called «a psychological curiosity,» it is to 
he hoped that verses made by a gentleman to keep him- 
»clf awake may be honoured with some appellation 
equally Greek. 



I 



* SMslag, I presoBM, CtotMom AdmlBUtretloot. 

• Whether Mdeoury hebitt here eey thlas to do with thit peco- 
liar ehope, I oeaaot deteraiee, bat that toae here teppoced a tort 
of eeoBOkioa betweee thea, appeen from the following remark, 
qeeted ie Eoraanoe'i cerloe* book, d» Ttifimluuis Jmr»— Ratio 
p^r^wmm leplda e«t apod Klrchaor. la Legate, eaa aatara iUas par- 
ipi. q«B ed aaMfcMeai loet detiieaiv, btiorea ie foaieit faoerit 
qmam is vMi. iaaaeM doeal ee« MBMre dehere.*— Cap. io. 



INTRODUCTORY RHYMES. 



Diffrrent Attitudes in which Authors compose. — Bayes, 
Henry Stephens^ Herodotus^ etc. — Writingin Bed — 
in the Fields. — Plato and Sir Richard Blackmore. — 
Fiddling with Gloves and Twigs. — Madame de 
Stael. — Rhyming on tke Road, in an old Calicke. 

What various.attitudes, and ways, 

And tricks, we autliors have in writing ! 
While some write sitting, some, like Batis, 

Usually stand while they 're inditing. 
PbetA tlicre arc, who wear the floor out, 

.Measuring a line at every stride; 
While some, like Hbnky Stbpbens, pour out 

Rhymes by the doien, while they ride.' 

Herodotus wrote most in bed ; 

And RiCHiRARD, a French physician, 

Ptereqfoe tea eamiea eqalteoa ooapoeait.— PeravMs. Shftdar, 
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DecUrcft the clock-work of the head 

Goes bett in that reclined position. 
If you conndt Moimiaiis' and Puht on 
The subject, 't is their joint opinion 
That Thought its richest hanrest yield* 
Abroad, among the wooda and fields; 
That bards, who deal in small retail. 

At home may, at tlieir counters, stop; 
But thai the groYc, the hill, the vale, 

Are Poesy's true wholesale shop. 

And truly I suspect they 're right— 

For many a time, on summer eves, 
Just at that closing hour of light. 

When, like an eastern Prince, who leaTca 
For distant war his Uaram bowen. 
The Sun bids farewell to the flowers, 
Whose heads are sunk, whoee tears are flowing 
•Mid all the glory of hi* going — 
Even / have felt beneath those beamt, 

When wand'ring through the fields alone, 
Thoughts, fancies, ratellectnal gleams, 

That, far too bright to be my own, 
Seem'd lent me by the Sunny Power, 
That was abroad at that still hour. 

if thus 1 've felt, how must thry feel. 

The few, whom genuine Genius warms, 
And stamps upon their soul his seal. 

Graven witli Beauty's countless forms; — 
The few upon tliis earth who seem 
Bom to give truth to Plito's dream. 
Since in their souls, as in a glass, 

Shadows of things divine appear — 
Reflections of bright forms that pass 

Through fairer worids beyond our sphere ! 

But this reminds me I digress : — 

For Plato, too, produced, 't is said 
(As one indeed might almost guess). 

His glorious visions all in bed.' 
*T was in his carriage the sublime 
Sir Richard Blackmosi used to rhyme: 

And (if the wits don't do him wrong), 
'Twixt death and epics pasb'd his time, 

Scribbling and killing all day long- 
Like Phirbus in his car, at ease, 

Mow warbling forth a lofty song, 
Now murdering the young Niobes. 

There was a hero 'mong the Danes, 
Who wrote, we 're told, 'mid all the pains 

And horrors of exenteration. 
Nine charming odes, which, if you look, 

You 'II find pnMenred, with a translation. 
By Bastholiscus in hn book.' 

« Mm pMM^ dofWMt, ti je Im •mI*.— Xostaioi. 

Aaina* eoraa. qai ia aperto»Are anbalaai, auollitar.— Plivt. 

* The oalf ■■ibority I ka<m for iapatiaff tkU practiA to Plato 
awl B«rodo««s. U a UUa poom by X. da ValoU oa his Bed, la whidi 
kw taj* : 

Ladfer Harodocaai vidit Teaparqaa eabaalaai ; 
Daaedit UMoa hie Plato arpa die*. 

* Eadea eara b«c aiaom later cradatas aaiaMM lofelicpai agMitl 
fait AsUorno Pnidv Oaaioo baroi. cam Brato IpMa. f atecilaa as- 
traWaa, iawaalter torqaaret, taae aaia aovaai earaiaa cedait, 
ate— Bftaraoui. da earrit 



In short, 't were endle» to redie 
The various modes in which men 
Some wits are only in the nund 

When beaux and bdles are round then jai 
Some, when they diws for dinner, find 

Their muse and valet both in waiting. 
And manage, at the self-same time. 
To adjust a neckcloth and a rh)-me. 

Some bards there are who cannot scribble 
Without a glove, to tear or nibble. 
Or a small twig to whisk about — 

As if the hidden founts of Fancy, 
Like those of water, were found out 

By mystic tricks of rliabdomancy. 
Such was the Uttk featliery wand* 
That, held for ever in the hand 
Of Iter who won and wore the crown 

Of female genius in this age, 
Seem'd the conductor, that drew down 

Those words of lightning on her page. 

As for myself — to come at last. 

To the odd way in which / write — 
Having employed tlieae few months past 

Chiefly in travelling, day and n^ht, 
I 've got into the easy mode. 
You see, of rhyming on tlie road — 
Making a way-bill of my pages. 
Counting my stanxas by my stages — 
'Twixt lays and re-lays no time lost — 
In short, in two words, tvriCtn^ p<uL 
My verses, I suspect, not ill 
ResembUng the erased vehicle 
(An old caliche^ for which a villain 
Charged me some twenty Naps at Milan) 
In which 1 wrote tl»em — patch'd-up thin^ 
On weak, but ratlier easy, springs. 
Jingling along, with little in 'em. 

And (vhcre the road is not v> rough, 
Or deep, or lofty, as to spin 'etn, 

Down piecipices) safe enough. — 
Too ready to take fire, I own. 
And tfc^rt, too, nearest a break-down; 
But, for my comfort, hung so low, 
I liave n't, in falling, far to go. — 
With all this, light, and swift, and airy. 

And carrying (which is best of all) 
But little for the Doganieri^ 
Of the Reviews to overliaul. 



RHYMES ON THE ROAI 



EXTRACT I. 

c 

Fiew of the Lake of Geneva from the Jura.i — 
lo reach it before the Sun went down. — O 
proceed on FooL — jllps. — AfonX Blanc. — I 
the Scene. 

T WAS late — the sun had almost shone 
His last and best, when I ran on, 

* Made of paper. iwUtad ap Uk« a fha or featW 

* C.— toi homte ofBt-cn. 

* Iktwe— fauay aad Gai. 
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Annms to reach dial splendid 
Brfore the day-beams quite withdrew ; 
And frding as all fed, on first 

Approaching scenes where, they are told, 
Sttch glories on their eyes shall burst 

As yootliful bards in dreams behold. 
T «as distant yet, and, as I ran. 

Full often was my wistful gaze 
Tura'd to tlie sun, who now began 
T" rail in all hn out-post rays. 
And form a denser march of light. 
Such as beseems a hero's flight. 
<)h, how 1 wish'd for Joshua's power. 
To ttay the brightness of tliat hour! 
But no — the sun still less became, 

Diminish'd to a speck, as splendid 
ind small as were those tongues of flame. 

That on th* Apostles* heads descended ! 

T was af this instant — while there glow'd 

This last, intensest gleam of light — 
^Identy, dirough the opening road, 

Thr ralley hurst upon my sight ! 
Dtat glorious valley, with its lake. 

And Alps on Alps in clusters swelling, 
Vighty, and pure, and fit to make 

The ramparts of a Godhead's dwelling ! 

I Hood entranced and mute — as they . 

()f IsBAiL think til' assembled world 
^ill Mand upon that awful day, 

Wbcn the Ark's Light, aloft uofurl'd. 
Among the opening clouds shall sliine, 
ItirtDity'K own radiant sign ! 
Xi^ty Moirr Bciifc ! tliou wert to me. 

That minute, with thy brow in UeaTcn, 
As Mire a sign of Deity 

k% e'er to mortal gaxe was given. 
5or ever, were 1 destined yet 

To lire my life twice o'er again. 
Can I tlie deep-felt awe forget — 

The ecstasy tliat thrill'd me then ! 



T was all that consciousness of power, 
Aad life, beyond this mortal hour, — 
Tboike mountings of the soul within 
At ihonghiR of Heaven — as birds l>egin 
By instinct in the cage to rise. 
When near their lime for change of 
That proud assurance of our claim 

To rank among the Sons of Light, 
Mingled with sliame— -oh, bitter shame ! — 

At having risk'd that splendid right. 
For aught Uiat earth, through all its range 
<V glories offers in exchange ! 
T was all tliis, at the instant brought. 
Like breaking sunsliinc, o'er my thought — 
1 was all this, kindled to a glow 

Of sarred seal, which, could it shine 
Thns purely ever — man might grow, 

fciren upon earth, a thing divine, 
Aad br once more the creature made 

To walk unstain'd the Elysian shade ! 

!(a— never shall 1 lose the trace 

Ctf what I *ve felt in thb bright place. 



And should my spirit's hope grow weak; 

Should I, oh God! e'er doubt thy power, 
Tliis mighty scene again I '11 seek. 

At tlie same calm and glowing hour. 
And here, at the sublimest shrine 

That Nature ever rear'd to Thee, 
Rekindle all that hope divine. 

And feel my immortality! 



EXTRACT II. 



Vaaies. 



The Fall of Venice not to he lamented. — Former Glory. 
— Expedition against Constantinople. — Giuitiftia- 
nii. — Republic. — Characteristics of the old Govern- 
ment — Golden Book. — Brazen Mout/is. — Spies. — 
Dungeons. — Present Desolation. 

Mousif not for Vknici — let her rest 
In ruin, 'mong those States unbless'd, 
Beneath whose gilded hoofs of pride, 
Where'er they trampled, Freedom died. 
No — let us keep our tears for them. 

Where'er they pine, whose fall hath been 
Not from a hloo<l-stain'd diadem, 

Like that which deck'd this ocean-queen, 
But from high daring in the cause 

Of human Rights — the only good 
And blessed lUrife, in which man draws 

His powerful swonl on land or flood. 

Mourn not for VEfiics — though her fell 

Be awful, as if Ocean's wave 
Swept o'er her — she deserves it all. 

And Justice triumphs o'er her grave. 
Tlius perish every King and State 

That run the guilty race she ran, 
Strong hut in fear, and only great 

By outrage against Goo and man ! 

True, her high spirit is at rest. 

And all those day» of glory gone, 
When tin* worhl's waters, east and west. 

Beneath her white-w*ng'd commerce shone ; 
Wlien, with her countluw hiirks site went 

To mret the Orient Empire's might,* 
And the Giustinianis sent , 

Their hundred heroes to that fight* 

Vanihh'd are all her pomps, 't is true. 
But mourn them not — for, vanish'd, too, 

(Thanks to that Power, wIh», unm or late. 

Hurls to the duHt the guilty Great), 

Are all the outrage, falsehoo«l, fr.iud, 
Tlie chains, flic rapine, and the blood, 

Tlwt till'd each spot, at home, abroad, 
Where the Republic's standard stood! 

Desolate ViJiici ! when I track 

Thy haughty course tlirough centuries back,— • 

• I'adcT ih« dofe MicbMli. is 1171. 

• . U faailU e«li*re dn JaaliaUai. I'«M dm plaa lllMtrm d« 
Veniaf. toolol aardirr toaia f«l»*r« daoi cMW etp«<dilioa ; dU 
fi«rait oemt ooahauaM ; c ^it nrnom^atrr I'ntfufie d«»« lllnMrr 
tmmUU dm Bom ; le a/M mIWv Ut •UtmdMil.—IHmtM dt ¥*- 
mJ$e, psr DAar. 
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Thy rnthlflw power, obe^d but eoiMd, 

The ttern madiinery of tby Sute, 
Which haired woald, like iteim, hsTO bant, 

Had tcronger fear not chiird even bale; 
Thy perfidy, still woraethan aught 
Thy own unbloihing SAapi* taught.— 
Thy friendship, which, o'er all beneath 
Its shadow, rain'd down dews of death,—* 
Thy Oligarchy's Book of Gold, 

Shot against humble Virtue's name,! 
But opcn'd wide for slaves who sold 

Their native land to thee and shame, — 4 
Thy all-pervading host of spies. 

Watching o'er every glance and breath, 
mi men look'd in each othei's eyes. 

To read their chance of life or death, — 
lliy laws, that made a mart of blood, 

And legalized the assassin's knife — ^ 
Thy sunless cells beneath the flood, 

And racks, and Icads^ that bum out life;— 
When I review all this, and see 

What thou art sunk and crusb'd to now — 
Each harpy maiim, hatch'd by thee 

Retum'd to roost on thy own brow, — 
Thy Nobles towering once aloft. 

Now sunk in chains — in chains, that have 
Not even that borrov/d grace, which oft 

Tlie master's fame sheds o'er the slave, 
But are as mean as e'er were given 
To stiff-neck'd Pride by angry Ueaven— 
I feel the moral vengeance sweet, 
And, smiling o'er the wreck, repeat — 
« Thus perish every King and slate, 

That tread the steps which Vknici trod. 
Strong but in fear, and only great 

By outrage against man and God !• 



EXTRACT in. 



▼ealoe. 



L—d B s Memoirs, written by himself.— Reflec- 
tions^ when about to read t^m. 

Lkt me, a moment — ere witli fear and hope 
Of gloomy, glorious things, these leaves I ope — 

* Tbt oelabraiad Fra Paolo. Tlie rolloction of aMsint which tbU 
bold aoak drew op at tb« reqnmi of th« VeoeUan Goraraaieat, for 
Ibo gaidanoe of the Secnti laqaUiiion of Staia, are to atrocioa* as 
to Mma ralhpr la OTorcharged utirc apon deipotiin, thaa a itbI** 
of policy MrIo««Iy lacaloaiad, and bat too readily and ooaiiaatly 
partaad. 

' Coadact of Vaalee toward* her allW aod depeadrBCItv, partica- 
tarly to aafortaaaie Padaa.— Fata of Franortoo Carrara, for which 
•ee DAao, vol. II, p. i4i. 

> ■ A I'eMvpiloa det trf ate citadlat adnit aa Rraad coatril pen- 
daal la gaerre de Chioiil, II a'cat pat arriv^ aae aeale foil qae le« 
Uleat oa Ira acrviuaa airal para k celie iioIiIcm« orgaeilleate det ti- 
tret tanUaat pour taaaeoir tTecelle.*— DAtr. 

* ABMag thoM adniiiMl lo ibe boaoar of hriag lairribed ia the 
Litn iOf were aoate fanlllt^ of BrMcia, TreviMi, tad oiber placet, 
whoM oaly claim to that dUilnrtkia was ibe seal with which tb^y 
prottrated ibeaiwiTet aud ibcir cuantry at lbc> fn*! of the repablic. 

* By the ialtuBoa* •laiatec of iht* Suie iaqaititioo, not oaly wa« 
aMaulaaiioa reoogniifHi at a regotar aiiMir of paaikbairat, bat ibit 
Mcrat power over life wat delegated to iheir mialoual adlttaace, 
with aearly at aioeh facility at a licence it givea under ibe gaaM 
laws of Kaglaad. The oaly rettri.tloa lecatt to have been the ae- 
enaity of applying flbr a new oartiioate. after every indlTldnai 9iMf 

rlw off the power. 

* ■ Let prltoat det ploaibt: e'atf-i-dire oca fDnmabea ardoalea 
qa'on avail dittribadat aa poUtaa eallnlta aoM let tarraatw qnl 
vraai lepalait.* 



As one, in feiry tale, to whom the key 

Of some enchanlor^s secret halls is giren. 
Doubts, while he enters, slowly, tremblingly. 

If he shall meet with shapes from hell or heaven- 
Let me, a moment, think what thousands liva 
O'er the wide earth this instant, who would give. 
Gladly, whole sleepless nights to bend the brow 
Over these precious leaves, as I do now. 
How all who know — and where is be unknown? 
To what fer region have his songs not flown. 
Like Psaphon's birds,* speaking their mastei's name 
In every language syllabled by Fame? — 
How all, who 've felt tlie various spelU combined 
Within the circle of that splendid mind, 
Like powers, derived from many a sUr, and met 
Together in some wonderous amulet. 
Would bum to know when first tlie light awoke 
In his young soul, — and if the gleams that broke 
From that Aurora of his genius, raised 
More bliss or pain in those on whom they blaxed — 
Would love to trace the unfolding of that power, 
Which hath grown ampler, grander, every hour; 
And feel, in watcliing o'er its first advance. 

As did the Egyptian traveller,' when be stood 
By the young Nile, and fetbom'd with his lance 

The first small fountains of that mighty flood. 

They, too, who 'mid the scornful thoughts that dwel 

In his rich fency, tinging all its streams. 
As if the Star of Bitterness which fell 

On earth of old, and touch'd tliem with its beams 
Can track a spirit, which, though driven to hate. 
From Nature's hands came kind, affectionate : 
And which, even now, struck as it is with blight, 
Comes out, at times, in love's own native light— 
I low gladly all, who 've walch'd tliese struggling ray 
Of a bright, ruin'd spirit through his lays. 
Would here inquire, as from hb own frank lips. 

What desolating grief, what wrongs had driven 
Tliat noble nature into cold eclipse — 

Like some feir orb that, once a stin in Heaven, 
And bom, not only to surprise, but cheer 
Willi warmth and liuire all within its sphere,. 
Is now so qucnch'd, that, of its grandeur, lasts 
Nought but tlie wide cold shadow which it casts! 

Eventful volume ! whatsoe'er the change 

Of scene and clime— the adventures, bold andstrangi 

The griefs- the frailties, but too frankly told— 

The loves, the feuds thy pages may unfold ; 

If truth vrith half so prompt a liand unlocks 

His virtues as his failings — we shall find 
The record there of fricndsliips, held like rocks. 

And enmities, like sun-touch'd snow, rvsign'd— 
Of fealty, cherish'd without change or chill. 
In those who served him young, and serve him still 
Of generous aid, given with tliat noiseless art 
Which wakes not^ride, to many a wounded heart- 
Of acts— hut, no— nut from himself must aught 
Of the bright features of his life be sought. 



* Ptaphon. Ia order to attrairt the atteatloa of the world, u 
■aaltitadet of birdt lotpeak bit name, and then let them Ay 
ia varloBt directlont : wbeaca the provrri), • Paapktmli i 

• Braee. 
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■le tbry who court the worid, like Miltor's cloud,* 

un fordi (heir siher linin((* on the crowd, 

• fitttd BciDg wraps hioiMlf in night, 

kad. keeping all ihtt •oftens, and idoms, 

J fiM» hb social natare, hid from sight, 

r«rwft bat its dariuiess on a world he scorns. 



EXTRACT IV. 



VmIw. 



w Emfiiik to be met wilfc every where. — Mps and 
T\remdm€tdle-$treet.— The Simplon and the Stocks. 
— JLiye /or traveUiny. — Bltu Stockings antong the 
fihMbeet. — PmrasoU and Pynumids, — Mrs Hop- 
iimt mmd Ac ff^mll of China, 

kyf vk there then no earthly place 
Where we can rest, in dream Elysian, 

Wichoui sooK curved, round English foce, 
Popping up near, to break the viiion 7 

NkI northern lakes, *mid southern Tines, 
I'ntinlT cits we're doom'd to meet: 

Hir highest Alps nor Apennines 
Are sacred from Tlireadneedle-street ! 

\f up the Simplon's path we wind, 

(»nriog we Icare this world behind, 

Sach pleasant sounds salute one's ear 

A«— • Baddifth news from Cliange, my dear — 

The Fun«k — (phew, rune this ugly hill !) 

Are lowering fast — (what! higher still ?)-« 

Anil — (cooks, we're mounting up to Heaven!) — 

Will loon be down to sixty-seven.* 

Ga where we may — rest where we will, 

Lirrnal London haunts us still. 

Tlic trash of Almack's or Fleet-Ditch— 

Aod scarce a pin's head difference which — 

Xit«». though even to Greece we run, 

Wtfh every nil from ilclirun I 

Aad. if this rage for travelling lasts, 

If Ovkneym, of all sects and castes, 

1 41 maidens, aldermen, and squires, 

""ttf leave tlieir paddings and coal fires. 

To gape at things in foreign lands 

So soul among them understands^ 

tf Bines deaen their coteries, 

To show off 'mong the Wahabees— 

If ncilher sex nor age controls, 

Nor fear of Blamelukes forbids 
Tonng l^ica, with pink parasols, 

To glide among the Pyramids—* 
Wby. then, farewell all hope to find 
A spot that 's free from London-kind ! 
Who knows, iff to the West we roam, 
ftut we may find some Blue • at home* 

Among the BUcks of Carolina — 
Or, flying to the Eastward, sae 
Mrs Hopkins, taking tea 

Aad lonsi npon the Wall of China ! 



BM a mU» dead 

Totb fcfffh kOT «M* llalBff M iW aifkt. 
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EXTRACT V. 



No— 't is not the region where love 's to be found — 
They have bosoms that sigh, they have glances tliat 
rove. 
They have language a Sappho's own lip might resound, 
When she warbled her best — but they 've nothing like 
Love. 

Nor is it that sentiment only they want. 

Which Heaven for the pure and the tranquil hatli 
made — 
Calm, wedded afftrction, that home-rooted plant. 

Which sweetens socluition, and smiles in the shade; 

That feeling, which, after long years are gone by, 
Remains like a portrait we 've sat for in youth, 

Wliere, even though the flusli of the colours may fly. 
The features still live in their first smiling trutlii 

Tliat union, where all that in Woman is kind, 
Witli all that in Man most ennoblingly towers. 

Grow wreathed into one — like tlie column, combined 
f>f tlic strength of the shaft and the capital's jCowcrs. 

Of this — bear ye witness, ye wives, every where, 
By the Arno, tlie Po, by all Italy's streams — 

Of this heart-wedded love, so delicious to share. 

Not a husband liatli even one glimpse in his dreams. 

But it 15 not this, only — bom, full of the light 

Of § sun, from whcMte fount the luxuriant festoons 

Of these beautiful valleys drink lustre so bright, 

That, beside him, our sunn of ilie north are but moons ! 

We mi|;ht fancy, at least, like their climate they bnm'd. 
And that Love, though unused, in this region of spring. 

To be thus to a tame llousdiold Deity lum'd. 
Would yet l>e all soul, when abroad on the wing. 

And there muijr be, there are those explosions of lieart. 
Which bursl, when the senses have first caught tlie 
flame; 

Such fits of the blood as those climates impart. 

Where Love is a sun-stroke that maddens the frame. 

Rut that Passion, which springs in thedepdi of the soul, 
WhoM he)>innings are virginly pure as the source 

Of some mountainous rivulet, destincil to roll 

As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in its course — 

A course, to which Modesty's struggle but lends 

A more head-long descent, without chance of recal ; 

But which Modesty, even to the laa edge attends. 
And, at length, throws a halo of tears round its fiall ! 

This exquisite Passion— ay. exquisite, even 
In the ruin its madness too ofi«n hath made, 

A> it keeps, even then, a bright trace of the heaven. 
The heaven of Virtue, from which it has stray'd— 

This entireness of love, which can only be found 
Where Woman, like something tliat 's holy, walch'd 
over, 

' And fenced, from her childhood, with parity ronnd, 
Comes, body and soul, fresh as Spring, to a lover! 
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Where not an eye answers, where not a hand presses, 
Till spirit with spirit in sympathy move; 

And the Senses, asleep in their sacred recesses, 
Can only be reach'd through the Temple of Love ! 

This perfection of Passion — how can it be found, 
Where the mysteries Nature hath hung round the tie 

By which souls are together attracted and bound. 
Are laid open, for ever, to heart, ear, and eye — 

Where nought of those innocent doubts can exist. 
That ignorance, even than knowledge more bright. 

Which circles the young, like the morn's sunny mist. 
And curtains them round in their own native light — 

Where Experience leaves nothing for Love to reveal, 
Or for Fancy, in visions, to gleam o'er the thought. 

But the truths which, alone, we would die to conceal 
From the maiden's young heart, are the only ones 
taught — 

Oh no — 't is not here, howsoever we 're given. 
Whether purely to Hymen's one planet we pray, 

Or adore, like Sabaeans, each light of Love's heaven, 
Here 15 not the region to fix or to stray ; 

For, ^thless in wedlock, in gallantry gross, 
Without honour to guard, or reserve to restrain, 

ffhat have they a husband can mourn as a loss? — 
f^hat have tliey a lover can prize as a gain ? 



EXTRACT VI. 



Rone. 



Reflections on reading De Cerceaus Account of the 
Conspiracy of Rienii^ in i347. — The Meeting of 
tiie Conspirators on the night of tlie xc^th of May. — 
Their Procession in the Morning to tfie Capitol. — 
JUemCs Speech. 

'T WAS a proud moment — even to hear tlie words 

Of Truth and Freedom 'mid these temples brcatlied. 
And sec, once more, the Forum shine with swords, 

Tn the Republic's sacred name unsheathed — 
That glimpse, that vision of a brighter day 

For his dear Rome, must to a Roman be — 
Short as it was — worth ages past away 

In the dull lapse of hopeless slavery. 

'T was on a night of &lay — beneath that moon 
Which had through many an age seen Time untune 
Tlie strings of this Great Empire, till it fell 
From his rude hands, a brokeu, silent shell— 
The sound of the church clock,* near Adbun's Tomb, 
Summon'd the warriors, who had risen for Rome, 
To meet unarm'd, with naught to watch them there 
But Gon's own Eye, smd pass the night in prayer. 
Holy beginning of a holy cause. 
When heroes, girt for Freedom's combat, pause 
Before high Heaven, and, humble in their might. 
Call down its blessing on that awful fight. 

* It U Boi easy to disooTer what cburcli U oicaat by Da CercMK 
here : — ■ II fli crier dans let roe* de R<>ine, k titn de tronpe, que 
rbaciin cut a w troaver, aan* armea, la ouii da leadenain, dii- 
oeuriiiiBe, daas I'^liaedachaiMB da SipAiise, ao aoa d« bdodie, 
afia de poorroir aa Bob EiaU* 



At dawn, in arms, went forth the patriot band. 
And, as the breexe, fresh from the TiBit, fann'd 
Their gilded gonfolons, all eyes could see 

The palm-troe there, the swordf the keys of Heavei 
T3fpe8 of the justice, peace, and liberty. 

That were to bless them when their chains were ri 
On to the Capitol the pageant moved, 

While many a Shade of other times, that still 
Around that grave of grandeur sighing roved. 

Hung o'er their footsteps up the Sacred Hill, 
And heard its mournful echoes, as the last 
High-minded heirs of the Republic pass'd. 
T was then that thou, their Tribune (name which broi 
Dreams of lost glory to each patriot's thought) 
Didst, from a spirit Rome in vain shall seek 
To call up in her sons again, thus speak : — 

■ Romans ! look round you — on this sacred place 

There once stood shrines, and gods, and god 
men — 
What see you now? what solitary trace 

Is left of all that made Rome's glory then? 
The shrines are sunk, the Sacred Mount bereft 

Even of its name — and nothing now remains 
But the deep memory of that glory, left 

To whet our pangs and aggravate our chains ! 
But sh/ill this be?*-*-our sun and sky the same, 

Treading the very soil our fathers tro<le. 
What withering curse hath fallen on soul and frami 

What visitation hath there come from God, 
To blast our strength and rot us into slaves, 
Here, on our great forefathers' glorious graves? 
It cannot be — rise up, ye Mighty Dead, 

If we, the living, are too weak to crush 
These tyrant priests, that o'er your empire tread. 

Till all but Romans at Rome's tameness blusli ! 

X Happy Palmtba! in thy desert domes. 

Where only date-trees sigh and serpents hiss; 
And thou, whose pillars are but silent homes 

For the stork's brood, superb Persbpolis! 
Thrice happy both that your extinguish'd race 
n.ive left no embers — no half-living trace — 
No slaves, to crawl around the once-proud spot. 
Till past renown in present shame 's forgot; 
While RoMB, the Queen of all, whose very wrecks 

If lone and lifeless tlirough a desert hurl'd. 
Would wear more true magnificence than decks 

The assembled thrones of all the existing world— 
Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, stain'd, and cursed, 

Through every spot her princely Tibxb laves. 
By living human things — tlie deadliest, worst. 

This earth engenders — tyrants and their slaves! 
And we* — oh Miame I — we, who have pondcr'd o'er 

The patriot's lesson and the poet's lay; 
Have mounted up the streams of ancient lore. 

Tracking our country's glories all the way — 

* For a de(crIpt!oB of ibe«e baoBert, see Note*. 

* Tbe line Canxooe of Petrarcb, Itegioniog • Splrto gentil,* U 
poied, by Vollaire aod olbera, to have been addressed to Rieoti ; 
ibere it mocb more erideore of iit baviog been written. «• 
ffaenr ataert*. to tbe youni; 8ie|ihen Colonna, on bit being m 
a Sfnntor uf Romr. Tbai PtMrarch, bo«c«er, i«at filled fiiib hi^ 
|iairiotic liO|N>a by tltv 6nl meaauret of tbia eiiraurdinary 1 
ap|ieara from one of bia leltera. quoted by DaGerceaa, wberrhei 
« Poar to«t dire, en an moi, j alteato. non mmnae iectear, 
oMBMe t^moin ocalaire, quit ooaa a ramen^ la joaiice, la paJ 
bonae foi, la ticatM, et toniet let autret reaiifoa de I'Afe d' 
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rcB wMf have lamely, basely kiM'd the ground 

r*io€e that Papal Power, Uiat Gliott of Uer, 
'.« World** Imperial MulrcM — sittioc, crown'd 

\nd ghaftlly, on her mouldering sepulchre ! * 
St tbi» n |iast — too long have lordly priests 

An>l prie^ly lords led us, with all our pride 
' •Uvrring about us — like devoted beasts, 

I>r^^''d to ilic shrine, with faded garlands tied. 
f i« n <rr — the dawn of our deliverance breaks! 

V fn'Oi liMk slet'p of centuries awakes 

' ••- C«-niu» of tlie Old Republic, free 

i* tiru Itr stood, in chainlets majesty, 

lea «rnd» bin voice ihrougii ages yet to come, 

fY'^^uming RoMi, Roni, Rom, Eternal RoMilt 



EXTRACT VII. 



Rome. 



»«y ifmydaUn. — Ber Story. ^-Ifumurous Pictures of 
k*r. — Corre^gio.—Cuido. — Raphael^ etc. — Canova's 
H > fxiiui%ite Statues. — The Sommariva Magdalen.^ 
I -.antrry i Admiration of Canova't Works. 

>o wonder, SIast, that thy story 

Touclie» all hearts— for there we see 
Tlie soul's corruption and its glory, 

Its dvath and life, combined in thee. 
I mm the first moment, when we find 

TliT spirit, haunted by a swarm 
<^ if dark desires, which bad inshrined 

Tlienuelves, like demons, in thy form. 
Till w^en. by touch of Heaven set free. 

Thou earnest, with those bright locks of gold 
>o oft tlie gaie of Rktbary), 

And, covering in their precious fold 
Thy Saviour's feet, didst shed such tears 
.\4 paid, each drop, the sins of years! — 
Thr-nce on, through all thy course of love 

To Him, thy Heavenly Master, — Him 
^hose bitter death-cup from aI>ove, 

liid yet tim sweetening round the brimi' 
Tlut woman's faith and love stood fast 
And fearless by him t6 tlie last ! 
Till — bles»*d reward for truth like thine ! — 

Thou wiTt, of all, the chosen one, 
Brfnre whose eyes that Face Divine, 

When risen from the dead, first shone, 
That iliou mightst sec how, like a cloud, 
Had paas'd away its mortal shrou<I, 
And make that bright reve-alment known 
To hearts leas trusting than thy own — 
All n affecting, cheering, grand ; 

The kindliest record ever given. 
Even under Goo's own kindly hand, 

Of what Repentance wins from Heaven? 

No wonder. Mart, that thy face. 

In all its touching light of tears. 
Should meet us in each holy place. 

Where Man brfore his («od appears, 
Hopelfis — were he not taught to see 
All hope in Him who {tardonM thee! 
?lo wonder tliat the paintirr's skill 

Should oft have triumph'd in tlie power 
Of keeping tlu-e most lovely still 

Throughout Uiy sorrow's bitterest hour — 

* 8«« M«e. 



Tliat soft GoRBiooio should diffuse 

His melting sliadows round thy form; 
That GuiDo's pale uneartlily hues 

Should, in pourtraying thee, grow warm; 
Tliat all, from the ideal, grand, 
Inimitable Roman hand, 
Down to the small, enamelling touch 

Of smooth CiRLiNo— should delight 
In picturing her who « loved so much,* 

And was, in spite of sin, so bright! 

But, Mart, 'mong the best essays 

Of Genius and of Art to raise 

A semblance of tliose weeping eyes — 

A vision, worthy of the sphere 
Thy faith has given thee in the skies, 

And in tlieheartH of all men here — 
Not one hath equall'd, hath come nigh 

Canova's fancy; oh, not one 
Hath made thee feel, and live, and die 

In tears away, as he hath done, 
In those bright images, more bright 
With true expression's breathing liglit 
Than ever yet lieneatb tlie stroke 
Of chisel into life awoke! 
The one, ' pourtraying what thon wert 

In thy first grief, while yet the flower 
Of those young beaiitii>s was unhurt 

By sorrow's slow consuming jMiwer, 
And mingling eartli's luxurious grace 

With Heaven's subliming thouglits so well. 
We gaze, and know not in which place 
Such beauty mont wan fnrm'd to dwell! — 
The (itlier, u« thou look'dst when years 
Of fasting, penitence, and tears 
Had worn thee down — and ne'er did Art 

With half such mental power express 
The ruin which a breaking heart 

Spreads, by degrees, o'er loveliness! 
Tliose wasted armn, that keep the trace, 
Even now, <if all their youthful grace — 
Those tresMii, of thy charms the last 
Whose pride forsook thee, wildly cast — 
Those features, even in fading worth 

The freshetkt smiles to others given. 
And those Mink eyes, that see not earth. 

But VI hose last looks are full of Heaven ! 

Wonderful urti»t ! praise like mine — 

Tlioiigh springing from a soul that feeU 
Deep wonhip of thoM; works divine, 

When- (nrnius all his light reveals — 
Is little to the wonis thai raiue 
From him, thy pin^r in art and fame. 
Whom I ha\e kno>%n, by day, by night. 
Hang o'er thy marble viith delight. 
And, while his lingering hand would steal 

O'er every grace the ta|K>r's rays,* 
Give thee, with all the generous leal 
Such iii.iHtiT-^pirith only fit>l. 

Thai heitt of fjuie — a rival'i* praise! 

* Thit tiaiaf it ohp i»f lh«> li»l wurkt of C^aura. aad WM bM ypl 
in narl'le «ihrn I irfl R'Mnr. Tlir oiIhT, wbi h •rrat in |irote. is 
iiiBimliilioa III vrnf liij;h ■•lluirily. lk4l ri|irrMiva, of th« iatra- 
•f»i WiD>i. it fully within ibftphrrr of •■■■(•lar*', »a»eitvaif<d maa) 
yran ago, aa<l i* io ihf |Kt*ifrMinii of ibe (^Mm !^^al■arlra, at Pari*. 

* l^aova al«iay« thiMi* kit lar Maiar. tbr VnMr* ViDcllrirr, hy 
ibv lichl of a mmII camllr. 
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EXTRACT VIII. 

A Fitit to the House where Rouueau lived with Madame 
de Warens. —Their MeHage. — Its Crossness, — 
Claude Jnet. — Reverence with which the Spot is now 
visited.— Absurdity of this blind Devot'utn to Fame. 
— Feelings excited by the Beauty and Secltuion of 
Uie Scene. — Disturbed by its Associations with Rom- 
seau's Hiitory. — Impostures of Men of Genius. — 
Their Power of mimicking all the best Feelingtf 
Love^ Independence, etc. 

Stuange power oF (lunius, diat ran throw 
O'er all that 's vicious, weak, and low, 
Such magic light*, »uch rainl>ow dye». 
As dazzle crcn the steadiest eyes ! 

Ahout a century since, or near, 
A niiddlii-aged Miidamc live<I here, 
Witli rharacter, even worse than most 
Such middlu-agud Sdadiiincs can 1»oasL 
Her Fooliuon was— to gloss it over 
With the most gentle term— her lover; 
Nor yet no jealous of ihc truth 

And charms of tUiii impartial fair. 
As to deny a pauper youth, 

>Vho join'd their snug menage^ his share. 
And there they lived, this precious tlirce. 

With just as little sense or notion 
Of what the worhl calU det-ency, 

As hath the sea-ralf in the ocean. 
And, douhtless, 'moug the grave, and good. 
And gentle of their neighhourhood. 
If known at all, tlicy were but known 

As strange, low people, low and bad— 
Madame, herself, tti footmen prone. 

And her young pauper, all hut mad. 
Who could have thought this very spot 

W*ould, one day. be a sort of bhrine, 
Where— all itn grosser taint* forgot. 

Or gilt by fancy till they shine- 
Pilgrims would meet, from many a shore. 
To trace each mouldering chamber o'er I 
Young hards to droam of virtuoiiH fame, 
Young uiJiids to lisp Dk Warejis' name, 
And mellower spinstiTs — of an ago 
lacens'd to re.id JfcA?« Jacijues's page — 
To picture all those bliHKful li<mrs 
He pRSs'd in tluiie seqiiesler'd bowers. 
With his dear Maman and his flowers! 
Spinsters, who— if, from glowing heart 

Or erring head, some living maid 
liiid wander'd even the thousandth part 

Of what this worthy Maman stray'd — 
Would bridle up their virtuous chins 
In horror at her sin of sins, 
And — could their chaste eyes kill with flasltes — 
Frown the fair culprit into ashes ! 

'T is too absurd — 't is weakness, shame, 
Xlib low prostration before Fame — 
This casting down, lieneath the car 
Of Idols, whatsoe'er they are, 
life's purest, holiest decencies. 
To be career'd o'er, as Cliey please. 



No — let triumphant Genius have 
All thdt his loftiest wish can crare. 
If be be wnrshipp'd, let it be 

For attributes, his noblest, first — 
Not with that base idolatry. 

Which sanctifies his last and worst. 

I may be cold — may want that glow 

Of high romance, which bards should know; 

That holy homage, which is felt 

In treading where the gnral have dwelt — 

This reverenci*, whatsoe'er it be, 

I fear, I f<!el, 1 have it not. 
For here, at this still hour, to me 

The charms of this delightful spot — 
Its calm s^vlusion from the thmng, 

From all the heart would fain forget — 
Tl»is narrow valley, and the song 

Of Its small murmuring rivulet — 
Tlie flitting to and fro of hinU, 

Tranquil and tame an they were once 
In Eden, ere the startling wonls 

Of man disturb'd their orisons I — 
Those little, sliadowy paths, that wind 
Up the hill-side, with fruit-iraa lined. 
And lighted only by the breaks 
The gay wind in the foliage miikes. 
Or vistas here and there, that ope 

Through weirping willows, like the snatche 
Of far-off scenes of light, whirh Hope, 

Even through the shade of sadness, catches' 
All this, whi«'h — could I once but lose 

The memory of those vulgar ties. 
Whose grossness all the heavenlirst hues 

Of Genius can no more disguise, 
Than the nun's beams can do away 
The filth of fens o'er which they play— 
ThU scene, which would have fill'd my heart 

With thoughts of all that happiest is — 
Of Love, where self hath only part. 

As echoing back another'ii bliss — 
Of solitude, sircure and sweet. 
Beneath whosi: shade the Virtues meet; 
Which, while it shelters, never chills 

Our sympaihics with human woe. 
But kee|>s them, like R(*(|ue>aer'd rills. 

Purer and fresher in their flow — 
Of happy days, that share their beams 

'Twift quiet mirth and wise employ — 
Of tranquil nights, that give in dreams 

The moonliglit of the niomin(;'s joy!— 
All this my heart could dwell on here. 
Rut for those hateful memories near. 
Those sordid tiuths, that cross the track 
Of each swe<^t thought, and drive them back 
Full into all the mire, and strife. 
And vanitiirs of that man's life. 
Who, more than all that e'er have gloVd 

With Fancy's flame (and it was fci'r. 
If ever given to mortal) show'd 

What an impostor Genius is— 
How with that strong, minu-tic art. 

Which is its life and soul, it takes 
All shapes of ihought, all hues of heart. 

Nor feels, itself, one thnib it wakes — 
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m lik« a mem ilt Ii|;liC may unile 

Vcr thf (lark path by moiiaU trod, 

;lf Oft cnran a wonn, llic while, 

i« rra« U ^lons tlic Millying tod — 

Mt ftcDMliility may full 

- rom iu fal«; lip, whal plant to blest, 

.jie h(>m«r, FriirniK kindnxl, country, all, 

.if maMe hcncatb it» sulfmlinvM — 

«, «ilti till- penril liartUy dry 

F rnm c>»lourin(* up Mirb ftcenct of love 

1 (--iiity, a* m.iko yoiin{; litsirtx M^b, 

Vnd ilram. an^l think throu(;h lIciTen they rove— 

r\. who r.in thu4 dcHrrilH.' and move, 

7'Mr tfiry T«<irk<'r« of these rhariut, 

r «>^:k. nor .i«k a llrarrn, al>ore 

^ju« Mafiian's or Thenevi's arms ! 

■» all, in nhorL, tlul makcktbc boa«t 
ih'-ir f.ilM.' tontJiiM, they want the oiotl; 
•1 villi'*, T^iih KntHlom on their liftft, 
N'liin'iin)* hrr tiinbrelft, to wt free 
^ r.-ri>:)ii world, laltouring in the ecli|Me 
•f prit.-«[craft and of daTvry, 
'« laiy. ihcinMlviii, be klavot'at low 
V« '>er lord or p;itmn made, 
!ii(A<'jin in lii)i»niile, or (jrow, ^ 

LiKr tfiinted bninhwood, in hiftihadc! 

t on ihtf rraft — I'd rather be! 
• *'*•■ rtf tfifMf hind» that round me tread, 
•"I |ii%t i.-nnu(;h uf sirn<ic* to %oc 
Ti- n"on-<|.iv »un thai "t o'l-r my head, 
.iri iliii«. uilh hi^h-built {'i-nius runu'<l. 
Tli.ii }iat1i no ht-art fi>r il» fotindatinn, 
ill. ui oniv. that's hrifjlilnit — w<>rst — 
NjMunc^t — mLMn<-st in rrcalion! 



NOTES. 



Noti* I, pit'o i74»<'o'- »• 

Tlw p^Mj, etpo monc ih-n aught 
Thio« w unt*ia»hia>; Sakm Uii,;ht. 

r «;iirii in whirh these ma tint* of Father Paul are 

m uijy he snffit-irntly judei^l from the instruc- 

aliji li he pive« for the mana|;ement of the Vcnc- 

•■innK>« and prorince*. Of the f»»rmcr he My» :— 

lut U-% traik-r rommc de» aniniaux fcroces, \cs 

rr Ir* dentv et \v% Kriffe*, lus bnmilicr iOiiTenl, Mir- 

l.-iir filer le» iwrauons do •'aguerrir. IHi pain ct 

I'M!. Toila re qu'il Icurfaut; ganlons rhuinanile 

un>- meil lure occasion.* 

r thr iriMtnicnl of the prorini-e* he advisca thus: , 
» Ir- I d<-iiOuiller Its villus dc leurs privili'tJi'S, faire | 
l^ liabtlans %*appauvris»ent, et que leurs hirn« 
I af h<-ti^ par les Veniliens. (Ivux qui, dans Ich 
'iS mnntripaui, se montrcront on plus audaricux 
Ilia, di'Touin aut inti^rets dir la population, il faut 
^rdn- ou li« Keener a quctque prix que re s«»it: 
1. 11 / te trouve dant tei provinces tjuclqites chefs 
Mrfi, i7 faut let extrrminer %ou% un prelextr tfuel- 
}^. wMii en evitnnt tie rtcourir n InjuUice onti- 
** i^ le poiton fmte t office du boHrrrnu^ ccla 
€t keamconp plus profitaUe.* 



Note s, page 174, rol. 1. 
Bf tW lafcaoai ttauilM of tiM Suia laqakitloB, Me. 

M. Dam has given an ahairact of tlieae Statutes, from 
a manuscript in the Biblioihrque du Hoi, and it it 
hardly credible iliat such a system of treachery and 
cruelty should ever have been established by any go- 
vernment, or submitted to, for an instant, by any peo- 
ple. Among various precautions against the intrigues 
of their own nobles, we find the following: — •Pour 
persuader aux ctrangers qu'il ctait difficile et dange- 
reux d'cnlrctenir qudqiie intrigue serrc^le avcc les nobles 
Venitiens, on imagina de fuirc avertir raystcricuscment 
le Nonce du Papc (afin que les autrcs ministres en fut- 
scni informi'*s) qut; I'lnquisition avait autonM les pa- 
triricns a poignardcr cpiiconquc essaicmif At tenter Icur 
fidelite. Mais craignant que les amhassadeurs ne pre- 
tassent foi difTicilcmcnt a une di>lih(>ration, qui en effet 
n'existail pas I'lnquisition voulait prouver qu'elle en 
etait capable. Elle ordonna des recherchcs pour d^ 
couvrir s'il n'y avait pas dans Veniitc quelque exile au- 
dessus du conimun, qui out ronipu son ban; cnsuite 
un des patririons qui rlaiirnt aux gages du, tribunal, 
recut la mission d'assassintT re nialhcurcux, et I'ordrc 
de s'en vanter, en di^int qu'il s'rtait porte a cet acte, 
parce que re banni rtait I'agent d'un uiini^tre etranger, 
i:t avait cherche a le corromprc.* — ■ Reroarqunns,* 
adds M. Daru, • que reri n'<;st {kis une simple anecilote; 
r'e»t une miision prnjouv, drlihrree. ecrile d'avance; 
une rrgle di.* rnnihiito trarre par di** hommrs graves, k 
lifurs hitcrL'!iM.*ura, rt conitigne dans dcsstatiits.* 

The raMTt in which aMavsinaiion is ordered by these 
statutes arr as follow : — 

• L'n ouvricr <le ranwnal, un rhcf de re qii'on appelle 
fmnni hrs matins le nienstranee, passail-il au service 
■t'une puissance etraugere, il fallait le faire assassiner, 
surtout si c'rtait un homme lepute brave et habile dans 
sa profession." — [Art 3 det Sttttut$) 

k Avait-il ciiinniis quelque arlinn qu'on ne jugeait 
pas a pmpos de punir juridiquement, «n devait le faire 
enipoi)innner.« — {4rt. \\.) 

■ Un artisan p^iMait-il .1 I'elranger en y exporUnt 
quelque pHX-edi* de I'iuilustrie natinnale : c'etait encore 
un crime capital, que la Ini inotnnue onlonnail de pu- 
nir p.ir un a)ts.i*wiual.« — \.lrt. a*».) 

The facility with which llu-y got rid of their Duke of 
Reilfordi., Lord Fitzwillianu, etc., was admirable; il was 
thus: — 

• Ijc patrieien qui se pcrmetlait le moindn* propos 
eontre le gouvcrnemrnt, ^Liii admoneir deux fois, et 
a la troiMciue noye comme incorrigible.'— [Art. 39.) 

Note 3, pagr 176, col. I. 

Kefl<H-iioa« m frsdiog. rtr. 

The • Conjuration de Nicolas (lahrini. dit dr Rienri,* 

by the Jesuit de (aTCCiiu, is rhietly taken from the 

uuirh mon* aulhenlie work uf Forlirnx'ca on the wme 

subject. Uicnri was the Mm of a laundress. 

Note 4. page 176. col. a. 

• I.es grniilshommes conjures portairnl decant lui 
iri.is eiendarts. Meolas (;iullato. sumonime le hon 
diicur, portait le premier, qui elail de cuuletir nunte. 
et plus grand qiir les autre*, t >n V *ovait di-s earaeten-s 
dor avee une fouime assiie s«ir deux lion*, li-nanl d'une 
main le globe du monde, et d< I'auire une Pnlme pour 
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repreaenter la ville de Rome. C^taic le Gonfalon de 
la Libertd, Le Second, k fonds blanc, avec un St-Paul 
tenant de la droite une Bpie nue ec de la i^auche la 
couronne de Justice, itaxt port^ par Etienne Ma^^a- 
cQccia, notaire apottolique. Dans le troiaidme, St- 
Picrre arait en main les defs de la Concorde et de la 
Paix. Tout cula insinuait le dcsscin de Ricnxi, qui etait 
do retablir la libcrU^, la justice, ct la paix.* — Da Ckr- 
CtXVf liv. 3. 



Note 5, pa^ 177, col. t. 

That nboat of Her, 
The world's laperiel MUtmt. 

Tliis image is borrowed from Ilob1>es, \ 
are, as near as I can recollect:— •« For wli 
pacy, but the Ghost of the old Roman En 
crowned on the grave thereof?! 



dfatll^ ttfV It)^ 



•)t^t** ******** 



Eripe. 



(a RnQlbu* alu 

ViRUiL. Ctory. lib. 4. 

• clip the wIdqs 



or thate hish-flf ia(r. arbltrery Kinffs. 

DuTDKi't TraniUcioa. 



FABLE 1. 

TBI DISSOLUTION Of THB HOLT ALLIANCI. 

^ Dream. 

I 'tb had a dream that bodnt no good 
Unto the Holy Brotlierhood. 
I may be wrong, but I confess — 
As for as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjuror, to guess — 
It seems to me extremely awful. 

Methought, upon the Neva's flood 

A beautiful Ice Palace stood : 

A dome of frost-work, on the plan 

Of that once built by Empress Anne,' 

Which shone by moonlight — as the tale i 

Like an aurora borcalts. 

in thu said palace — fumish'd all 

And lighted as the best on land 
I dream'd there was a splendid ball, 

Given by the Emperor Alexander, 
To entertain, with all due seal, 

Those holy gentlemen who 've shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe's weal. 

At Trappau, Laybach, and Verona. 

The thought was liappy, and design'd 
To hint how thus the human mind 
May — like the stream imprison'd there — 
Be check'd and chill'd till it can bear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sonnet 
E'er yet bc-praised, to dance upon it. 

And all were pleased, and cold, and stately. 

Shivering in grand illumination — 
Admired the supt-rbtructure greatly. 

Nor gave one thought to the f(>undation. 
Much too the Czar himself exultod. 

To all plebeian fears a stranger. 
As Madame Kruduner, when consulted. 

Had |>lcdgc(l her wonl there was no danger. 

< • It U well kaowB chat eke Eaipre** Anne ballt a palaop of ire. 
oa the 5eva, in 1740. mWA was Bfty-two feel in length, awl vht-a 
illaBiaaied had a aar. ritiaffeffiKt.*— PiaaBaToa. 



So, on he capered, fearless quite, 
Thinking himself extremely clever, 

And waltx'd away with all his might. 
As if the frost would last for ever. 

^Just fancy how a bard like me, 

Who reverence monarchs, must hav 

[To sec that goodly company 

At such a ticklish sport assembled. 

Nor were the fears, tliat thus astouudc 

My loyal soul, at all unfounded; 
For, lo ! ere long, those walls so mass 

Were seized with an ill-omcn'd dri[ 
And o'er the floon, now growing gla« 

Their llolinesses look to slipping. 
Tlie Czar, half through a Polonuisis 

Could scarce get on for downright : 
And Prussiu, though to slip|H:ry ways 

So used, was cursedly near tumbliu 

Yet still 't was who could stimp the fl 
Russia and Austria 'uiong the foreu 

And now, to an Italian air, 

This precious brace would hand in 

Now — while old from his chair 

Intrcat(>d them his toes to spare — 

Call'd loudly out for a fandango. 

And a fondango, faith, they had. 
At which they nil set to like mad,- 

Ncverwere Kings (though small the c 
Of wit among their Excellencies) 

So out of all their princely senses. 

But, ah! that dance — that Spanish d. 

Scarce wan the hicklcs-s strain lM>gu 
When, glaring red — :is 't were a glaiic 

Shot from an angry soutlicru sun- 
A light through all the rliiiuiboni (Ian 

Astonishing old Falhiri Frost, 
Who, bursting iutu te.irs, oxi'LiiMi'd, 

• A thaw, by Jove ! — we 'le lost, we 
Run, F ! a second Waterloo 

Is come to drown you — muve qui \ 
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WbT. why will momrcht caper to 

In palarts without fbundations? 
Ivujitlv all was in a flow : 

Cmrnna. fiddles, sceptres, dccoratioiis ; 
TbiM- ro\-al arms, tliat look'd so nice. 

Cut out in the resplendent ice; 
r<«c «t(:l4'«. handiiomcly pmrided 

With dnultir hcflds for doiihli; dealings — 
Bl» f mi the (:lnl>M and srcptrm glided 

<Kji of ihtrir rl.iws on all tlic ceilings* 
Frrud Pru«(ia'» dniihic hinl of prey. 

Time AA .i «palrli-cofk, slunk away; 
U|,>|,. — juAi like France herself, when she 

Ppwl.iinis how great her naval skill is — 
P.^.r **"•"', ilrowning/Iear-<fc-jyi 

lai-iginnl themwlTCS w/iCer-lilies. 
An 1 ii«it alone moms, ceilings, shelves, 

But — still more fatal ewcution— 
Tl»- i^n-it I^;itimates themselves 

N-rm'd in a state of dissolution. 
Tiir iniligmint Cur — when just about 

To iwkut* a sublime Tkasc — 
• ^Ik'rT.ift. .ill light must be kept out* — 

DiMMilvt.tl to nothing in its blase. 
>rii Pru<«»i.i took his turn to melt, 

.\nd. whiL- hi» lips illustrious felt 
Viv iiiflueiKt; of this southern air, 

Sonic wonl like ■ Constitution,* long 
Cun^ifard in frosty Mlmce tlierc, 

Ome fJowly thawing from his tongue. 
While ••■"••, lapsing by degrees. 
Ami dighing out a f.iint adieu 
To iruflles, s.ilinis, toasted cheese. 
Ami MiHikingybn<lui, quickly grew 

liimw^f into afondu too;— 

(ir. like that goodly King they make 
fif Mij;ar, for a twelftli-night cake, 
^'hi-n in some urchin's mouth, alas, 

U melts into a shapdeu mats! 

In <4iort, I scarce could count a minute 
In tlic bright dome, and all within it — 
kinp*, Kkltllerk, Emperors— all were gone! 

And nudiing now was seen or heard 
Kat iIm- bright river, rushing on, 

11.1 ppy as an enfranchised bird, 
AihI priiuiler of tliat natural ray, 

Shining along its diainless way— 
Xort proudly happy thus to glide 

In Muiple grandeur to the sea, 
Tkin wlwrn in sparkling feturrs tied. 
And ib-ck'd with all tliat kingly pride 

Could bnng to light its slavery ! 

Surh is my dream — and, 1 confess, 
I frtrmhie at its awfulni-s*. 
Thii Spjnisli dance— that southern beam- 
tut I MV nothing — t lure's my dream — 
AihI SlaiUnie Kruiiener, the she-pn>pliet, 
Ma% uuke just what she pleases of it. 



FABLE IC. 

. THK LOOKINO-OLASSKS. 

Proem. 

Whkrk Kings have been by mob-elections 

Raised to the throne, 't is strange to see 
Wluit different and what odd perfections 

Men have required in royalty. 
Some, liking monarchs large and plumpy. 

Have chosen their Sovereigns l»y the weight; 
Some Wibh'd them t;dl ; some thought your dumpy, 

Dulcli-huilt tlic true Let;itimatc. * 
The Eastcnis, in a Prince, 't is said, 
Prefer what '» call'd a jolter-hcad;* 
The Egyptians were n't at all parlic'lar, 

So that their Kin(i;s hud not reil hair— 
This fault not even the greatest stickler 

For I he hlood-roy.il well could bear. 
A thousand more such illustrations 
Blight be addiiceil from varioiut nations; 
But, 'mong the many talcs they tell us. 

Touching the acquired or natural right 
Which some men have to rule their ffllows. 

There's one which I shall here recite :— 

Fable. 

TiKiK was a land— to name the place 

Is neither now my wisli nor tkity — 
Where reign'd a ciTtain royal race. 

By right of their superior beauty. 

What was the cut Iq;itimalc 

Of the<ie great jKjrsons' chins and noses, 

By right of which they ruled the state, 
No history I have seen discloses. 

But so it was — a M'tthrd case — 

Some act of Parliiiment, |>afls'd snugly. 

Had vote«l iheiu a biMUtt-iJUn rare, 
And all their f.tilliful suhji>cu ugly. 

As rank, indeed, stood high or low. 
Some rhunge it made in visual organs; 

Your Peers were de«ent-^Knightt, so so — 
But all your common people gorgons! 

Of courv", if any knave but hinted 

That the King's nose w;is turn'd awry. 

Or that the ^ui-cn (r.wl save usl) s«iuinted— 

The judges diMiin'd that knave to die. 

But ran-ly lhin|;s like this in-curr'd : 
The p4i>ple lo flieir King were duteous. 

And took it. on hi* royal word. 

That tliey were frigJiUauil he was beauteous. 

' Tlie cause when-<if, among all claW(>K, 
: Was simply iliis :— ihi-se i»Ian«l elves 

[ Had never yet seen loi>kin^;-iiIas8es 
j And, therefore, did not know themselves. 

Sometimes, indi'cd, their neighbours* f.\ce» 
\ Miglit strike them as more full of reason, 
I More fresli ih.in tliiw in ixTuin places- 
But, Loid! the very thought was treason! 

• . Thf tioih. Ua ■ law to ihmtm ■Iwayt • *borl Mck MB for 
Ibrir Wi»|{.--Me>.Ti«, Cptm^. lib. Hi. y. i6|. 

I .1. • Prl.«s • joIlOT-k««l !■ i««lMllf .-*)»»•*/ /IflW 
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Besides, howe'er wc love our neighbour, 
And take his fwce *s part, 't is known 

We nerer half so earnest labour, 

As when tlie focc attack'd 's our own. 

80, on they went — the crowd belieTin(> 
(As crowds well ^ovem'd always do); 

Thdr rulers, too, themselves deceiving — 
80 old the joke they thought it true. 

But jokes, we know, if diey too far gO|^ 
Must have an end ; and so, one day, | 

Upon that coast there was a car — 
Of looking-glasses cast aviray. 

T was said, some Radicals, somewhere, 
Had laid their wicked lunds together, 

And forced tliat ship to founder there — 
While some believe it was the weather. 

However this might be, the freight 
Was landed without feus or duties; 

And, from that hour, historians date 
Tlie dowufal of tlic race of beauties. 

The looking-glasses got about. 

And grew so coiiiiiion through the land. 
That scarce a tinker cuuM walk out 

Without a mirror in his liand. 

■ 

Comparing faces, morning, noon. 
And night, their constant occupation — 

By diui of looking-glaMCK, soon 
They grew a most refleeling nation. 

In vain the Court, aware of errors 
In ail the old, established maxards, 

Prohibited the use of mirrors, 

And tried to break tlieui at all liazanls : 

In vain — tlieir laws mi(;ht just as well 
Have been waste paper un the shelves ; 

That fatal freight bad broke the spell; 
People liad look'il — and knew themselves. 

If chance a Duke, of hirlli sublime. 

Presumed u|>oii his ani'ient face 
(Some calf-lii*ad, ugly from all time), 

Tliey popp'd a iiiirrur to his Cracc— 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign. 

How little Nature lioldx it true 
That what is call'd an ancient line 

Must be the line of Beauty too. 

From Dukrs' they passM to Tc\\a\ pliiucs, 
Compared them proudly with their own, 

And cried, » How could mic\\ monstrous quiucs 
In Beauty's uamc usurp the throne .*• 

They then wrote essays, pamphlets, books. 

Upon cosmetical economy, 
Which made tlie King try various looks. 

But none improved his physiognomy. 

And satires at the Court they levdl'd. 
And small lampoons, so full of slynesses. 

That soon, in short, tlu?y quite henlevird 
Their Majesties and Royal Highnesses. 



At length — but here I drop the vcd. 
To spare some loyal folk's sensations : 

Besides, what follows is the tale 

Of all such late-enlighten'd nations; 

Of all to whom old Time discloses 
A truth tliey should have sooner known- 

That Kings have neither rights nor noses 
A wliit diviner than their own. 



FABLE III. 

TBI FLY AND TUB BULLOCK. 

Proem. 

Or all that, to the sage's survey. 

This worid prweuts of topsy-iun-ey. 

There *s nought so mu<*li disturbs Ills pacien< 

As little minds in lofty stations. 

T is like that sort of painful wonder 

Which slight and pigmy columns under 

Enonnous arches ^ve beholders; 
Or those poor Caryatides, 
Condemn'd to smile and stand at case. 

With a whole house upon their slioulders. 

If, as in some few royal cases. 

Small minds are ^orit into such places — 

If they are there, by Right Divine, 

Or any such sufficient reahon. 
Why — Heaven forbid we sliould repine ! — 

To wish it otherwise were treason ; 
Nay, eien to see it in a visiim. 
Would be what lawyers call mispriston. 

Sir RoBRHT FiLMKR tuiyi — and he. 

Of course, knew all about the matter — 
■ Dolli LMen and beasts love monarchy : ■ 

Which provi-^ how rational — the latter. 
Sidney, indixtl, we know, had quite 
A different norinu from the knight; 
Nay, hints a King may lose his head 

By slipping awkwanlly his bridle : 
But tluK is Jacobin, ill-hrcd, 
And (now-a-days, when Kin(;s are led 

In patent snaffles) downright idle. 

No, no — it is n't fooliHli Kinipi 
(Those fix'd, inif%-ital>le things — 
Bon!S paramount, liy right of birdi)- 

That move my wnith. hut your pretenders 
Your mushroom rulers, sons of earth. 

Who, not like t' others, crown'd offemlcrs 
(Rq;uljr gmtin Itei blocklieads. 
Bom with tiiree kingdoms in tlitnr po<'kcts). 
Nor leaving, on ihe scale of mind. 
These roy.il Xeros far Miind, 
Yet, with a bniM that nothing stops, 

Push up into the loftiint stalionA, 
And, though too dull lo manage Hhop% 

Presimie, the dolts, to manage nations! 

Tliis dau it is that moves my gall. 
And stirs up npkvn, and hile, and all. 
While other sensele«^ thin(;s appear 
To know tlie limits of their sphere — 
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4i ••■ maw jtunpinii FroB we kwm rf, 
1^ «BR« U jUil'r'i liope to ihow oif — 



■D or Ej,Tl>l »^re KCM » diiD 
up tikcir aicdjuog^ ufl ihi:jF dh 



Pun evtrj 6r of FrculdDi oul — 
When Iw, uw.wiudi up liitVkiiKi 
With Cod and the Panagu '* pnuB- 
Whm he. nf royil winli ihe lype. 
In hilly water dip* ih» (pungt. 

When """ (nhom, n* King nod fmir 

Cilii dnwD • Saint LoiM Cud* la wi 
The ridlil, h nuniry, and fitncM 
Of (ending oghij abauBnl Soteiu — 






fclri 



«lnt|i1«!w, iheyHj, 



iiu.li of •ndw<inh>|it>'da>Ki>ii''lhinedi<inei 
■- iiLiMibb'jIel ItefuKof iheiJiriiw. 
'! .1 Mi.li <l<>in||>, lie vlibper'd JiuHMrher- 

..■■.impiTli«ol.n,i.ylaO.»l.y 

t Suiio- k. ihe tttcfui uhi poHur^ enolnrc, 

ut „ni.-f .ii up to ■ uiu-iwiac riyf 

'iiitT.> Hi.l l' other JDH tun ul iheaigliti 



t|iHjril to ilw benign Diviniiy, 









-t Iniiun 



B, likL- m 



That yoK niiiv nil) ii> wiiillh and bliait. 
Look frum lieo^l Ih.-ir >Iiu>l-I IuH 
Vf (hill due fMip, and airwtr .Vet'. 
Bm iIkd, if qiMiJKn-d, . Shall ilic hnnd 
iDKileninv lllngt 4|iidmi;Ikiui llut l-inl, 
Butwiit liur -paUnt amd luteb, 

Suffrrinji nir \Htti: nor linr te gnm, 
BceiiTquijiH'li'd;— frum [he ume nhnrH 

LHik griiiidly fnrth, and anawcr •SdS- 
AL», »|ji! lintc rteie a ikiin 
To uii«i(ul llclii;i«r» niMK r 

Of buing puwu *1 n l.'M'e 



I, if Ih 



hitiHi|i*i iLnnr) ; 
:e|i of Ltwn, thai |ima of crape, 
il'rini; their way ■«, al all rnka, 
aien ureanh swM uim tbdr diJuT 



Thii^ Ihit it it— Iteli|;inD, nude, 

Twill <niun'l> and Sl^lr, a Imrh, > Inde- 

Tromwhenro lit ill* we wiincniflaw— 

The ciln'mr, vf bx, nii.rli f^itli. and nnne. 



Till, ■wiilold hiEnliy^ui! nrw, 
^Twiii BUaphnuy and Cui— Uic Iwn 
ttnok illawilh whieh diia afie ia euned— 
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Than ent could Egypt, when lo rich 
In Tarious plaguet, determine which 
Slic thought most pestilent and Tile — 
Her frogs like Benbow and Carlile, 
Croaking tlicir native mud-notes loud, 
Or her fat locusts, like a cloud 
Of pluraliftts, obcsely lowering. 
At once benighting and derouring! 

Tliis — tliis il is— and here I pray 

Those sapient wits of the Reriewt, 
Who make us |>oor, dull authors say, 

Not what wv wean, but what they chuse; 
Who to our mokt abundant shares 
Of nonseme add still more of theirs, 
And are to poets just such evils 

As caterpillars find tliose flies * 
That, not content to sting like devils. 

Lay eggs upon their backs likewise — 
To guard agaiust such foul deposits. 

Of otlivrv' meanings in my rhymes 
(A tiling more needful here, because it 's 

A subject iickli*h in these times), 
I here to all surli wits make known, 

Montlily and weekly, Whig and Tory, 
'T is this Religion — this alone — 

I aim at in tlie following story : 

FabU. 

WiK!i Royalty was young and bold, 
Ere, loucli'd bv Time, he had become— 

If 't is not civil to say old — 

At least, a ci-devant jeune homme. 

One evening, on some wild pursuit, 

Uriving along, he chanced to s-*e 
Rcli(;ion, passing by on fool. 

And took him in his vis-a-vis. 

This said Religion was a friar, 

The humblest an<l the l>cst of men, 

Who ne'er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 

• I say*— quoth Royalty, who rather 

Enjoyed a masquerading joke — 
■ I say, suppose, my gooil old father. 

You lend me, for a while, your cloak.a 

The friar consented — little knew 

What tricks the youth had in his head; 

Resides, was ratlier tempted, too, 
By a laced co.it he got instead. 

Away ran Royalty, sljp-dash, 

ScamfN-ring like mad al>out tlie town ; 

Broke windows — shiver'd lamps to smash, 

And knock'd whole scores of watchmen down. 

While nought roiiUI tliey whose heads were broke, 
Learn of tlie « wliyit* or the « wherefore,* 

Except that 't was Reli{;iun's cloak 
The gentleman, who crack'd them, wore. 

* • Tkt create*! iiBBbrr uf iW icbDranon lrib« are Men M>ulln|; 
■poo Ihit bark of the rmlcrpillar. sod tUilioB ■* differeoi latr-rraU 
ibeir ulac* inio iu hodj : atvftrj dan ibeydcpote aaafif.*— Gul»- 
•■iTa. 



Meanwhile, the friar, whote head was tan'i 
By the laced coal, grew frisky loo — 

Look'd big — his former habiti ^iifii*d— 
And slorm'd about as great men do— 



Dealt much in pompons oaths and cni 

Said « Damn you,* often, or as bad- 
Laid claim to other peoples purses — 
In short, grew either knave or mad. 

As work like tliis was unbefitting. 

And flesh and blood no longer bore it, 

Tlie Court of Common Sense then sitting, 
Summon *d tlic culprits both before it. 

Where, after hours in wrangling spent 
(As courts must wrangle to decide well\ 

Religion to Saint Luke's was sent, 
And Royalty pack'd off to Bridewell: 

With thu proviso — Should they be 
Restor'd in due time to their senses, 

They both must give security 
in future, against such offc 



Religion ne'er to lend his cloaks 

Seeing what dreadful work it leads to; 

And Royally to crack his joke — 

But not to crack poor people's heads, too 



FABLE V. 

THK LITTLX GRAND LIMA. 

Proem. 

NovKLLA, a young Bolognese, 

Tlie dau(;hter of a learned bw doctor,* 
Who had with all the subtleties 

Of old and modem jurists slock*d her. 
Was so exceeding fair, 't is said. 

And over hearts held such dominion. 
That when her father, sick in bed. 
Or busy, MUt licr, in hbt stead, 

To lecture on the Co<lc Justinian, 
She had a curtain dra^nn before her, 

I.est, if lier charms were seen, the studen 
Should let their young eyes wander o'er hei 

And quite forget their juri>prudence.' 
Just so it is with Truth — when sren. 

Too fair and bright — 't is from behind 
A light, thin allet;oric screen. 

She thiu can safest teach mankind. 

Fable. 

In Thibet once there reign'd, we 're told, 

A little f^nia, one year old — 

Raist'd to the throne, that realm to bless. 

Just wlieu his Tittle Holiness 

Had cut — as near as can be reckon'd — 

Some say h'wjirst tooth, some his second. 

Chronologers and verses vary. 

Which proves historians should be wary. 

* Andreat. 

* \}«aad il /toil •ecmpr d'aacvar <>M<MBe, il eo^in-ait No 
fillr, em MM lies lire aax r»rliole« ea i-kargi,'. el. alia q»«- I 
d'eilr B' f pfciwt la pratfr det oyaou. ell« avnii aae pr*ii 
lioe dcvaai ellv.-^^aauT. de Pite. €'Ue dw IN w i c* . p. ii.> 






Ab-I ^n>r^ ImiV" tiOoAt arhl rhino) — 
ftfnHHH hi" ^ilhfu] Mi)jjprb' puns 



Aai Ibc lud griHD'd Kilb bitu and tDcken. 






iliiiu llol ihcy yiddtd 



In loplly la liim nlio wH'hIal 
flic 'bcreliury {iA|i-tpoDa o'l 

Thil.ai for I<,'.<'.,[|. '-.,». iL 
Thai. I'... 'Kick 

Thar IIkt and t^<-;n •[».! ).) I 
Tlimoihoui 



V:- 



»■ Tl..k 



Kkdi .-uiun); itoBD of nnilclliiic-rhillm 

JIM iiin-a-Tofn, in DlglMly hallla! 
Whal blU for plpnn In ripnoe 

kriio— >f T1iil>cl (mJ H. P*. 

rv, -.m «ir I^IbT l.r.-.l (h«i i)kk; 

tkuiac ibc Mumich't HLiuli.*eLfiitilion. 

kt •than ihk ain ; fnr. jux ohtn br 
Hid i»rb'd lilt aiamiioj ago uflhrrt, 
« bra final nnufda— nnJ, mdauhl 
Tl..*» ..f mil n,.l.l, bniu— briali uui, 

T . Uiiti. 'I.a till ihcD Wta quk 

Vii>Httii n^vA Fnr Chun 
■a^ fm whIi whuuc'cr 
Toelll'd Ihc l.„[J I'M, 



ttforriol 



Uunl pcJt lulD Li* tuLjHU' ^ina. 
la-ahnn.wcL wickoJ (iianka he play'il. 



For Kin^ ihrougb ibick and Ihio. u> Mi 

n»a|hl him [if ibty 'd bui aiMh ihdr nil 

Which Ihrj did ■■() an odiout pickk. 



Whwrfore llwaa lln^ humbly pnfd 

Thai Honounhki N>ir»7 
Thai audi Rfbrnu he tKnnifnrih nudr. 

A) III godd men dairad 4<i lu — 
In oiher wordi (lot ibey mighriwrn 
Too udiaua], H »he ^Hillal arbeme 

And >ii ita hud iIib mikcliitf nipping — 

Ilia iHajajy ahould bate a whippij^ ' 

When <hia wai mri— naf^mcrnerockM, 

barbareid into Iba i'.tWic irocIhi. 
K'GrfifiialVELlhctnrriiiMidout abork il 
Troduinl upon thd Kiincry Bencha. 

By nehi of ,igt and petrinnla, 

— Suffcf liirrh 



urh Ilia 



Iftbu. 



TIk fundintcDCali of ifac Uiunh ! 
Mo — Do — Hirb pairiol (dam ai rlue 
('So l»lp thrni tlea.cn-ai») <l«r .««') 
They held In be rank hlupbraw.. 

Thr alann Ifaut fnun, by Iliaoand olhi 

Kpmd (liraugb ihr lind. till, tuch ■ p<^ 
Sueb parry aquabbli^, far and wide, 

TbeWliln.-- . ' ^ IRD. 



Camnch ran, and llr, indnil 

rvfadu liu hdoxk b ahihii — 

tnw purM< loiria, Mng ibc Icogib 
Tavhirii ihincivmi. cvmhiBrJ Ihni ii 



»f Thiher rnei- 
il caird bcfoi* il. 

,1', l.i.-hip|,injrt. 
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(Please to observe, the letter D 

In this last word 's pronounced like D), 

Yet to tlie example of that Prince 

So much isThil>et's land a debtor, 
'T is said, her little Lamas since 

Have all behaved themselves much better. 



FABLE VI. 



THB BXTlNOniSHKES. 



iVocm. 

Though soldiers are the true supports 
The natural allies of Courts, 
Woe to the Monarch who depends 
Too much on his red-coated friends ; 
For even soldiers sometimes think — 

Nay Colonels have been known to reason.- 
And reasoncrs, whether clad in pink, 
Or red, or blue, are on the brink 

(Nine cases out of ten) of treason. 

Not many soldiers, I believe, are 

As fond of lilierty as Mina ; 
Else — woe to Kings, when Freedom's fevL*r 

Once turns into a Scatietina ! 
For then — but bold — 't is best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale: — 

FahU. 

A LOHD of Persia, rich and great. 

Just come into a laq;e estate, 

Was shuck'd to find he had, for neighbours. 

Close to his gate, some rascal Ghebcrs, 

Whose fires, beneath his very nose 

In heretic combustion rose. 

But lords of Persia ran, no doubt. 

Do what they will — so, one fine morning, 
He turn'd the rascal Ghebcrs out, 

Firet giving a few kicks for warning. 
Then, tlianking Heaven most piously, 

He knock'd their temple to the ground. 
Blessing himself for joy to see 

Such l*agan ruins strcw'd around. 
But much it vex'd my lord to find, 

That, while all else ol>cy'd his will. 
The fire these Ghebcrs left beliind — 

I)o what he would — kept burning still. 
Fiercely he storm*d, as if his frown 
Could scare the bright insurgent down; 
But, no— such fires are headstrong things. 
And care not much for lords or kings. 
Scarce could his lordship well contrive 

The dashes in one place to smother. 
Before — hey, presto — all alive. 

They sprung up freshly in anotlier. 

At length when, spite of prayers and damns, 
'T was found the sturdy flame defied him. 

His stewards came, with low M/anu, 
Offering, by confrAcI, to provkle him 

Some laq;e extinguishers (a plan 

Much used, they said, at Ispahan, 

Vienna, PeCersbui^h— in short. 

Wherever light *s forbid at couft)— 



Machines no lord should l>e without, 

^Yhich would, at once, put promptly out 

Fires of all kinds — from staring stark 

Volcanos to the tiniciit spark — 

Till all things slept as dull and dark 

As,4n a gri-at lonl's neighbourhood, 

'T was right and fitting all tilings should. 

Accordingly, some large supplies 

()i these ExtinguiHhers were furnisird 

(All of the true, imperial size). 
And there, in rows, stood black and bur 

Ready, where'er a gleam but slume"' 

Of light or fire, to be clapp'd on. 

But, ah ! how lordly wisdom errs, 
In trusting to extinguishers! 
One day, when he had left all sure 
(At leaxt believed so), dark, secure — 
The Hame, at all its exits, entries. 

Obstructed to his heart's content. 
And black extinguishers, like sentries. 

Placed upon every dangerous vent — 
Ye Gods ! imagine his amaze. 

His wradi, his rage, when, on returning. 
He found not only the old blaze. 

Brisk as before, crackling and burning— 
Not only new, young conflagrations, 
Popping up round in various stations — 
But, still more awful, strange, and dire, 
The Extinguishers themselves on fire!' 
They, they — those trusty, blind machines 

His lordship had so long been praising. 
As, under Providence, the means 

Of keeping down all lawless blaxing, 
W'erc now themselves — alas, too true 
The shameful fact — turn'd blazers too, 
And, by a change as odd as cruel, 
Instead of dampers, served for fuel ! 

Thus, of his only hope bereft, 

• Whal,» said the great man, ■ must be d 
All thai, in scrapes like this, is left 

To great men is - to cut and run. 
So run he did ; while to their grounds 

The banish'd Ghebcrs hiess'd relum*d : 
And, though their fire had broke its bounds 

And all abroad now wildly bum'd. 
Yet well could they, who loved the flame, 
Its wandering, its excess reclaim; 
And soon another, fairer dome 
Arose to be its sacred honie, 
Where, chcrish'd, guarded, not confin'd. 
The living glory dwelt inshrincd. 
And, shedding lustre, strong but even, 
Though bom of earth, grew worthy Heaven 

Moral. 

The moral hence my Muse infers 
Is — that such lords are simple elves, 

In trusting to extinguishers 
That are combustible themselves. 

' TW IdM of this fable wat oaagkt fnm oa« of i^mt 
■Mfi wbick alwaMl ia th« ooavoraaiioa of aiy frieod, tbe i 
•ha Ltmtn » Jh/m— a prodactioa which ooataiM aoae af 
fl Si l ipia l wii af phyfal pastry tint hara appaared la tk 
Sffa. 



CORRUPTION AND INTOLERANCE. 
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^ovvuption attH ^ntoUvantt ; 



TWO POEMS. 



PREFACE. 



Til pnctjce ^rhich hat lately been introduced into 

'.T-iture, of writing rtrj long notes upon very indif- 

' --T.I rc-rar*, appean to me rather a happy invention ; 

T r ti Mippliea ita with a mode of turning stupid poetry 

*^ iri 'Mini; and as horses too dull for the saddle may 

•c-ric wrll enough to draw lumber, so poems of this 

t ad make eardlent beasU of burden, and will bear 

»«La, iHouf||;h they may not bear reading. Besides, the 

iaai>-nu in such cases are so little under the necessity 

-.' paying any aenrile deference to the text, that they 

sjT rvm adopt thatSocralic dogma, ■ Quod supra nos 

-.. J id ncM.* 

In the 6fat of the following poems, I have ventured 
•^ tpeak of iKe Revolution in language which has some- 
*^tae* bem employed by Tory writers, and which is 
•■•■THfore neither very new nor popular. But, howc^-cr 
«B Lagliahman may be reproached with ingratitude, 
'■ ' ippreriacing the merits and results of a meaxure 

• :i--h tic is Caught to regard as the sonrce of his li)>er- 
--♦— li^wever ungrateful it might lie in Alderman 

L'rh 10 quealinn for a moment the purity of that glo- 
n-<e« era to which he is indebted for (he seasoning of 
«-. muiy Arations — yet an irishman, who has none uf 
-^ 'iMigations to acknowledge, to whose country the 
L^iluiMn brought nothing but injury and insult, and 

• y- rernjlecls that the book of MolyncuK was burned, 
•1 .n!«T of William's Whig Parliament, for daring 10 
-voj to un fortunate Ireland (liote principles on which 

Kcvolutaon was professedly founded — an Jrishinan 

««v vrocare lo criticise the measures of that period, 

-- :*Ktut cvpoaing himself either lo the imputation of 

- Tatiiude, or the suspicion of being influenn^l by any 

^ '.fiah retnains of jacobitism. No nation, it is true, 

■ !• (-vcr hlvMcd with a more golden opportunity of 

'vablaliing and securing its liberties for ever than (he 

"ijanrtore of Eighty-eight presented to the people of 

■ '■-St Briuia. But the disgraceful reigns of Charles 

•%i Jimea had weakened and degraded the national 

' inrfrr. The bold notions of popular right, which 

'-■-1 »rmm out of tlie struggles betwi'en Charlen the First 

•a-1 his ParlUmcat, were gradually siippianleil by those , 

• <*i»h tkw-trines for which Lord II — kesb-ry eulogif(>s 
- '-harrhnaen of that perio<l; and as the nrforuKKion 
. : hap|t« neil too u*tm for the purity of rfliginn, so thi* 

I-^«iuiiun cmme too late for the spirit of lilnTty. I(% ; 
i-:iioiafees accordingly were for the most p.irt s|KtMous j 

'.i traiiMlnnr, while the evils which it entailiil are Mill I 

I 

'-•I si»d *tA\ increasing. By rcndi-ring iinncccsA.irv (hi- 
•'^;arDt cterri^ of prerogative, that un>^i>'l*ly pnwcr 
«^arh cannot move a step without alarm, it liiiiid^l dio 
'^ly inter f eience of the <>own which is sin(;lv and in- > 
'"TOMlcnthr etpo^cd before the people, ami wlmv 
•^■■wa arc therefore obvious to their scnsci and rapa 



cities: Uke the myrtle over a certain statue in Miner- J 
va's temple at Athens, it skilfully veiled from tlieir sight 
(lie only obtrusive feature of royalty. At the same 
time, however, that the Revolution abrid(;ed this unpo- 
pular attribute, it amply compons;ited by the substitu- 1 
tion of a new power, as much more potent in its effect | 
an it is more secret in its operations. In the dispoaal of j 
an immense revenue, and the extensive patronage an- 
nexed to it, the first foundations of this power of tlie 
Crown were laid; the innovation of a standing army at 
once increased and strengthened it, and the few slight 
liarriers which the Act of Settlement opposed to its pro- 
(;rL>ss have all lieen gradually removed during the whig- 
l^ish reigns that succeeded, till at length tliis spirit of 
influence is become the vital principle of the state, whoae 
agency, subtle and unseen, pervades every part of the 
constitution, lurks under all its forms, and regulates all 
its movements; and, like the invisible sylph or grace 
which presides over the motions of beauty, 

lllaa, qMirqiikl asit. qaoqiio TCkligia lactil, 
C4>M|tOBlt fartiB •alM(^q«iiarf|ae. 



The cause of librrty and the Revolution are so liabitu- 
ally associated by Knylislinicn, that, probably, in object- 
ing to the latter I may he. tlioui;ht hostile or indifferent 
lo the former ; but nothing can be more unjust than 
:iiich a siupicion ; — the very object which my humble 
animadversions woulil attain is, that in tlie crisis to 
which I think En|;land is hastenini;, and between which 
and fom(;n subju^^ation she may soon be compelled 
to cliiise, lite errors and omiMions of 1G88 may be 
remedied, and that, as she then had a Revolution with- 
niii a Reform, she may now seek a Reform without a 
lle^olution. 

In speaking of the parties wliirh have so long agitated 
England, il will lie oliserved that I lean as little lo the 
\Vlii|;^ as to their adwrsiiriirs. R<*th factions have been 
equally cniel lo Ireland, and |M>rliaps equally insincere 
iu their efforts for the liberties of Ent;Iand. There is 
one name, indeed, c<mnecte<l with whi(;gikm, of which 
I can never think but willi veneration and tenderness. 
\n justly, however, niii;ht the li(;ht of tlie sun be 
claimed by any pariiciilar nation, ii% the sanction of 
iliat name he atounu-d by any |urty whatever: Mr Fox 
Mon(>i-<l to mankind, and they have lost in him their 
ablest friend. 

With rc»|Kct lo the few lim-^ u|>on Intolerance, which 
I have subjoined, they are bul ihe ini|M.Tfeet lict;inning 
of a long *cries f»f Ej«ii\Ti. with whieh J here menace 
iiiv readers, iip»-»n the *:iini' iniimrlanl Mibjrel. 1 shall 
liHik lo no hichiT nnril in tin- liA. (Iian tlut of |:i\ing 
.1 new foim lo elaim^ and renionHiiani-i-*. which have 
often Ix-en mueh more e|iM]iieniK urj:t*«l. and «lii<'li 
would lon(> ore now haie piiHlui-e«l iheireffeel. but that 
llie niindn of MMiic uien, like llu- pupil of ihe eye, con- 
(laet lIuMnsi'Ueft the nioiv. tlit Uruiiger light tliere is 
slicd ujion I hem. 
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CORRUPTION, 



N»vf or 



Duona. i«i7i 



TB»9 



BiiisT on, RiT frirnil— ilioueh, uripl or all bciid- 
ThyunieGling nation Mill reuini her pnrl>,> 
Thai pride whicli on« in gtnnint gldrj woke, 
When Naribamngh (Dughl.and hrilliaat SlJohni 
Thai pridt which Dill, by Iims and ihame unalni 
Oiitliv a e'm nil -Id Vke'i iimrd an d H'wlubry'i II 
ItDUinn, my friend, while in lhi> liuinh1«t i>le,< 
Wbm honour innDmi and fnxAoai r^n in tmil 
Where the liri|;hl lighl nf tngland'i fame ii luov 
But hy Ihe balrful ihailnw >hc liu ihrown 
On all nur Fate^— where, donmd la wronm and • 
We hear you ulk of Britain') tilariou ri(;hn, 
Ai weepine tlaiea, that under liglchea lie, 
Hear ihoae nn deck eitnl Ilic (un and >kj ? 
BoaH on, while nnderine ihroush my nadre hai 
I Foldty lialcQ to ihy palriol raunla. 
And feel, Ihough cine our wedded counlriei twii 






Can find m inlet lo thai conrtlT car 

Which lorea no palilici in rhyme bu< P^^a, 

And liean no newi bul W— id'a gueltnl lis; 

If auglil ran pleaie thee hut Ihe good old um 

Of ■ Church and State,, and - William'! Balclil 

lin,. 
And . Acn and Ri^hn of (lorioui F^hty-eighl,— 
Thingi. which ihough now a cmiury out of iur. 
■' 11 lerrc lo ballaat. with eoBYenni worda. 
ew cnnk arj^umenta for ipcechiag Lard^— ■ 
m, while 1 tell how England'! freedom fomd. 
len moal the tonked for life, her dridliat woail 



How weal)ly fell, when Whigi and ^ald 



raii'd. 



bf JUri|eJi. wWn SoaietqilFi 



I •Hil,ik.riIn..iuilo> 



•.>l ib> Kii-*> iipBulliiai. pmbdli 
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•* K.UB|:» ^rrrc poor, and all thnw scheron nnknown 
S drain the Ptsople, bnt enrich the Throne; 
■^ a yield in|;''Coinniona had supplied 
r rh^in* of f;old by which thenuelires are tied ; 
I F^miul P rerofgarive, untaught to creep 
I R'-ibi*ry^« mIchC foot on Frrcdora's sleep,' 
AW dTc-rw'cl his bold enslavini; plan, 
I liim'd A ri{;ht from God to trample man ! 
I.uth*^*% li|;ht had too much warm'd mankind 
B^mpd«m*ft truths to linger long behind; 

I'k-B. when kin^ike Popen had fallen so low, 
si pfifie-like KiB|»s' escape tlie Icrelling blow. 
>i. 9i>CMicrous sceptre (in whose place we bow 
!hr li|;hc talisman of influence now), 

pmas, 100 Tisible to work the spell 
=■^11 Modrm Power performs, in fragments fell : 
fraiTmenu lay, till, patrh'd and painted o'er 
ti> Srnrs^e-lys, it shone and scourged once more! 
was thru, my friend, tliy kneeling nation qnaffd 
«(. Innc and deep, tlie^churchman's opiate draught 

Ki^» obedience — till her sense of right 
^1 pttlae of glory seem'd extinguish'd quite, 
mi Bninns slept so sluggisli in their chain, 
111 waken int; Freedom rall'd almost in rain I 
I En^Lind ! England ! what a chance was thine, 
'icn the last tyrant of that ill-starr'd line 

d from his suUiol crown, and left tlice free 
■ foond thy own eternal liberty ! 

•Mtf sf vala sad aglHitiBS Hhn* 10 Miabliah tbat •persUilve 
«Bw«f iW cnaMitaiioa. wkirk p«rk«|M hat aevf>r nUtinl b«i in 
r ptf^ *d BoaMMialva («) ani IW> L^ilsfi, ■ |irppc»ndf>Taa(« woald 
Mwailf vMUrd to fMie of lb* ikm> r»ui(^, whirk woaki ramr 
w .«^*r iw« alBost iMr^Btibly, bat effipfiaally, aSoag wilb it ; lad 
•a Aoajt^ iW paik ailQliI l«ad Avrataaliy 10 dntrartioa, yet it* 
»*«a» aa4 (iMml ftBur.iharM woald alaHWt atoae for tlM daasor 
'^ Vliaa • br(ii|^ o^rr <Aao«, it wcHild l«»ad 



. MfT, laoffratlTr. doira to* 



tha Eiafi of Eafflaad war* aott anroyally barasaed 
iaall tb^ir panaitt Ipy pcmaiarydlfHcaliie*. h«ffore the 
II raai-iaeauof WilliaB'i rpl|^ bad opeaed to tbaCnma iu 
■■rca a ofwaaltb. yei wc aiatt aot atiril»ate to ibe Bsvola- 
■ary Wbir* iba oradit aliiv^Mbar of iaTeatiag ibit art of govrra- 
«t. lr» »Jvaaiar:r« bad loaf; boaa eadrrtinud l>y ■iaiairrtaad f«- 
■rnF>. tbaaggb tt« liaitaof tb« rmal rrrenupprrTrolvd ibeai froii 
'f«^a-.a| : I wilb oflWct. la tbe r«i^ of Vary, iadivd, tbc |^d nf 
■ -a ^«tae add^d 10 tbe ataal f««oarm of ibr Tbroa*. prodai-rd 
S a iptnt of danllily ia bw Pat liamentt, tbat tb« price for whirfa 
b wmml'rr bad udd' biMelf »at paMiily ai.-eruiard: aad if 
win iba rtrfttcoald bava coamaadrd a (iaiilar tapply. It i* b«iI 
ioaa|>p«ar tbat tbe CoaiaKtaaraltb oeTeraoald haree^iii- 
ri ti «a» dariait tbe rclga of iba lecoad (3iarlr« that tbe aearr.i 
wcr« Bade to tbat po-aaiary «y«tfai ahiib oar d«l>l. 
r taada. aad oar uiaa, ba«e tiace lirou;;ht to sacb perfertion ; 
i ■ JiC^rd aad Ofeaby voaM aot di«gratM evea tb<* pmrot tiair« 
•■Iiii>a1 iraaliiy. JMill, bowrter, tbe et|terigifBt «a» tial par- 
' aaj iaipfrf»vi.(A') Baii att^aded witb •ciirYly aa; other adtau- 
« ibaa ibai «f »a0fr»tia|| tbe at^* to ablrli the i-oarr of ih4« pHr>e 

• ha-« aia a ceaTeriMi. jaat aa the folaiiBatiaK dast of tbe chi- 
*» ••« bair prepar d tb • way for tbu iairntioa of giiopoadfr. 

* TWtlrivllas onrreapoadeare |ielwei*a irntuf* I aad bit • di^ 
•«ap« .tbe Itafcrff Badkiafbaai), abirh we had anooK the IlarJ- 
ba ^af«v*. aafbriratly abuaa. ifweaaBied ■nib illa«tr«iioa, into 
al ^fowm^. Miotic braiaa tbe plaa of arbitrary |ioarr aay ea:er. 



••I a liilU aaiiafiMi «iih hia i>«ii iii|;#uuilv m 
.>a^->«ltb' «b«ra«irr af ih' Rnjliah from (h- ■•lur* ni\.\uit Y"^*- 
•■ ■••iitonna* b«i ii apji^ra In ma Mtinfith4i lik« ib^i r^tj •^iX*- 
T ta •k«b L«««ier baa Jiaro«arrJ iIm |M|ii»a of ^luiiapi^re in In* 
»■••• 

k ^9t*tm>9 !« a (<»IU«-|ioa ef lli^biln. ric. lu iI-jI ml iCi^'i.f.-r 
"tm^m* «f tb^ paUii ubU* Li-|i| al \Vr«liiiia*t>f. lu ( luili-* lli - >■>• 
■'• !•*• • ■• tm^ lb* h*lriy*r» nf ihrir ••>auliT.« ll.r |i'tin \'. 
vbrfM'i m-Hk «•• l«fi aaJw ibrir ratpactir* plate*. 



How bright, how glorious in that sun-shine hour. 

Might patriot hands have raised the triple tower' 

Of British freedom on a rock divine. 

Which neither force could storm nor treachery mine! 

But no — the luminous, the lofty plan. 

Like mighty I^ibcl, seem'd too hold for man ; 

The rurse of jarring tongues again was given 

To thwart a work which rained men near to Heaven ! 

While Tories marr'd what Whigs liad scarce begun,* 

While Whigs undid what Whigs tliemselves liad done,' 

' Taritot baa eipreated bit opioloa, la a pSMaga very freqaaatly 
qaotf«l, tbat tacb a diatrilialloa of power aa tbe tbeory of the Britiab 
ounititaiioa etbibiu la aeiely a tabjert of bright apoi-alaiioa. aa 
ayttea awireeaaiiy praiaed tbau praiiiaed. aad wbirb. rTea reaM it 
bappeo toexitl,woaid (vriainiy ant prove peraMaeat :• aad. ia tratb. 
if we reiect oa ibeEBglish hitiory, we ahall feel very aaarb iarliaed 
to aiptw with Tarilaa. We aball Had ibal at ao period whatever haa 
ihi* balaare of the three eaiatei etiated : that tbe aoblea pradoaaiaated. 
till ibr |toliry of IlearyVII and bit aaoiraaov retiacnl ibeir weight 
by breaking ap the fendal ayvtrai of property ; tbat ibe power of tbe 
Crown became then aapreaieand abaolate. till the bold eacnmcbaMata 
of the (loiBBKHia auhieried the fabric allitgeiber ; that tbe alteraaia 
ascendancy of prerogaiire and privilege dlatraaed tbe period whirb 
followed the Reaioraiion ; and that, lastly, the .\ctaof iCMS, by laylag 
ibr foundation of an aalKNinHed ronrt Inllaaace, haveserared a pro* 
|M»nilcrance in the Tbroue ahit-h r«rry sniTeedlag year in Teaaea. So 
that tbe Rrilitb ronatiluiion bia never perhapa existed bat ia tbeory. 
' ■ Tboae two ihieTes (say* Ralph) brtweea wboa the aatkta waa 
crucifled.a— f*ie »md AhutfitJ PmHlamfmU, page i6(. 

* The BKtnarrba of (treat Rriuin «ao never ba taflldeatly gralefil 
for that generoat apirit whirb led the ReTolatioaary Wbiga to give 
away the thrown, wiiboot laspoaing any of those reatrainta or stt|Mila- 
tiuna which other bm-o mi|;ht baveuken aiivaBtageof tacb a ■oaaeat 
to enfonv. aa.l ia fraasing of wbiih tb*^ bad ao good a model to fol- 
low as the liaitaiioas pntfioaed by ihr L.ords Essex aad Halifax, la tbe 
drl«ie upon tbe ExduaiMO Rill. They not only coadescraded, bow- 
ever. 10 accept of pla(v-a, but they took care that tbeae dignitiea 
should lie no ias|iediBaenl tu their • voinr potential* la affairs of lo. 
gislation ; and ihougfa an Ait aas after asany years suffered to |Msaa, 
which by oae of iu articles diaqaalitied placetaea froai aarviag aa 
■cnberaof tbelloaseof (^iiaiaaons, yet it waa not allowed to iatrrlera 
with tbe inluence of the reigning BMMMrrb. aor iadeed wlib ibai of 
his aucreaaor Aane, aa tbe iiHrifyiag daaae waa aot touke effcn-t till 
after tbe dereaac of tbe latter Mi«ereigB. aad she very cuaslderataty | 
rqrt^leii italti>{|etber. i(o that, aa represeaiatloa baaroaliaaedeter 
sini-e. if the bin;; were simple eniM^b 10 send t4> foreiga oiarts ai^ 
ba««ad«>raahowere moatnf ibem ia ibe pay of those iwarts, bewnald 
be just as faiihfaily rrpreseaii^l a« hi« |M^iple. It woald he eadlata Ui 
enameraieail the favours wbii h wcrr itmlf-rreii n|iuaWillinm l>y tbnaa 
«a|ioatairWhI,7».* Th^y ■tiniplimminl him with the Mrst Ba»|iea«iaa 
of tbe llaliea« ( x>rpus Ail r. kn h haii l«rn hai ardrd siniv (be cnairm^ 
ii«ia of that priviiei;e; and ihi»exam|»leof oar itolivercr'a reiga baa 
not lie*-a lost u|ioa any of hia sui-.v>saors. The) promoted tbe eatn- 
bli«bment uf a standing army, and •inniaird in iisdrfeme tbecelr- 
bralrtl . Balancintf Lieiier,- in whitb it is insinuated that England. 
fwn ihfa. in her lioasleii bfiur «if n-grncraiiua, aa«arrive<i at aacb a 
pii. b of faction andcf»rrapiion. that B<ilhin;; «>ouM keep bt-r In i>rder 
but a Whij; ministry and a •taniiin;; armv. Ibej rcftt«e<i. a* long as 
ihct coald, 10 slMifii'B ibe doniMHi of Piirliamt* nls , and. ibnugb the j 
d4>< laraiiun uf ri,;hu ai l.n-ial*^i 'cl ibe m^'rsvil^ of su.b a rvfoim, | 
lbr« weie abif. i>) aris iml unkntmn lo aHuiern minisi -r«. lo bf and | 
tbu»eaBirj||i»r«ani| rr|iu>>litan« who urg**'! 'ivM^- l'*» >^>' grand and 
di*lin,-;nitbiR;i trail of ilirirmfa%urp»aa» iht-jiowi-rwhiib ibf-^ n«** 
10 tbrOnmu i( anai>iilji>u,: ihc trv««l'>iu of rie lion*, of motltli-ag 
fi<r eter ihal st cam ofrrpn-keniaiion. vihi-b had. r«rn in ibr aM«sl 
a,;itatr«liimrs. rrl1»' i»-il Mimi- fiMiur.-*iif ihe |»rxi|.li-. Ihii whiib ibcn. 
foribf-Hrst lim •. Iie.aiui> ibi- Pa- tolus of ihd.nurt. ao«lj:rrw Mtdjrh- , 
eoril will) unilt of j'l-lil. l-ai it M-rvi-d f-ir the p ii'lc's mlintr ao I 

l.»n,;.r. Wc ni rd hiil t sail ihe a millet of ikal lime, lo ua*lcr*iaud | 

ibt- atlonithmi-nt ihcu « i- iiril bj mf^«am. whii* the pra li v wf a . 
■ "•iilury bjs n-nilcreJ not uni; famiiiar bat B«*"-»»ary» '*•'* • !*■- I 

l.fal.t .illrd -The l>no.r-ri>l mcr.-<-oarv l'jrlianM-nl».- ••»-.«. H 

Tra.is. Will. ill. »ol. il. p. Cl|i . ami •er ai><> • S»«a»e l»arj.l«*e* j 
••rracnted as a N.-w \«ars ttifl* ^S:,ttt /• *■«. »wl. li'. p. ^*i\- 



^1) o-r « rani|ilil.| puMi.bJ IU i«lii». upon «b Ruiz's trfiwm,; n 
.1.. lilt.- Tri'iMMil Pill. ..II.-I .A |ii.,..i'i.»- '■*•!■. .1 I >-'>ei4i ..1 
k! I tu-l ■ K.ii|:Hl rtf a ''tof* •— • ll»rra|»>'"i ( •■«>» ih ^rl•mat.^ iIh 
,; •ii;l-Bi4ii i;r<<i Jii,.f» 4n.I »iiJ ibal I •■■ik I '.ik-' « bi»a rom:n«« 1— 
•-.■ I'th mj-i.B 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



Tlie dme was loM, and William, with a smile. 
Saw Freedom veeping o'er the onfinish'd pile! 
Hence all the ills you suffer, hence remain 
Such galling fragments of that feudal chain,* 
Whose links, around you by the Norman flung, 
Though loosed and broke «o often, still hare clung. 
Hence sly Prerogatire, like Jotc of old. 
Has tum'd his thunder into showers of gold. 
Whose silent courtship wins securer joys,* 
Taints by degrees, and ruins without noise. 

' Th« iMt great woaad firao to tbe feadal tfttea wM th« Act of the 
• itb ofCkarlM II. which abolished theieoBre of kaight's mttIco Im 
CHplCr.UHl which Mackttoneooaipare*, foriutalatanf laflaeBoaapoa 
proparty, to the boaitod provi«ioo* of MAgaa Ch«ru itMlf. YetcTea 
la thU Actwe Me the effertsof that ooant4>rac|ins •plrit. that Ariau- 
■iaa, which has weakeaed tivenf rflort of the Eaelith aatlon towards 
liberty, which allowed bat half the error* of Popery to be reaioTod at 
the &eC(»rBWtkM, aad which plantrd atore abate* thaa it *affered to 
be rooted oat at the ReTolBtioa. The exrlacloa of copyholder* froa 
their share of etectire righu was permitted to reaiaiB a* a bread of 
fradal •erritade. aad a* aa obstacle to the rise of that aroag ooaater- 
balaaoa which aa eqaai reprceeatatioe of property «oald oppose to the 
weight of the Crow a. if the ■aoaftersof the Revolatioa had beea sla- 
crre ia their wishes for reform, they woald aut oaly haTe takra thit 
fetter off the righu of electioa, bat they woald have rcarwed the 
BMide adopted ia Croaweil's iIom of Iacrea»iag the aambar of kalghi* 
of the shire, to the exdatioo of those roitea iasigaificaat borooghs, 
which hare uiated ike whole mast of the tmittitaiioa. L«rd Clarea- 
doa calls this aieasare of Cromwell's • ao alterailoa fit to be aMire 
warraaubly aiade. aad ia a betierilme.* It foroMd part of Mr Pitt's 
plaa ia lyti ; bat 31r Pitt's piaa of rrftma was a kiad of draawtk: 
piaoe, aboat as likely to be acted as Mr Sheridaa's ■ Foresters.* 

' — fore ealm tatam iieret pateas, 
CoaTi rso in preliam Deo. 
Aaram per buhIio* ire satellites, 
Et perrampere aout saxa, poteatias 
Irta folmiaeo. IIuaAT. lib. Hi. od. i6. 

The Atheaiaa* ooasiderrd sedactioa so ma.-h aiore daaferoas thaa 

Ibrre, that the peaaliy for a rape was aserel; a pemaiary flae. while 

the gailt of sedactioa was paaished with death. Aad ihoagb it mast 

he owaed thai, darisg the rri(|a of that raTislwr PrerogalJTe, the 

poor (xMStiiaiioo was treated like MiMCaaegaad aasoag the Bal(p- 

rlaas, yet 1 agree with the priacipie of the Vibeaiaa bw, that her 

preseatsuteof willing self^alwodoaoseal is mai-h nmrr hopeless aad 

irradaiauble.aad rails fur a more sigael Teageaaoe apoo hnr serf atwrs. 

It woald be amosiag to trai-e tbe history of Prrroi^ative from the 

date of iusireagth oadertheTadorpriaet, wheaUeary Vllaadkis 

saiYvssors ■ taa(;ht the |ieople (a« Naihaairl Daitm says) (a) to daace to 

•he taaeof Ailegiaace,* to the periol of the Rrroiaiioa, whea the 

Throae. iaitsatucksapoa liberty, began to ei<:haage the noisy eiplo. 

sloas of Prerogative for the tilent and rfffhtaal aie^gaa of Iniaeaoe. 

la coasideriag it too siace that asi-ntorable era. we shall fiad that 

while the royal power hos l»een •l>ri'l|p-ii in bmrnhei where it might 

be made coadari«f to the inleri-»t» of the people, it has beea left ia 

foil and Na»faa^-k!ed ri|;o3r agaiast almo«t erery poiat where the la- 

tegrity of the roostitulion i* valaeral>le. For iattaace, the power of 

rharteriac l>orou,';h*. to who<e capririons abate ia the hand* of the 

Stuarts we are indehir>d for hkhi of ikr present anomalies of reprr- 

sentatioa. mi;;hi, if »aflf*red tn remain, hare in some decree atoned 

fcr its mis hief by rt'iiariu,'; tbe oiJ on harterel lioroogbs to their 

rights, aad w idening inon- iH|aaliy the i<a*i« of the legislalare. Rat, 

by the.\i-t of l'ni«Hi with StMljad, thit part of the |irrro>;atire wa« 

remoTed, le*l Liberty should ha«e n rfaaow of heia,'; healed etea by 

the rest of the spear whirh had w«nnil«->l her. The power, howerer. 

<»f rrealing peert. which h;i« ,-;eaerally !»e«»n eier.-iseJ I'er tbe gOTfra- 

an-at ajmlmu the n>n«iiiatiiia. i* lei't in free, anqnalitied a lirity ; 

i notwiibitaiidinf; the e\ampl«- of that ivIfbnteJ Bill for the liiuilaiion 

t of lbisrTer>buddini;l*ran(-biif pren>7ativi>,«hii-htna«propnseil in the 

r m'jn of Ge 'r,-;** I. nnJf r ih«> prmli ir «an tioii nnd n* -ommeailalioii 

[ of the (;nart, bat »hi.^ tb" Whi^* rfjr ti>d with that ^-hararieritiic 

I fleUcai7, whirh ha* generally pn-Ttnied llfm, »befi in ofNoeiheas- 

I «el«es. from takin,'*anynnit>aiiiyadTaaiagefir lb" Throne. Itwillbe 

I ri-;^|«vted, h»we«er, that the iTeatiou of ibe iwi-lvc |ieert by thu 

I Torirs ia Aoac'i rri|pi (a mt-asare»bi>h Swift, like a true party man, 

dcf«ads)gaTe these nprightWbigsall pns«iblealarm for their liberties. 

(«) Witfric. *n4 Pafitic. Dtseoune, etc. pjri. ii, p. ii4- 




While Paiiiamenls, no more those mend. thm|» 
Which make and rale the destiny of Kinga. 
Like loaded dice by ministers are throws. 
And each new set of sharpers cog their owal 
Hence the rich oil, that from the Treonuy itml s. 
And drips o'er all tbe Gonstitntion'a wheels. 
Giving the old machine such pliant pUy,* 
That Court and Commons jog one joltleM wsy, 
While^Wisdom trembles for the crazy car. 
So gilt, so rotten, carrying fools so Carl 
And the duped people, hourly doom'd to pay 
The sums that bribe their liberties away,* 

With regard to this ge a ero a i <t aboat his 
the good kiag George I, historiaas have said ikai tha 
gi anted more ia hatred to his aoa thaa la l«vo to tW 
tioa ; (a) bat ao panoe aoqaalated with tka aaaala of 
Georges, ooald possibly saspeet aay •■• of 
either of ill-will to his heir, or iadifbreaoa for the coMiitatiaa. 

* - They drove to East (says Wehrood of tW MialeMn af 
I), that it was ao wooder that tbe wheels aad dhariac kraka.* C^ 
moirs, p. 3S.)— Bat this fhul aecideat. If we wtmj imigm frai 
rieaoe, is to be impoted lest to the folly aad iB tpa t aBei t yaf 
vers, thaa to the waat of that sappUagoIl froaa tke Tiaaiai 
hat beea feaad aa aeoetaarj to make a fDTeraaeat like that of Car 
laad raa smoothly. If Charles had beea at wall pravMeid wM Aa 
article as his laeoeaaon haTo beea slaoe the haippy 
Coauioas weald aever haTe BMritad froat tlw TWaaa tka 
pellatioa of • teditioas vipers,* bat woald have baew (aa ihey an 
BOW, aad I tratt always will he) ■datifel Co ww w a.— 1^ 
Commoas,* etc etc, aad woald haTO giTea klai aU| 
aay other tort of moai^ he mtgkt uke a fcacy to. 

' The period that immediately snooeeds a 
railed very aptly the Doaey-atooe of a reiga : aad if w« aaffeae the 
Throae to ha the wife, aad the People the hatbaad. (I) I kaam aa 
better BMMfel of a matrimoaial traasaotioa, aor oaa ikal I 
tooaer raoomiaead to a womaa of spirit, thaa that whidh iha 
Bleats of i6tS afford, la the first place, tbe maet aat mmtf 
from her hasbaad. aa allowance of pia moa e y or dTll-ilal 
meat, taficieal to reader her iadepeadeat of hit 
mast also prevail oa him to make her the steward of hit 
tu iniraat her with the awaasemeni of all his pccaaiary 
I need not t«ll a womaa of «ease to what spirited atat she 
•a -b ooBcettion*. lie will toon b«;coa>e *o mbm bbJ docile ai 
heads, that she aiay awke him play the ttraageet aad i 
tri Ju, sach at qaarrclliag with his aaarett aad dcai 
nl-imt a di»h of tee, (c) a inrbaa, (iO or a wafer ; (r) praparii^ hit 
boose for defeace against robbers, by pnttiag fetters aad ha a d ^ 'afc 
oa two thirds of it* iaemtcs : employiag C-aa— g aad F.««-v-l ia his 
sickest iBOOMBts to read to him alteroately Joe Miller aad lWCat^- 
rhism. with a ihoasaad other divrrtiagiaooasisieaciat. Ifhrrapaaar 
hare still cnoagh of tease remaiaiag tu gramble at the l idic al sa i 
eihibitioa which she makes of him. let her withhi.M firaai Ub mm 
and then the rtifhu of the Uabees (>>rpns .\ct (a mode of praeaediag 
which the women of Atbea« oooe adopted), (/) aad if the gaad maa 
lovet sBi-b privileges, the iaterraptioB will sooa rettare hia la sa^ 
m Mioa. If his former wife were a Papist, or had aay teademcy ihei 
w.iy. I woald advise my fair Sovereiga, wheaever ha bag las w aigar 
with her napleasantly. to khoat oat • No Popery, ao Papery'.* at lea4 
a* the caa, iato hi* ears, aad it is astoaishiag what aa efhcl it will 
have IB ditcoBoortiag all his argnmeais. This aiethod waa ir^d 
lately by aa oM woman at Nnribamptoa, aad with aiach aacc w i 
' Serioasly, this convenient bogbear of Popery it by ao meaa * the 
least amoag the aamlierless amiliaries which the Eevolatiaa has 
j BMr»halled oa the side of the Throae.— Thoee aatkilfal tyiaata, 
' Charles aad James, latteadof proiitiBg wisely by that atefal sahaar 
. vii'Bcy which ha» alway • «ii*ttBgai*bed tbe auaistert of oar te Jigioa* 

(«) Casc ut* that ibit Rill wa« prc>j«>rie.1 by SuodprUnd. 
(fr) Tbi« U conir«ry to th* •ymholiial Unf;nag^ nf prupbecy, ia ahiik 
(arcnrding to Sir Imm Newton) iha King i« ibo hii«'<and. mmt lb* 
. ii-'-iple tb« wif<-. S«^ F«li<T. ou ili.- rni|jli«m^«.— I witMlJ l»«g !«•«» 
I't 'Ucjcst lo Mr Fjiier, iliat hit fii-ml Sir iWli — I >t-«f;r-v« «•• 
i I hi* OWN prnper perton. sapply bim with aa eipaaiiioe vf • the 
Hnfv* of the Baitl. • 
I (r^ Americ-a. (<D talis. (e) lrel«»d. 

( f) See the Ljtittrara of Arivtopbaons. — The following a lh« form •f 
; tu<p«nsioa, a* b« give* it : 
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roan^ esf^le, inrho has lent his plume 

1^ ih« «liaft by which he meets his doom, 

ir nw ffieatliers pluck'd, to win^; the dart 

r%iik corruption dosiinet for their heart ! 

I '. niT friend — I hear thee proudly say, 

I ' Uiall 1 listen to the impious lay, 

arrs. ivitli Tory lirense, to profane 

' chi b<-quc«ls of William's glorious reign? 

ih«- f.rrat wisdom of our patriot sirttt, 

i II — wk — *h — y quotes and savoury B — rcli ad- 

mir«>«. 

ndcT'd titua? shall honest St—lo agree 

Virtuous R — ae to call us pure and free, 

lij to prove it ? Shall our patent pair 

■r Scate-Poeta waste their words in air, 

P— e mshoedetl hreathe his pros|>erous strain, 

Ci — on — ng tnke tfie people's sense in vain?» * 

pople ! — ah ! that Freedom's form should stay 
re Freedom's Spirit long hath paa»'d away ! 
a false amile should play around the dead, 
floah tlkc features where the soul has fled ! * 
M EocDe had lost her virtue with her rights, 
m ker foul tyrant sat on Gaprec's heights^ 

i'^kmrmk, «•«• bliad «BO«c;k lo plaa tlw rvln of ihU b«tl bal- 
^i^mir pmmmr, umd 4a— tl e^ Uwir dmicn* apoa tW Cbarrli m 
hf ««h iWir •ttaek««pAailM(>M«tIiiiti(Mi, tkai tbey idoatiied 
«f iW i«oyU tk* lawr tu of tkeir relifioa aad Uwir 
• liaM, ih«r«for«, > Ho Pop*ry> «■• iIm watch- 
[^hmaAtm. aad arrved to keep tW pablic apirit ■«■!» a|{aiMt 
umaimm* mi bi< p o«ry aad prarofatlva. Tb« Revolalioo, hewever, 
)* Jaet of i^alooty. bos prodocod a reiiaaoe on tbe 
» TWoa*. of wblrb tbo Tbrooa Imc ooC failad to take 
■dvaal*8*< ■•'1 iIm ory of ■ No i*op<Ty barinK, by 
■■■■■. Ism iMp«*erofaJonBiog ibopeopii^agiioal tb«eacroacb- 
li of ikr ' .i mmm , bos aervod r^tt •ioce ibe rery different parpote 
laayhi alofl ihr Crown afaiott ibe rlalmi and •lra([|;le« of the 
l». fW doaisrr of tbe Cbnirb froa PapUii and Pretender* «a< 
kh4 peiHeiu Car tberrpcal of tbeTrieaaiai Biii, for the adopiioo 
Moadiag arav. fur the aaaMroni tatpeniioni of the Uabeai 
aa Stft, awi. la ahon, for all ibow spirited iafrartlnat of the 
ti^iiaM b^ wkkk the rriga* of the last ceniary were to eni- 
N Cawfaiahed. We ha«e aeea too, very lately, bow tbe Mine 
•nww alar* baa esahltd the Throne to select ita Kiaiatrra from 
. wkoae aorvllity U tbeir oaly dain to elevailoa. and who an* 
C*d \jM tmeU aa altaraatire nmid ariae) to uke pan with the 
4n af iW Hiag agaiaw ibo aalvatloa 0/ tbe eaipire. 
tiarWdy tea aaM • \}oaad too* lea Poeira aeraient noyt'a, ce ae 
I paa crui4 d o isage;* b«c 1 aai aware ibai this woald l>e 
«arl«d iasfwafe at a tla« when oar binb-day odea and aiale- 
n are wriit'w by sn>-h pretty |>orla aa Mr P-e and Mr C-aa-nc- 
aMwaa ihm latMr. too. that I ihiok biii (like hia water-proof 
i«rtf U-atl-r-gb) reserved for a very diffrraal fate froai 
iW aaiki>r I bava jait qnotrd iMafriaoa for bli poriical 
»«fty. All I wiab ia, that he would ibaace placra with hia hro- 
P««. by «hii-h aaaaa we aboald bare aoairwbat Iom pros* in 
■daa. mmd eeruiialy l«aa poairy in oar pitlitica. 
k «s a acsHdal (said Sir Cbarlea SMIey ia Willlaii'arelipi) that 
It ao aick at heart aa uars is shoaid look so well in the 
aad K^laoad Barke has said, ia the |ireseat rwifn, • When 
lira ibai laws and ulbaaals, aad eroa popalar aa- 
din. ae« fervertad freaa the c»ds of their iastitatioa, they Sod 
■a* mmfmm of degeaeraiad estaliliahaseau only new Motives to ' 
iL Tkmtm bodMs whirb, wheo fall of life aad baaaty, lay | 
aa aad were their joy and ooasfart, whea dead aad pntrid I 
ra laaikaMBe froai reaMnabraaco of foraMr aadeanaaata.* 1 
— Sk* fmemt D ii t m a l t a f i. 1770. 

MMr hahari 

ia rapasadanUs 
JcvasAL. Smt. a. v. 9a. 

wwaia atJII roaliaaed. dariag the reifra of Tiberias, 10 aaanage all 
hai BSBi of ibe pabi k ; tbe aoaey was then aad loaf after coiaed 
aasr aiba w ty. aad overy atbar pablic affair racaivod their 



Amid his ruffian spies, and doom'd to tleatli 

Each noble name they blasted with their breath ! 

Even then (in mockery of that golden time, 

When the Republic rose revered, sublime, 

And her free sons, diffused from zone to tone, 

Cave kings to every country but their own), 

Even then the Senate and the Tribunes stood. 

Insulting marks, lo show how Freedom's flood 

Had dared fo flow, in glory's radiant day, 

And how it cbb'd, for ever ebb'd away! • 

Oh I look around — though yet a tyrant's sword 

Nor hauntK your sleep nor trembles o'er your hoard, 

Though blood be better drawn by modem quacks 

With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe; 

Yet say, could even a prostrate Tribune's power, 

Or a mock Senate, in Home's iterviic hour. 

Insult so much the rights, the claims of man. 

As doth that fetlcr'd mob, that free divan, 

Of noble tools and honourable knaves. 

Of i)ension'd patriots and privileged slaves? 

That party-colour'd mam, which nought can warm 

But quick Corruption's heat — whose ready swarm 

Spread their light wings in Bribery's golden sky. 

Buzz for a period, lay their eggs, and die! 

That greedy vampire, which from Freedoms tomb 

Comes forth with all the mimicry of bloom 

Upon its lifeless cheek, and sucks and drains 

A people's bloo<l to fetd its putrid veins! — 

• Heavens, what a picture!*^— yes, my friend, 'tisdark — 

a But can no light be found, no genuine spark 

Of former fire to warm u»\ Is there none 

To act a Marvell's part?» ' — I fe.ir, not one. 

To place and power all public spirit tends. 

In place and power all public spirit ends;^ 

Like hardy plants, that lo%e the air and sky. 

When out^ 'twill thrive, but taken in, 'twill die! 

Not holfler trtitbs of sacred freedom hung 
From Sidney's pen or bum'd on Fox's tongue. 
Than upstart WliigA prixhice each market-night. 
While yet their conscience, aa their |>urse, is light; 
While debts at home excite their care for those 
Which, dire to tell, their much-loved country 



• aariaUbyXa 



I, wwa ware pml* 



ralarly aaeful to the Roman Eaperors : they were called ■ iaslra- 
nieala regni.* or • C^orl Tooli.« from which it appears, that my 
Lords M-lgr-^e, Lh-th-m, etc. etc. are by ao aMaas things of mik 
dero invention. 

* There ia tomethinf^ very lonrbiog in what Tacitus tells as of tbe 
hopes that revivi'd in a few patriot boaoms, when the death of Aa- 
Ifasto* was n««r ap|iroaihin({. and ihe fond etpertatioa with whl^ 
they began • bttna lil>enaii« inraaaam diaaerrre.- 

I'ergnsoo aaya, that CJrsar'a inl«-rference with the rights of ale*^ 
linn • made the anbveraion of the Repnlilir asore felt than any of 
the former acts of his |M>wer. • — fteoM* K^mUle, book v, chap. 1. 

* Aadrew Xarvell, ih« boneai cppoaer of the coart dnriag tbe raiga 
of(.harlr>a the Second, and ihe laat Memtier of Parliament who, nr- 
rording to the ancient modr. took wa«ea from his ronst.'taents. Bow 
very much the(x>mranoi have chaD;;<Hi their [-aj maitrn ' %iTthr 
Siale-i*oeB« for aome rnde Itni aiiiriied rffnaiunt of \adrew Marvell, 

* Tbe roiliminc anieaa apeerh of Sir I'rantia Vinniagtoa. la tbe 
rei|;n of (.hjrlea the Serund, will amnae those who are fully aware uf 
the perfection which wr bare aiuiaed ia that ajaleoi of GuveraaMat 
whoae bumlde beginnings aecm to have aalooiabed the worthy Baroael 
ao much. • I did oliaerve (aaya he) thai all ibuae who had pcaaioat, 
and moat of thoae who had ufKcrs. voted all of a aide, aa tbey weredi- 
rei-trd by some great nfRivr. riactly aa if their haainraa in this Booaa 
had been to preserve their p<-o«i(in* sad oftUvs, aad aot lo make 
l^ws for ibe rtnnd of ibem »ho>enl ibeia here.*— li- allude* to thai 
Parliaaieni wbii^b was railed, pmrtsiselltme*, the Paasioaary Pariia- 
meal ! a dlaliactioa, however, wbidi it basloag b»t. aad which we 
marely give It from old msiorn, jnsi a« we saj tk» Ir.sb RebaHioa. 
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AuJ loua und n|.ngln. liH Ihur pri™ 
Tlivy Ihwart die King'* tupi>1i^ 4a mih 
Bui ben. OD flowM allKliIinR. «Ue ih 

s,.,s,.i.i:„,;«poii pi««,wiiie.([f 



titia 



nlHarn 



faul la be forgiToi, 

Who Ik-ncly bodBttbi: bri|,'ht. praiMDiif! »li»de 
<lf Frealoni'i mnjn "■« Conaplion't iwd». ■ 
And mika ilirncfHl lUj br dnmt la dm* 
IIb iKiMpon lo iIh; iiwrkfi of Iwr fix'.— 

.^n- Frmiom'nTiw nU nnibemi la my rar. 
Tbiil mjoj Ihe™. <bniH!b by rUMltJUtlJ, 
And mc™« SrripUin prai frnn. S*l»n'. Kme"- 
TIul when ibe CoDidlution li» apirnl 

li lu»i turb mni, likr lri>li wnkn*, liirtd 
To HOti old dabnil O'rpi 
And ak, in puruliwd di 



<>f l)4*CTVt.<lfBU|t1ll VVHAnOD 

[iir-jli 111 IboR ibaabell'iRi 






Ta riKinic* made Afndt, and fncndt made fiaa. 

I> llie npk rErinc, Ibo dttpiwd Riiuiiu 

filial unpJEyiDgpQwet.vhvicvhipB And duins 
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t mil tir>t, in wiiil, wliillcmuii tRimv, 

•< ti' Kn|»!:inH's li«l iiml wliorc villi Frniiri'I — 

!■ k'll .tii«l t;itnl<.>il fnnlH. htt funlly fit 

•.rtiiil .«riix.iM iif miM-liirf, !*-», 

<^« •-«.-r ttiiC in vilr rniplov, 

:<• v.i«t;, ^1 \ it;nrouh 111 (IcHtroy I 
. I' • tiM'fi tluii (;iiiinl thy thnMlniM ftlmii', 

ib'l ' Miikini; Ijij^iland 1 * iMaftl no iiiun'. 



INTOLEUANCE. 

I'.VRT THE FIIIST. 



. iin*.iir. wLiL |>mvuil» to 1 1> nii*<ni lnr ihr •ofi-i^ i-f III'. 

• « n.-»l «i>rH oul Ib^ «rn »\n--mT*nff ot il. bihI rt'n li-r- 
tt'% ika- ai>i«t •l.rid«-(i l>ui ihf iBu*i iuimurit |>i>)|ili' ii|hiu 

f ll.» ••«!!.• 

AuMiMj^, frttiiJiUr, .Nu. 3^. 

* n •: iiiv Fiu'RiI. nor lliiiik ilu! Must: will ht.iin 

tMki Mi|;i-is v^iiji ill ■ itiist iiifif.ini' 
•..t«. Il>*' t •*!-<».. ukI fiiliiiiii.itin;; <M-rolU, 

• ' k «iif !; fnt^ioiii uni'ir with I'uv.il muiU,' 

■..'t .mia,; |ini|.brii>' r<-iijrki '-i-i ur ill a I'll* r Hriiii-ii )>y Sir 
" ?•:*« t. ihx ■lil* ii-lril iltr DuLriii IU-i||i>r<l III Prill* in ■7>i . 

• • ■ ' .-At* • « III- Il li.Ki- |;r<-«iii ^l^tyk^'t^^li ill •iiinnii r •■, In* <4}*. 

• 1- •■■ il.> II nun JH'l ••■iiimnii nurM- nf lliiii|;<. iIuti- i* u 
^ '» « «;:«iit*l ib-'M. jmi •iin>4>i|ii('iitU iu iIh- ».iii i |ir<i|rfirliiiii 

• -I r^jkv III ri bi-« lb<-j ai prmii h l>i ili-tim- li>in. Tin- nil- 
< ■•• K ri;'. ^ lltiiiu. lu uiaaiii,; «li Kiir ■|<r l*ikr lli** iIjiiiiiii 

'. !• '. p-iii till ibiil ■ ••uniri iK-fiirf- ii» iifiii llii: im «ii.ini- |f^ 

% ■ Liuvi ii«T'-*«Hril« biiw-imr liirn, ;iipi lin-ril llrliniii Mill 

«■ M- • :•* Ir4u.r tliiiil b<i«n u lir Ijiiin-r willi iir;'^in« ■« 

* r ihai |«..iiM-;tl |iiir|Hi<«- a« mi r«- ilnui- i>f mir Wili-iiui l)i<< 

. . .>hilltiiiil •Ii>hIi|, ni) Lunl, tin-iil Iti.i.iiii iihikI 

1 • <• St t.-ir>i|i - will rrminii u« "f ibi- ImIu:ii - nf ■••lu- 

«. %^ •■ U 1* r> iiiiixi '•! KniB-** nf lln- Uil.iii-i* ■■! (iiiiti r. Tti-* 

• .-av azjii-viai-u «.li iiuiunriuli ir ih--ui l<\ iniilriiiii,* iitr 

» I I a b ■ Il •l.-ill iii'l I*" •• 'mM. l'\ III iLiiij; ■!« raili- r ii->i-iiil !•■ 

• • H4.1 I ^ri'.i4,;" rfiiil Vi-ni<i • l^-frr- h I'lr i ri 1 ,\-ir •■», 

• - a ■■ —1 ^>'»-n,-, 'III ir.'iit-. ii".Milli*!iiii-lih;; ii«in-iii% iiii< liii i- 
, .-J-. •. Mda I iiii liiili- afr^i- r i<t ibi- i;iu«i> III I"!.!!..!!]!'-! r- 

• » _' aiin: '.b- r.,ilil III rt<:«lJiii-i- In Ijrjui*. •mil «•>• 't ii ; 

■' iL }> ■■•!• iw i •; ibi- ■iiii« Inir ■niiii'.a.ii nf |Ni«ii-r. I> I- 

1: • K> -tl v.iil-aiiil ili<- d-l«<<-aii-* tur )i.i|i4l aiiili-ir T\. «.i< 

f ••-.I •• na hl-iiii •."^ Ih- I'linl.l iili. i, .a|i 7, - rii.il Km,;* 

■. ' •!. .r dullnirill ••! ••Illii- |llllll>-i|i.ll|-K !|i-IU lii.il lliil III* I II. 

-• • *'• I*, id* ■-■«• III iiJiii'ii- :- i>ii-i -H Km,: J. INI ■ • • • l> ■ 1 .1 i-l 

-... ■.• K B .• aj-i-iitl •^rliii.il IVrriiii.- vii iiml In* M.i|i.i\ •■>- 

t • M.; u-ii::i-.iiii-ii ii|;iiiiii> ibi- •.iir-liii.il Inr lijtiii,,ii. n:- 

ui ■■ 1! ■ •]• |o'<iB:;'ii -1 Kill;- lb'- iiin*t-iii lit ilii |H-ii|.N iiiu.i i-i- 

. :- — • ••>€ J-i ib< «• «iir<l« ,«ai«Jiiiiii» iln- |h'«I|.I> iiri- i ••I'li--! 

- -k- k.u... an i UJili- ili- |d>l.;>-* '•! ibr Kill;; t ili-|in«iii -,• |i. i ■}. 

'>«, b H'^^jB-i t ■• {•■{■ril' li lii-ik. wli'T'' ibi iiiiiiM-ii«i- iif i-ij,iiir\ 

■ ■• .i.xrt'- rr. I ben- an- «->iiii lil-iTai bihI i-nli;;hii-ii''<l i>li •■< nl' 

«B ■• •• lb' r<*> ra:Bl««ibi-b *li liiKl l-i- iiii|Mi*>al ii|iiiii li'i\j| 

f iV «•!' onlibJl-uii III ibc rbniiif In iIm- inli'ri-«l« iif ihi- 

• r1 ria. ,ll>- lti',',i- I'l II' |;i« lll>lililliiilli'. Niv purlii ill.lllt 

M..( 4 difl-i— Il :« I jibf-r ri iiiark-il-li-. liMi ib ii l.u -i-u-l 

.4 I' .«, 1- i-|iil til ani-ibi r Ji->iiii. fur iIm- i 4rl.i->i ili li n 1 »l ili .1 

. t' •! ••■ «»b ■ b ilii ill •iiluii<<n \kA% |i<uiii|- il. iiaiu' It, ihi 1 1 .lii 

^am t> u lid 11. • ilw kill. ••••■&. ,^-* fliil- iitiiH • •'■I'lili ri III », • 

««^ • fcN|«l>>ri ■•! lb* ii;lf- III ibi liil.iuu ui ''i ».u .'.,.jiii-i ili.it ••( 

Pal — ^b-a I.B 'iKhiBi n. ihi-n-liiii- M%ibii l*iii-> rt i> ibi r-- 

• 'Jf •!a«'^<. lb*-% *h 'ilil M<ii i<al\ ri--iilii- 1 ib-il ih< ir Iim«ii<1 

••III n • lb' •••'» lib-l I • iiii' ki •■! I'l I i«b 411- 1 (I'll* iIh t «li-iiilu 

«« r« »■■.■-> lb ! in* "I t.-lw4r I III. uii 1- r wliniu ^ait* I'hi- 

• jK' >W> •>«»! lull II ol liar i'arliitiin iii*. .iinl ilii wliuli lurm 
«> iv*- rBa>-Bi. ir aoM* r-ilnnil inin U-lln li-ini ,- I ui ihn 
i-i k» ■• iKat r«« M ifai' nro't i>f l't>|-rr\ ban- Iniiii il in l!*!* • >iiim- 
.wi«. Mul iK«l ra|<itl*. biiMi-ii r Bi:«Mki-u ibi-ir iii'ii.« • iBai 
p Wv*. Brrv ibr hr*t |iniaiul||4Ufr* uf ibi- ilw Iniii-* wb- li liil l-i 
fev^Biii«. -Hal. i* traib. ibr iNiliiit'sl |trinriplr« nf thf Itnaan 
k'J.«a bavr gracralU bcra ■adauraail ibvounfcnkn.Buf ibrir 



WIkmi llt^v<:n w:i>i yvf tin* l*o|ii;'» i:\i-liiiiivi; Iraili', 
' Ami Kinj]i wi-ruilAiNn'iluKfaht aAnow they're muile! 
No, no — l«.'t I) — |;fn*ii miari'li ihr l*a|MtI rli.iir ' 
For fra|;raiit tri-iiMin's loii{; r«iq;oltrii lliiTt>; 
And, as llio uiU'li of MinUiiH l«i|ilanil tliinkK 
That lilllr Hwaiiliy (jnoini'h i{cli>>lit in MinkN, 
I.rt s.illuw l*-r«--\-l Kniiff ii|) l1ir(;.ili* 
W liirli wi^aiil l> — ('fii-n's i;alli<'r'ii hwcfix nhali'l 
Kn(iii(;li for niir, wIiom' JuMrl has liMrn'il to M-orii » 

liijjots .iliki* in lionii* or Kii|;laiiit iMirn, 
\\ liii Io.iiIk' till* %-fiiiiiii, vilirnrfoor'r il KpriniT^i. 
Inim l'o|nrn or l.aviTci s.> 1*asin-i-iH>ks tir Kin|;H; 
Kn<iui;li ffir nic in l,iii(;li .iml wi:r]i liv Inrnn, 
As mil til provoki-t, or inili|;ii.ilion l»nrii». 
As r-iiii-ii|; v.i|Miiiis, III us Kr.iiiri- surntilK, 

' Ais ll-\\k-sl/ry |iro«-s, nr as lii-l.iinl iihs-ils! 
I 

I Anil tlioii. niv I'rirnil — iF. in iImiki' luradloiif; iLi^it, 
I Will il lii|;(tt /i-,il lii.r iliiinki'ii aiiliis |)l.iys 
Si iir.ii ,1 |in ripirr, ill, It mm llir wliili: 
l.<Hik lirr.itlilrss nil aiiil hlniiJihT while IJn-y miiIIi: — 
11, in siitli fiarful il.ixs, ihoii 'Il il.iri: to hiok 
'I'll li.tpli s\ lii-l.inil. 111 lliis r.iiiklini; iiiMik 
i Wliirli llt.M\i-ii ji.isfii-iil fiiiin |Miis4iii<>U9klliin(*>k in v.iiii 
I \\ hill- I'l-ff-nl's iiin|;iii' ami M-s(;i-\i''s pt-n rrniaiu — 
If ihoii h.isi yi t no ('nlil n MinkiTs |',o| 
Tiisjiaili ijlilli- rVi-s frnni ihis ilr\iilrtl split, 
WhiiM- wrmiji^. lhiiii|;li lila/nn'il o'l-i llir wurlil iIu-vIm.*, 
I'l.M'i'mni alone an- pii\il<-j;<'il not to mt — 
nil! turn awliili-, anti, ihiiii|;li tin- shaniniek wrrathi-n 
.My homely li-np, >i'i sh.ijl iIh- miii|; ii lueiihes 

i (X liel.tllil's s|.(\i-rv. ailil nl liel-imrs Wim-s. 

I 

> l.ive, when the uiiiiinrv «if lu-i tyrant fiH's 
^h.lll hut exist, .ill futiiri- kiia\es In warn, 
l.mli.iliiril ill hate ;iiiil i-aiiiiiii/i-i| hyM'tirn! 
Wlii-ii (!-stI-i — {;li,' ni sleep sdll iiinre priifoiinil 
lliaii his I wn opiiie toii(',iie now ile.dsaiotniil, 
Shall wail the iiiipe.iehiiii-iil of ill It awful day 

Whji II i.-irii /.M piai lisid h.iiul ean'l hrilh- .iw.iv! 

I 
ii|i;.r> <« 1 1. •iii-i llii « 1 .11 • I •- ■■ fi |>n •< uli •! dlii-rii ii- \\ ,\% *lai i*b ur 
ri li.i- |i>ri . •! . Ill- 1. 1 1 I III II ti li-i ii>i iui-iii.U(; ili- ih u.i« «.iiii|ii(;. 

rill* «.IBi>' III- 'ill'i'l'-li « bl« lii.llk' 1 i-liit ■• lii-l •||||i.lldl.iili a^;4 u«l 

ill! III. Ili-> -III- • I--I li Miili l-iiii> III il.i- III-*! I lau- 1- III lulb*. 
ill i-i,,!! iiii ti-iili 111- 1 1 • II Imiiia >u III 1- III III »liiil ih"iH trtiiu jII 
« -rl-i!« -iilijiiiii ■« Il ill- « I-';!- I •■•iHi ill ivi-iu* III ibrii ihurib. 
llii-t -iri •.imI III ! I » I pi < JII i I d-l I Iii.>li4ii« il ibi « a-iui.t lh<i«i- 
\rri III i ••nil*, ill « .ir< I 1 iii-li'-l <i« l>i|;i>l« .iliil l«4il %hIij«- I». W ■• 
ari i.-i>l ili-ii ■•iiil--|i II I- .iiiii k iiJiii »• will ui.iki' llii in I iiriuif* lu ihi- 
iiiiti-riiiiii -I. :lii>u,;li «•■ kiiiiH ib4i I « .utiiiii 411J in|iirti « h.i«i« «iib 
• iilli. ulii |iii-\i III! ■! ilii lu Ill-ill U III;; ii* lri> iiJ* In »hi il, maliia,; 

mil Im ili-r illiuiMii- llii- iiii«iT\ III ill kliilu .iikI i'iA«iiiii« ill wbii h 

a lii|i,; 1 i>iir>r I-I iKWiril'* iii|iiiii-i- iiiii>l I •- •ii;i|i- rl'>l, ibaii ibr 
wh-il lii«i'-ri III (ii ai III, II. II* ■■■iiiliiil iiinjr-ii ilii- I Jlbmii \**i\ 
111 |ii-|- ••iii|i.rf-. 

' Ibi- ■ x-ltj Si. . -...-•■.- lit III.- I>.-|.>..- Tb- ll.,:bi Il-.ii..iir4l>li 
iiiiil li-iMiia till- till niil uii-l -III I II :-iit .11,; ••! ilii<.|ii:r iu >|iaii- 
111- IU « - ill* Mil, I •! Il-«i--i 1 .1 ill- l'.i|. 1 \ •. iii-iia- (■ II-- .a •! f r* - 
■ ■•iiiiii--ii>l il J, .1 111 -li ■ ii>i ill ij.li on ••: ill II *i ji will- it it.i- Ihi. inr 
I* .1- i-ii: I ■ i-tk III ili> i'r> ,- •■nil 'I • I lri-!iiii I 

- Wbi II In Ill \ M It I iiiii iiiil II- •! -.I I III - Mhii III r*t In - 
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MOOHE'S WOBKS. 



And oh ! luy frienil, wert ilinu but Dear me now. 

To Mv ilif Kf fine (liffutie oVr Lrin'n brow 

Siiiilox iImI diine out. uni-oni|ULTably fair, 

Kvon throii|',li ibe hlootl-iuarlu left by (>flul-n • thcru! 

j Ouiliixt thou but tec what ronlure paints the nod 
Whk'h none t»ut tyniiiu and thvir slarct luire trotl, 

i And didNf thou know th«' spirit, kind and hr.i\r, 
Thai war ins the wuii of carh inMillcd nlaxo, 
Who. lin'duith NlMi(;;;liii;;. siiik» iN^nr.iih hin loi. 
Ami Mi'in^by .lU hut wtirhfiil rr.inro foi(;iil— ■ 
Thv ho.irt would hum — Vt.->. fvcn ihv l*iliit«- iMiart 

. Wouhi hum, to think ih.ii »uch a hhK)min(; part 

' Of the viorld'K (;arden, rii'h in Nature's rh.irms 
And till'd with aorial souU and iri^orouii amifv, 

j Shouhl be the victim of that canting crew. 
So uniooih, m i;odly. yet so de%ilikh tof>. 
Who, arni'd .it once with prayer-books and wilh w liip*. 

j RIood on their hand«, and Si*ri])turc on their li|K, 



T\xant« by craed, and tortnrers by tent. 
Make this life hell, id honour of the 
Your U<4lesd-le», P-rc-v-l»— oh, Kracious Uei^-m 
IM 'ui presuniptuoiu, be my tongue fbrj^ven, 

' When here I swear, by my soul's hope of mi. 
I M rather have Iicen born, e'er man wa* hle>l 
With the pure dawn of UeveLition's light. 
Yes'.— rather plunge me back in Piagan ni^^hl, 
And 1.1 ke my chance with Socraii-K for bii»».* 

J Tli.in lie thcdhristi.in of a faith like thift, 

. Which builds on heatenlv cant its eartblr swav. 

' And in a convert mourns to lose a prev; 
Which, hindint; polity in spiritual cliain«, 

' And tainting; piety uith temporal stiin«,' 
(Airniptx )m>iIi Slate and Church, and make» an ■' 
The kniTO and atheist's passport into both — 
Which, uhile it doonM diMd.-nting jboul* to know 
Nor hli«sal»ovc nor liberty Im-1ow, 



t 



I 



' >'ol ih«- (.-uiJ-n «bf> »|>mIi> ikat of Irelind: 

■ Atqae aan rprUi dicaai. *ive Irrart rrcuMliiilra. «ive Biaritrt 
purluuat n|i|iociiiaiuirBi, ti^e inioU* rv»|iiiw« t|ai U-ilii-u*! »unl. 
ioBraiu*i. •-••r|i>irugi liiM^HivBlit cOU»|ti-ui, Biiihia i-arui« uoilitii* 
«l propirr un* ulin-om irnorhmfn J|*[liiate iD«T<-(lil>ili. n nulli* 
ilotilHi* iia fviiv nt iataln. at noa umIi* dUrril riyrvMa*. ' nata»m 
boc IfCpliiri rvijDBB lirBi|;iiiori (khIii rr«|iriiur.' * 

* Th(! eianpii* I'f tulcrali'ia. «hi. fa Doaaparii* ki» civou. will \»n^ 
darr. 1 frar, Duuth.-r rffr<-t than ihai nf dripriBin:D;; ilu- ltriii»li (iv- 
vvTBarat tu |irr»i»i. fmai tbe Ten- »|iirit nf i»|i|iiMiiion, in their ii«r 
«hl cvsifia of iBlolvraorv and iBja»ii«« : JB»I ai ib« Siaiwu- bla'-k a 
ibrir lc«lb. • brcasm.* at thrv uy, • lb*' devil bat ubitv naet.- ;•!> 

' Obb of ibe BBbapiiv n-«all« of ibe oonlrovcr»jr I eiwi'i-u I'ruic •!- 
aau jad Catbulii-r. it ibit ■utaai eipniarr whiih ibvir i-i iminaiiivnt 
aad rvLriaiiaaiioa*bai«* proiiuird. Ib laia du ibe Prud (i-iuti i hHr(;«> 
ibr Papivit «iib iIimIbi; ibe door of »al«atii»n a|>nii oib t*. wb'if 
many of ibrir nwa wriliaip and artirU-* Itrraibr ibe «aaitf aarbari- 
imhie ipiril. >u < auua of ll<ia«iaa«-ii ttr L.ateraa i-irr damacti brrr- 
liit aiiirf vnr.liially ihjn ibf ^i|;lilli nf ibc-Tbiriy-Niuo \riii.lr%,-na> 
ii|*nt li> iMTitiiinD rv*'ii <iii^!«> iii«*iH)-rr i>f llii* (trei-k ■biiri'b. ami I 
dt^alil wbfiber a nHtrr ««rr|tin|; rlitaii> of daianalton «a> r •>» pro- 
|>cMrd ia ib<r iBAmt Iiii;i4i-d ixmuiil, lh«n that «ib< b lb*- ( jivinittie 
ibetirt ui pn<dr*iiuaiinii ia ibi* ti->fni<-i-Dlb of ibe**.' Arlii-ic* eibi- 
biia. It ii UUi- that Ou l.l>rral Priitolriai a«on» tii.b i-\.-ln*iir i>pi- 
nioof ; that rn-ry bi<Bi-»t •■lpr;pi!iin niun f..fl u |>ani; »h!U- hi- tul*- 
»<Tlbei 10 ibrm ; that Miinr r«en atn-rt tbi- Atbaua»iaa t.rtf^ lu W 
ihe frtr.'ery of oa.- Vi:;;liut TdpM-n».«. in the li-;{iBB!Bj of ihf •iiL 
•YBiary. aad tbal i-Bineiil di^iui-*. iikv Jonin. bare nvt hf«it4lrd 
lo Mv. • Tbrn- ari' |in.|>iMiiitni* «oiitaini<d in Our Liliirr^ andArii- 
flei, wblcfa ni) nin uf .o . lu- ii M-ii«i- aai<iM(;«l ut iK-lir^*.*.- ^A) llul 
ufailf* all tbi* i* fn— U lOn f-d M !•) Pr«ili'«uiil* . while niiUHly duuhl* 
ilii-ir «Iocvrtl«, wlieu lb. y dfiiarv ibdi ihnr Arii.li-t arc not eiat-u- 
lial* uf faith. Lui a <!•"'• ii»n uf ••piniuB« whi.h bji<- I •■rii pro- 
idul-alid ly lalliMr wti, ami fiuin many of ««hii.-h thry fei-l tht-m- 
hvl^r jii»lilii-il in •li>*'-uliiii;.- «thii u> aioib lilM-rty uf n-ira^-iiwa 
ix allitwrii to Pr«>l'->iJnl« ui-fin ib.-ir Kwn ile lami an-l •ul'kiTiUNl 
Arilt-li-»of ri'li;;iwu. i« ii nwl •(ran,;-- iLat a kiaiilar iadnl. :•>»■:•• <bould 
|« rvfuM-ii. wiib «u h lu.imt^ni ildr ol«linai-\. to tbe (.alhMli.*, ii|...ib 
irai-K ubii b ibrir • bur- b bai aiiiforiBl. n-tiktfd and (.oadi'iao- d. in 
I f cry (vaairr whrre il li.i» fl«iiri*b<^ iad<'|i<'adoBtly r ^hbia ibe 
i^tbi^lii« u«, . Tbe iliiri V of ihi- i-MOUiiluf l.airiau. wbiib y.^unji- 
jnl to H*. ba* niti-laiBi wbatc^i-r n|><in either 'jnr laiib ori-ur n-a- 
Hta . il dill Bol e«i-n prufi-»* In rnniaia any dii Irinal Jcricjun. I>ai 
«!■■ Biervly a ;niti> iai |in>.ri-d:nt; of ibjt a*«i-nbN : mid it moalA t* 
at t»ir fur u« iii iiapnie a ir-'^r-if'/iNy dortriae lo ibf Proi'-.UBlf, 
Lccaate tb<-ir tir*i Pp|i^. Hrury \iii. Mat •au<.iiMue<l ia an luJul- 
ili-BiTuI thai prwpca>liy. at fur yoa to ^om InJr that wt- )u%r tulii..- 
. ilr^ ■ kinj-dr|iiuin;^ taalf fmiB ibi- itt,y uf the I. hub- il .jI L.ili-raa, 
ur ibr t«calar pn-ieatiuu* of our P(»|ie«. Wirh m)>«" i, tihi, in the 
Ui-rree of the tloaai-il uf lloBtiaai e. 0|Kia the tir< ii};ib nf «ih;i ii you 
aiVUM- lit of bn-akin,-* faith with bt-r«-iKt. wr d^. o'lt bi-*iijie lo pro- 
uitaa.e llial IV. n**! nalumaioa^ fur^frry ; a fur^Tfry. inr<, %ii o' viuat 
aad ill-ialtri«air-.|, ifaji niiae l>Bt tinr carniet bai*- e«ir «i-niiiri>l lo 
(•lie il tbr tii|;bietl >-r(^Jit for aulbenlir.iy :•— ^b-n ib^Uihjlici 
luakc ibete devlaniiiuaf .and ibey are alnioal wi-ary with wakinc 

(•V'ic*' I'Ui.iuirr N^iyreilari Palit. du Rny«BBi-. Jr i>i.iu, «ti-. 
yb) Slric-uri.* on lh« Aili^l.*, tiatuMniiliOut. rtc. 



till ui' : wbra tbry kboar. Iua. lit tbrir rDiidit«-| ibai lbe»e 4--h-:- 
iii>n> are via.ert-. and that ilicir faiih aod aioral* ar* bi ator^ r. %■ 
lair.i |iy the aStonl dn'rect uf old i^'aarils aad IN^M-a. ihaa Or 

, ■ it-Bi- i. iiillui-a.i^l by tbe Pa|-al aBatbrna a^saiatt ibat L-. '.- 

' nian.^i) who tirai fuaad oai tiu* Antipodrt:— i» ii aot tirsa^ ik. 

. tu iBJiiy tiill wilfully di«lra*i what every ijord niaa ik aa ba k j* 
(■■re*tfd in U-lit'^im; T Tbal to laaa? tboald |>rrfi-r ibr da'ixj:- 
K-rn iif ibc i3ib leaiory to thr nBBkhin.- of iaieli*".-! wbi.h bafc»i - 
>|in-ftJ oTrr ifar wrrld. and that e«ory dalildvr ia lhroLv«. fnm *• 
Li> Ni-knrii-r duwa lu the t.baaivlior uf tbr Kubt^atrr, akoaU aa*- 
lo (ip|Mi«f tbe rolihi»h of i>Hi«lanrc and Lau-na to ikr bei^bi •.*.- 
auiphani pn>|;rr«« uf ja«il v, {;raeni*iiy, and iraik ? 

' Tberr it a tiB(;alar work • n|Hia ibe 5oalt of ike PSfu^* 'i< 
eni> I'rai.i iM'at IJnlliu*. la wbiib he diMBtaea, wilh ■iB'-h .«Dt»^ 
niid erudiiioo, all tbe prohaldi- cbaa>vk of Mlraihia apoa «h:-i i 
hi aibru pbiliiMipber may cal- ulate. lie danat « iihoai aia.b di^* 

' ruliy Sfx-ratea, Plato, eii-.. aod tbe only one ai «ko«e fate W tvb 
lu hraitute U Pytba|;nrat, in i.'Dn«id<'r«tioa nf hit |;e(tlra ih!ei^ ii. 
'.h : Bjay miradi** wbiib be |KTf«irBMnl ; Lyi, baviag twUa.'ad k« 
rlaiiat a liiilc, and tiBdin(; r<>u«itn to faib r all ilfa*M- aiira*^ •« 
tbe d'*Til, he at ieB,.;ib, in ibi> tweaty-fiftb cbapirv, dt^idct art 
d.iuiaiai; him bImi. (Ite Aaiaiik Pajjaaoraia. lib. ly, cat*, niaaaa^ 
I'4Ui<' ioBiproiBi»r.t tbf mailer with thr Pagant. aa«i givct tbr* • 
uruiral Irrriinry or limlio of ibi-ir uwb. whvre ikrir i mnloimta 
it iou*i I* nwDi-d. i* aut very eBvialde— • Seaia aprtar «i«em».« 
di-»io.* Cant. i«. — \moB(* tbe many error* im|iaif^ ■• Urip^ k- 

I i»a ruMil ul batinij deuirii ibi* i-iernily of fuiare pasiabafai. *£'— 
if fa.' n<-«< r adiaaiTJ • uurt- irraiioual diKlriac*. we ^v l*F' 
him. Ill' wrnt to fiir. bnwerer, a* tu iBf-liide tbe «le«il kim«ei! a 

' thi- j<-Berai hi'll-delivrry wbiib Le •iipimaed wtiakl oee da* or .».k.- 
i.ike plaiv, and ia ibit St \U(;a>iia ifainktbim raibrr liwmrr.ifa'- 
k .M»i-riiiirdlur pntfr^-to fait Urigiae,. ijai et iptuai diaLo!Bm.<ev 
i^lk- I'.iiiiai. Hki. lib. xti, i«p. 17.}— St Jen>m aayt. tkai, axtc^a^ 
I.I (lrig>*n, • lb«- ilrvil. alirr a t-erlain lime, will be aa well u§ ttiX. 
aii^i.-l l«al<r<rN— > id ip»nm forr- Gabrieiem <|BOd diahulam.* !m 
hi« Kpi«llr III i*aniina. biu>.l llai llalloi\. in hit Defratf «f Dr^.^-a 
di-nirt ibni lu- bad any uf tbi* mi»pla-t^ u-nacrnekt fur ihr Ur« J.— 
i lake tbi- iilK-riy 'li n-cnumfa.iiaj ibi'Mr m^ltiu u|«a damaaii-«>- 
tbe imrtiralar aiieniiuo of tbt- learned LbaaLi lior af ibe Ktcbratrr- 

^ Vr l-'oK. ia bi» S|i«eifa ua ihr il*-|ieai of ibr Teat Jkfl 'i*'- 
oiodemBs ibi- ioirrmikiuri' ol ri'liKiuB with tbe |ioliiioil rratl'vai -t 
of a ttate : cWbat pur|iwte ^fae a»k»^ i-au it aerte. eKcepi ibe Y*lt'.m 
parpine uf t-ommuni-atiaj; and re-TiTing «oauuBiaaticw? l8» 
tu.'b Ju alllaiiiv iMirupiiwa ua«t aii^bi ai^iii ibr one, ajad a<a*r*7 

uverwbflm ihi- u:fa.-r.* 

IlAM'kr. luo. (ayn ul tbr iTiaae.ioa iM-twf'ea (.bar..b aad Saaic. (Tkr 
l-uuadarie* uB >«itb «idit are fitnl aad iwBKiialile. Ue iamb^ 
I bm«ra aad earth in^eibcr. the thin^t muat remote aad "tr^ '" 
I wbumi&ea ibrar two mi ii-tie*. wh'ifa are ia ib>-ir uri^aal, -ail. >•- 
I aim •«. aad iar^ery ihiB|;. |i'-rfo<.ily ditiiait aad iaHaiieU 4^lrtMi 
: ftt'iB ra- b ..ifat-r."— Fi.i' Lt:t<r ■ a /'. lertUium. 

Tbi" airrupiinna of •.bridunily may l<e dati>I fn>ni ibe periatf 'f 
ila e«iabli»hiu(-nt undrr (jjoalaotine. ni/r lould all tbe abirad'«* 
. wbi.-h il tb<-B ai«|uir«'d atimr fur ih** iieaiv and pariiy «biib iil-a' 

j [^ Vir;;iliu«. »ur.ijint.| ^oliujn*. j lumr t%( IrvlarHt, wk-i ma v 
I iji.ivl. 111 ih« a;li I ■niiiM. ih- iiuririu* ul ili> Aalipodv*. aaJ •» 
I •■i.ihe«iJii»r-l ^ai-ii.r.!! -jtix ;ii iln I'up.-. J.ihu >.tiu> f^igrmm, «mM^*f 
J Iii>liiu«ii. KJ* ifa« iir». iImi c*ci «r<it«- jg4i>ial lraiuubh.«ati*|i«>a. 
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AdiU the ilaTe's raffmnf; to the winer^t fear. 
And, le«t he 'scape hereafter, racks him hare! > 
Bat no — fkr otlier faith, far milder lieaois 
Of heavenly justice warm the Cliristian's draams : 
His creed is writ on Mercy's pa(;c aboTa, i 

By the pure hands of all-<ttonin(; Love! 
He weeps to see his soul's Religion twine 
The tyrant's sceptre with her wreath divine, 
And Ae, while round him sects and nations rake 
To the one God tlieir varying notes of praise, 
BIcMcs each voice, whate'cr its tone may be, 
Tliat serves to swell the general harmony ! * 

' I doabt wbeibor, afler all, Uwra bu sol h«ea u madi bfiTotry 
aBU>B({ ProiMUnu m BBOBg Papltu. Aosonliog to the hackaejed 
«|aotaiioa— 

Iltacot intra maro* peceator et extra. 

Tke sreac chamfiioB of iba RrforaMtioa, Xalaactboa, wboa Jertio 
eall* aadiTiae of marb mildneu and goud-natmrt,* thai esiinuMM 
hi* ap|»ruh«lion of ibe barniuR of Senretnt: ■ Lefil (bo tayt to Rnl- 
liager) qavdcServeti blat|>henii« rMpondUtU, et pietatea ac Ja- 
dkia vottra probo. Jadiooetian Moataia GoaoTeniea rrcte fiaciaM, 
qaod hoainMB pertiaaoeaa el aon omiatoraoi blaspbeniaa aaatolil ; 
ac nilnlai aaoi etae qui aeTeriiatem illan Improbeot.* — IbBTeffreai 
plea»ar« la eonirattIn({ with tbrtp ■ oaild and in>odHiatnred> afati- 
■aeau tbo fellowiag word* of tb« Paplai Ralaie, in addraaaing bia 
friend Coarindiaa : ■ laterim aneaaa. mi Coorlagl, •« tSBMUi dl- 
veraaa opiaioBM taonnr in caaia r«lif{lonia, morihua tamen diverai 
■OB aloaaa, qoi eadem literarnm atndia aeciaaar.* — Uiaaas. Cott' 
rhtf. EfUtoL par. aejanJ. p. M. 

DmBo telb aa that the Conaona, in the beslnnfDg of Cbarlea the 
FlnS'a ralcB, « attacked Monucne, one of the Kin^^'a ehaplalna, on 
■eooBBt of a aoderate twoh wbidi be bad lately oompoaed, and 
wblch, to their great diagoat. aavod virtnoaa Catholiet. aa well na 
otker Cbriallana, froa eternal toraenta.* — In the aaae maaner a 
coaplalal waa lod.'^ed before the Lordt of the Council aQalnti ibnt 
esoalicBt writer Booker, fbr having, in a Sorotoo againat Popery, 
aitc«apted to aare aanyofbla Popiah aoceatora for ifmonmct.—la 
fkoao ouaplea of Proleatant toleration I thall beg leave to op|»n»e 
Ike MIowlag osiraot froa a letter of Roger .\achaa (the tutor of 
tfaaaa lliiabth), which ia preaerved aaoag the Harrington Papera, 
■■4 waa writwa In iS66, to the Earl of Leiceaier. ooaplalaing of the 
AffchMflhop Voaag, who bad ukea away bia prebend in the church 
mi York : • XnaMr Boarse (•) did never grieve ae half ae aocbe ia 
nWw f n g mm wraag, aa Mr Dadley and the Ryahopp of York doe, in 
ftaUnf away ay right. Ifo byahopp la (>. Mary'a time woald have 
ao daalt with mm ; net Mr Boarae hyaaelf, when Wiacheater lived, 
dnrat have ao daalt with ae. For aache good eatiaatioa in tboae 
dayeaovoB the learaedeat and wyaest men, aaGardiner aad Cardinal 
Ptele. aade of ay poore aervice, that ailbou|;h tbey knewe per- 
Ceedy that la religion, both by open wrytinfje and pry^ie laikp, I 
wa* cnntnrye aato ibea ; yea, whon Sir Francia Engiefleid by name 
•JM noM ae apedallye at the council-board, Gardiner would out 
•nfbr ae to be culled thither, nor tuuobed eiiawbeaK, aalinge aache 
worda of ae in a letlrv, aa, thoagh ietirea ninnoi. I binabe to wrii« 
ihoa to yoar lordahipp. Wincbeater'a good-will atoode not in apraV- 
ing lairvand wiabiag well, bat he did In deode that for ae (A), 
whereby ay wife aad children ahaii lire tbe better when I am gone.* 
^Sae5ng» Antiqwr, vol. I. p. 9S, 99.)— If men wbo acted thaawere 
bigala, what aball we call MrP-ro-v-lt 

' In Satdifrf'a - Sarvey of Po{>erya there la tbe following aaaortioo : 
• Fapiata, that poaitively bold the heretiial and falae doctrinua of 
ibeaaodem cfanrcfa of Roao, cannot poaaibi; Iteaaved.'— Aaaoontruai 
lothlaaad other apeciaeaa of Prolfntani iibiraiity, wbii-h it would 
!■« aadb SMre eaay than piraaant to rolloct, I refer my reader m ilie 
Oaciamtion of L« Mre Conrayer, aad, while be rea<l« tbe aentimenta 
•f Ikb pionaann npon tolaratlon, 1 doubt not be will feel inclined 
«• oidBla widi Bolahaa, ■ Blaah, yn proieaunt bigota ! and he 
naafeandad at iho oaaporiaon of your own wreic4ed and aaligauni 
I'f^ndieaa with the geaeroaa and eaiarged idvaa, tbe noble and 
aaiaaaicd langaage of fhia Popiah prieat.»— £<m^<, xivii, p. 86. 

■ La tof^aee eat la cfaoae da moade la pliis propro a ramouer le 
*Mrle4'«r •! k hire aa eonoert et one baraonie de piuiioura voii ci 
iaamBanta do differoBU toaaet aotaa, aouai agitable poor ie moina 

(«)iirlobn RooriM, l*riMip«l SMr«;tary of Suu 10 i^wu Mary. 
\y\ By G^rJeae/a favour Aacham Uug hciJ bu feliowabip. tliou(;ii 
>wi reoMeat. 



Such was the spirit, (prandly, (;ently hri|;ht, 
That fill'd, oh Fox! thy peaceful soul with li(;ht; 
While blandly »pn»din(;, like titat orb of air 
Which folds our planet in its circling; care, 
The mi(;hty splieru of tliy transparent mind 
Embraced tbe world, and breathed for all mankind! 
Last of the (^at, farewell! — yet not the last — 
Though Britain's suiisliine hour with thee be past, 
Icrne still one gleam of glory gives. 
And feels but Itaif thy loiui while Grattan lives. 



APPENDIX. 



Thi following is part of a Preface v.iiich was in* 
tended by a friend and countryman of mine for a col- 
lection of Irish airs, to which he liad adapted English 
words. Ah it }ias*aevcrrbe(;n published, and is Qot in- 
applicable to my subject, 1 sliall take tlie liberty of sub- 
joining it here. 

• • • • 

■ Our history, for many centuries past, is creditable 
ncitlier to our neighbours nor ourselves, and otight not 
to Im! read by any Irishman who wislies either to lo%c 
England or to feel proud of Ireland. The loss of in- 
dependence very eariy debased our character, and our 
feuds and reliellions, thotigh frequent and ferocious, 
hut seldom diAplaycd that generous spirit of enterprise 
witli which the pride of an independent monarchy so 
long di|^ificd the struggles of Scotland. It is tnie this 
island has given birth to heroes who, under more fa- 
vourable circumstances, might liavo left in tl»e lioarl« 
of their countrymen recollections as dear as those of a 
Bruce or a Wallace; but stu-cess was wanting to conse- 
crate resistance, their cause was branded with tlie dis- 
heartening name of treason, and their oppressed country 
was such a blank among nations, that, like tlie adven- 
tures of those woods which Binaldo wished to explore, | 
the fame of their uclions was loxt in the obscurity of the 
place where they achieved lliem. 



— — — Errando in qnelii boacbl j 

Trovar poiria atrane av venture eaMlle, | 

Ma curae i luo,jhi i fatii aoror aoa foacbi, 
Cbe non a'en ha noii«ia ie pid volte.' 

I 

• llencc it iit that the annuls of Ireland, throti(;h a 

long Iuinh: of six hundred years, exhibit not one of those ! 
shining names, not one of those themes of national 

pride, from which poetry borrows her noblest inspira- I 

tion; and that history, which ought to be the richesl I 

garden of tlie Muse, yields nothing to her here hut j 

wceils and cypress. In truth, the pout who would em- \ 

iK'llish his song with allusions to Irish names and events | 

must he content to s<H:k tlicm in thoM' early periodK | 
when our character was yet unalloyed and orifpnal, 

before the impolitic craft of our conquerors had di- j 

vidcd, weakened, and diKgrace<l us; and the only traits > 
of heroism which he can venture at this day to rommc-/! 

morale, with safety to himself, or, perliaps, with honour . 

I 
iiu« i'nniformil^ d'nne »i;nlp vni\.- Rayli>, Commrniaire Pbiloao- . 
fihiqne, etc part il, chap, vi.— D<iih Reyl« aad Lo<ie weald havr 
treated the auhjeet of Tolomtioa in a aunaer amre worthy of ihea- 
aeiveii and of tbe naaae, if they had writu-ninan age leaa diatnu.'leJ 
iiy ruiigiona prrjudioe*. 
' Ariotio, i-anto vi. 
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to the country, arc Co be looked for in thoce time* when 
the niitive monarclit of Ireland dnpUyed and fostered 
virtues worthy of a belter age ; when our Malachica wore 
collars of (;old wliich they had won in single combat 
from the invader,' and our Briens deserved the blessingn 
of a people by all the most estimable qualitiesof a kin|;. 
It may be said indeed that the vaafrie of tradition has 
shed a charm over this remote period, to wliicli it i* in 
reality but little entitled, and that m<»st of the pictures, 
which we dwell on so fondly, of dayn when this island 
was distin(piishe<l amidst the gloom of KiinifN;, by thi; 
sanctity of her mor.ils, the spirit of her kni};htho4Ml, 
and the polish of her srhooU, aru liltlu more than the 
inventions of national partiality, that bri^jht but spu- 
rious offvpring which vanity engenders upon ignorance, 
and with which the first records of every people abound. 
But the sceptic is scarcely to he cnvieit who would pause 
for stronger proofs than we already possess of the early 
glories of Ireland ; and were even the veracity of all these 
proofii surrendered, yet who wouhl not fly to such flat- 
tering fictions from the sad degrading truths which the 
history of later times presents to us? 

• Tlie language of sorrow however is, in general, best 
suited to our music, and with themes of this nature the 
poet may be amply supplicil. There is not a pa(;e of 
our annals which cannot affoni htm a subject, and 
while the national Muse of other countries adorns her 
temple with trophies of the past, in Ireland her altar, 
like the shrine of Pity at Athens, is to he known only 
by the tears that are shed upon it; ^Incrymis altar in 
sudanL' * 

• There is a well-known story, related of the Antio- 
chians under the rei};n of Theodosiiis, which is not only 
honourable to the powers of music In general, hut 
which applies so pecniiarly to tlie mournful melodies 
of Ireland, that I cannot resist the temptation of intro- 
ducing it here. — The piety of Tlieodosius would have 
been admirable, if it had not lieen staine<l with into- 
lerance; but his re^rn affonls, 1 iHilievc, the fitbt exam- 
ple of a disqualifying penal code enacted by Christians 

* flee Wsn«r*i Iliitor; of Ireland, vol. I, Itook is. 
> SuUiu, TlMlMid. lib. xii. 



against Christians.' Whedier liis interference with tibe 
religion of the Aniiochians had any share in the aliena- 
tion of their loyalty is not expressly asceruined by his- 
torians; but severe edicts, heavy taxation, and the 
rapacity and insolence of the men whom he sent to go- 
vern them sufficiently account for the discontents of a 
warm and susceptible people. Repentance soon follow- 
eil the crimes into which tlieir impatience had hurried 
them, but theven(^nce of the Emperor was implacable, 
and puniHlimentsof tl»e most dreadful nature hung over 
the city of Antioch, whow devoted inhabitants, totally 
resigned to despondence, wandered through tlic streets 
and public asvmbiies, giving utterance to their grief in 
dirges of the most touching lamentation.' At length, 
Flavianus, their bishop, whom they sent to interceile 
with Theo^Iosius, finding all his entreaties coldly re- 
jected, adopteil the expedient of teaching tlicM! son{;s of 
sorrow, which he had heard from the lips of his unfor- 
tunate countrymen, to the minstrels who performed for 
the Emperor at table. The heart of Tlieodosius could 
not resist this appeal; tears fell fast into his cup while 
he listened, and the Antiochians were forgiven. — Surely, 
if music ever spoke the misfortun(» of a people, or 
could ever conciliate foqiiveness for their ern>r», the 
music of Ireland ought to possess those powers I ■ 



' « Aaorl ofclTll rxfommuiiicaiion (MyaGlbhon), whii^tepartleJ 
fben fma iboir feliow-.-iiizeDt liy ■ pm:uliar bniod of infnny ; awl 
ibift doclaraiioo of the au|iri'au aii|;i»lnite leaded lu jatlify, or at 
lean loexcase. ibe iiunlu uf a fanatic |*n|inla(«. Tbc MiKUiriM «i>re 
gradaally diM|iialiflud for tlr«* |MiMe«ii(m uf boooaralile or lacrsiiie 
employmenli, and Tbeodo*iukwatMti»iiud with bi«o«iHJa»ticF «fe« 
hadecrenJ, that, a* tbeKuuomiantditftinjaiaticJ tbc naturf of lb* 
Son from that of the Faibor, tbry abuald be inraiiableuf makini; iktir 
willt, orof mreivin;; any adtantaRO from tnlamrnurydoaatioiik.- 

* MfXij Ttva oMfjpy.ou T:\r,fir, xvt vuu-zx^etxf 
a-jv:&;/ASvo(, rat; ,asyw9ra(j «~r,o'5v. — MrKpher. lib. »». 
cap. 43. This story it also in So<omfn, lib. tii, rap. ai ; l>nt anlbr> 
tunatrly t^brys-istom «ay4nuibiu(r«haicTrr al^Mt it, aa«l br not only 
bad the hi-«t fip|iorlanitiM of infunnalioa, bat was loo fond of nusii', 
asap|ioars by bis praise* uf |i«aimod« (K\|KMil. in Psal. tli). loumii 
tuib a flaiirrin<; iliasiration of its |io«ivTt. He Inpuirs th«ir r.- 
cunviliaiion to the interfi>renre of the Antim-bian solitaries, whilr 
Zofimas auriholes it to thf n>nonslranor«of ibr Mi|ihi«i Libaains. 
—Gibbon, I tblak,dues not even allude lo ibe story oi i1k* maaiciaks. 
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PREFACE. 



T» sceptical philosophy of the ancients has \tcen as 
much misrepresented as tlie Epicurean. Pyrrho, per- 
haps, may have carried it to an irrational excim (though 
we must not believe, with Beattie, all the alisurdities 
imputed to this philoaopher), but it appears to me that 
the doctrines of the school, as suted by Sextus Kmpi- 



ricus,' are much more suited to the frailty of human 
reason, and more conducive to the mild virtues of hu- 
mility and p.iticnre, than any of those systems which 
precedetl the introduction of CliriKtianity. The Sceptic* 
held a middle path lx:tween the Dogmatists ami Acade- 
micians, the former of whom l>oastetl that they had at- 
tained tlie tnith, while the latter denied that any aiiain- 

• Pjrr. lly|iotb. The rradrr may finil a tolerably dear ahMraa 
of this work of SextasKmpiriruiIn La Vrrlt^ dea Sdcnoea. byler- 
n«, liv. I, chap. 11, elc. 
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able tmlh existed : the Seeplict, however, withont 
aaserting or denying its exnience, professed to be mo- 
destly and anxiously in search of it ; as St Auguscin 
expresses it, in his liberal tract a^piinst the Manicbeans, 
■ nemo nostrum dicat jam so invenisse reritatem ; sic 
earn quapramus quasi ab utrisque nesciatur.s' From 
this habit of impartial inrestii^ation, and the necessity 
vrhicli they imposed upon themselves of studying, not 
only every system of philosophy, but every art and sci- 
ence which pretended to lay its basis in tmlh, they ne- 
cessarily took a wider range of erudition, and were 
more travelled in the regions of philosophy than those 
whom conviction or bigotry had domesticated in any 
particular system. It required all the learning of dog- 
matism to overthrow the dogmatism of learning; and 
the Sceptics, in this respect, resembled that ancient in- 
cendiary, who stole from the altar the fire with which 
he destroyed the temple. This advantage over all the 
other sects is allowed to them even by Lipsius, whose 
treatise on tlie miracles of the Virgo Ilallensis will suf- 
ficiently saTc him from all suspicion of scepticism. « La- 
bore, ingcnio, memoria supra omnes pcnu philosophos 
fuisse.— ^hiid nonne omnia aliorum sccta tencrc dubu- 
crunt et inquircrc, si poteruAt refellere? res dicil. 
Nonne omtiones varias, raras, subfiles inveniri ad tuiu 
rcocptos, claras, ccrtas, (ut vidchatur) scntenlias cvcrteu- 
dos?* etc. etc' Manuduct. ad Philosoph. Stoic. Diss. .\. 
The difference between the scepticism of the ancients 
and tlie moderns is, that the former doubted for the 
purpose of investiffating, as may be evemplified by the 
ihinl book of Aristotle's Metaphysics,' while the latter 
investi{rate for tlie purpose of doubting, as may l»c> seen 
tlirough most of tlie philosophical works of llumu.4 In- 
deed the IVrrhonism of latter days is not only more 
subtle than that of antiquity, but, it must be confessed, 
more dangerous in its tendency. The happiness of a 
Christian depends so much upon his belief, that it is 
natural he should feel alarm at the progress of doubt, 
lest it steal by degrees into the re(;ion from which he is 
most interested in excluding it, and poison at last the 
very spring of his consolation and hope. Still, how- 
ever, the abuses of doubting ought not to deter a phi- 
losophical mind from indulging mildly and rationally 
in its use; and there is nothing, I think, more consL<I- 
ent with the humble spirit of Christianity, than the 
iceplicism of him who professes not to extend his diir- 
tnist beyond the circle of human pursuits, and the pre- 
tensions of human knowledge. A philosopher of tliis 
kind is among the readiest to admit the claims of Heaven 
upon his faith and ad<iration : it is only to the wisilom 
of this weak world that he refuses, or at least delay's 
liis a«ent ; it is only in passing through the shadow of 
Mrth that his mind undcrgoe« the eriipsc of srepticism. 
No follower of Pyrrfao has ever spoken more stron{;ly 
aipinst the dogmatists than St Paul himself, in the First 

' Lib. coat rsEpIsl. Xaaicbraqaam TOCBotFoiHlaBenti, Op. Pirit, 
>«■. ▼!. 

* St* Xartla. Shonekin* de SoepiiciMno, who mdMToan, I ibink 
*Mkly, lo rafate thlsopinioa of Lipvia*. 

^ Eyt A XOlirJTiOpTflOLl li7u\0/tSV0li TZpOUy/OU 70 

itxnofirflxi xa>&i$. — 

Melaphyi. lib. Ill, cap. i. 



Epistle to the Corinthians ; and there are passages in 
ELcclesiastes and other parts of Scripture which justify 
our utmost diffidence in all tliat human reason origi- 
nates. Even the sceptics of antiquity refrained from 
the mysteries of theology, and, in entering, the temples 
of religion, laid aside their philosophy at tlie porch. 
Sextiu Empiricus thus declares the acquiescence of liis 
sect in the general belief of a superintending Providence : 
Tw /xcv ^tta xaT2xoX9i>S^9ir/T<s a^o(a^«a( fXfjLiv ctvoec 
Otoui xou vt&oixftf dtoui xat upovottv ohjtovs fOLfur*. 
Lib. iii. cap. i. In short, it appears to me that this ra- 
tional and well-regulated scepticism is tlie only daugh- 
ter of the schools that can be selected as a handmaid 
for piety : he who distrusts the light of reason will be 
the first to follow a more luminous guide ; and if, with 
an ardent lore for truth, he has sought her in vain 
throu^jh the ways of this life, he will turn with the 
more hope to that better world, where all is simple, 
true, and everlasting : for there is no parallax at the 
zenith — it is only near our troubled horizon that ob- 
jects deceive us into vague and erroneous calculations. 



* Xelthar HaaM, bowarer, aor Berkeley, ara to h« jadgnd by tbf 
^isif w aaaiaitoai of Baaltia, wbote book, bowavar amiably inirad- 
H, appear* to ■« a aMMt aaphibMopbiral appeal to popalar fwling* 
Sad prajadleM, asil a ooatiaaad petUlo ftrimeipil ibroagboai. 
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As the gay tint that decks the vernal row, « 

Not in the flower, but in our vision glows; 

As the ripe flavour of Falernian tides 

Not in the wine, but in our LiHb? resides; 

So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare 

That .Marco 's honest and that Susan 's fair, 

'T is in our minds, and not in Susan's eyes 

Or Marco's Hfe, the worth or beauty lies: 

For she, in flat-nosed China, would appear 

As plain a thing as Lady Anne is here ; 

And one light joke at rich Loretto's dome 

Would rank good .Marco with the dainn'd at Bomc. 

There *» no deformity so vile, so base. 
Thai 't is not somewhere thought a charm, a grace; 
No foul reproach that may not steal a boani 
From other suns, to bleach it to esteem !' 

> > Tlie partii-ular bulk, oamber. fiQore, and luotioa of ibe parts of 
fiiT or •now arv rrtlly la ibfm. whetber any one perivlTa ibcm or not, 
ami tbcp'forc! ihft nay Itn called raal qaalilies beeao^a ibry really 
dxitt in thn^e hoilift ; bui lisbi. beat, whIteBe>«. or coldaeu. are do 
more rvnlly in ifaem tbiin cirkaea or pain U in manna. Takir away 
ihr »rnwit!on n( ibem ; let not ibe eye mw light or coloar*. aor tbe 
(>ar4 bear toundi, let ihc |taiaie not laiie, aor ibenu«etmell.nnd all 
ooloort, ia»((!«, aloar*. and ■oontU, a« ibny aretacb particalar idea*, 
vdnikb and rease.«— Lrft«:iiE, book ii, cbap. 8. 

Ui>hop ilerkeley, it it well known, ettendeii tbii dorlriae eren to 
primary qualilira, and aupitounl that naitor ilcelf bat but an Idoal 
rxiaipni-e. How •ball wi* apply ibe bi«bip'» tlii.-«>ry lo thai period 
which premded the formatina of man, wLh-o our iy*iem of «eutllda 
thine* viat produ.-ed, and the tan ihoiMi. and ibe waii*rt flowed, 
withiinl any leminnt b«in(j to wiincci ibem? The •{leiiator. whom 
Wfaiaton (upplim, will •raniely w\re the difHcniiy : > To «pi-ak By 
mind freoly, • sayt he. ^ I Iwliere that the .)feMia« w8» ibereacioaily 
pn-icni.* — See WauToM. oj the Montic Crtattvm. 

■ D<N>tia* employ* this argument of tbe S-vplict, among bis conto- 
latory reflectioni a|iaii the emptiness of fame. «(Jnidqaod dlvarsa- 
ram i;eniium mores iatur se atqne insiiiuu dis4mrdant, at (jaod apmi 
alios lande.apad alios •upplido. difpiam jBdirelarT>--Lili. ii, prosa 
7.— Many amusian lastan.-es of diversity, in ibeUstes, maaners, and 
morals of dirfvrvnt natiuas. may In- frtand throngboai tbe works uT 
that interesting sra|iiic La 3foibe le Va^er.— Sec bis Opasrala N«p- 
tlque, bis trraltse « de la Secie Sccptlqae,* and, above all, iboaeDis- 



igS 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Ask, who is wtteT — you '11 find the wlf-uine man 
A M^ in France, a madman in Japan ; 
And here tome head beneath a mitre swdlt, 
Which there had tinelod to a cap and belh: 
Nay, there may yet some monstrous region he. 
Unknown to Cook, and from Na|>olenn free, 
^Vhere C*8tl'r**(;h woold for a patriot pass. 
And mouthing M*lgr*ve scarce be deem'd an ass! 

• List not to reason,* Epicurus cries, 

m But trust the senses, there conviction lies:* — * 

Alas! tAe)r judge not by a purer light. 

Nor keep their fountains morcuntingcd and bright: 

Habit so mars them, that the Russian swain 

Will sigh for train-oil while he sips champagne; 

And health so rules them, that a fever's heat 

Would make even Sh'r'd'n think water sweet! 

Just as the mind the erring sense * believes, 
Tlie erring mind, in turn, the sense deceives, 

logiMS, BOt to be fonad !■ bU worka, wblrfa be pnhlUbed ander ibe 
nioM of Uonitiat Tabero.—Tbr cbiefohjectioa to tbrae writing* of 
La Vayer(aBd it la a blenith wbicb, I tbiak, may be felt io tbe Etprii 
da* I^is), It iba aasidcieai obacarlt j of ibe aoareM from whicb ba 
freqneatly drew* hi* iaitaane*. and tbe iodi*cr{miBate ase which be 
maluMof the iowest popalaoe of thR library, tbo«e lyiag traTi-ller* 
and woadarHBoagrr*, of whom Sbaftetbary complain*, in hi* Advico 
to as Aathor, a* hwinf leaded in hi* own time to the diffaaion of a 
very vlcioa* sort ofujepticiam. Vol. 1, p. iSi. The Pyrrhoniun of 
Le Vayer, however, U of the moet iaBOceat aad playfal kind ; end 
Vlilcaiandy, the aaihorof Seepiicl»ma* Debailata*, exempu him 
■paelaily in the dedaratioa of war which he draoaace* agaiatt ibe 
oilier armed neatraU of the •e.'t, la coB*lderation of the orthodox 
limit* withia which ha hB*coaSned hit iniTedaiity. 

* Thia waa alao the creed of thoae modem Epieareaaa. whom If Ibob 
de I'EDckM otdleoted aroaad bar in the llae dea Toaraeilm, and wboan 
oltjart aeem* to have beea to dei-ry tbe Ga«'aliy of raatoa, aa teading 
only to embamaaottr aaeof pleafare*. wiibuul ooabliag a*. la any 
degree, tosToid their ahuae. Madame de* llonlifre*. the fair pfipil 
of De« Barreaux in the aru of poetry and TolnplaoatBeaa, ha* deroti^ 
moat of ber vrraea to thia iaadable parpoa«i, aad ia *ach a determin- 
ed foa to rea*OB, that, in uaeof her pa*iorala. abe coogratalataa ber 
■ keep on the want of it. St Evreoaoot apeak* thu* oa tbe aahject : 

Ua mi^laage iacvrtalo d'eaprit et de malidre 
Roaa fait vivra arec trop oa tn^ pen de lumiere. 

?(ainre, ^lATe-nona k la rlart^ dea aoget, 
Oa nonaabaiae aa •eB*de*aimpletaaiB*aas. 

Which aeBiiment* I have thaaTentarod to paraphraae: 

Had B*aa beea made, at aatar«*'a birth, 

or oaiy flaoM or oaiy earth. 

Had be bec>a form'd a perfect whole 

or purely fAof, or grossly tU$, 
Than aeese woaid a<*'er have dooded aoaJ. 

Nor aoal reatrnin'd the senses' blim. 
Oh happy ! bad his iioht Iteen strong, 

Or had be noTer shared a iiQbt, 
Whirh barn* enoegh to thow be 'a wrong. 

Yet BOt eaoogh to lead him right 1 



* Sea thoae verses apoa tbo fallacioasaessof the seaaea. boglaain;; 
■ Fallaal aoa 04»li,> etc. anMMi|{ thu fragments of Petrooias. Tbv 
moat soaptical of the ancient poeu was Enripidrs, and I defy lb** 
whole ai^ool of Pyrrko to prodnce a mure ioQenlous doubt than the 
fMlowlag: 

Tt« J' otdJiv tf ?»p» rouy b x£xi?jT«c Oxvstv, 

To ^riv 0*1 ^wsoiitiv «5-|. — See Laert. in Pyrrh. 

BocfBt aa and Plato wera the gvaad soaroaa of andent aeepUtiam. 
(Uoero lella as (de Oratar. lib. HO, that tbay sapplied Xroeailaa with 
tbedoctriaas of the Middle Academy; aad how muah ihcwi rasemblH 
the tcaaca of the Sneplira, may be aeen evea ia Sexia* Empiricaa 
(lib. I, cap. 33). who, with all hb dhtineiloaa, caa ararcwiy prove aay 
diflbcaaoa. Oae la aorry to iad that Epicaras waa a dogmatiat ; aad 



And cold disgust can find but wrinkles there, 

Where passion fancies all that 's sniiKitli and fair. 

* * * *, who sees, upon his pillow laid, 

A feoe for which ten thousand poimds were pnid. 

Can tell, how quick before a jury flies 

The spell lluit mock'd the warm seducer's eyes ! 

Self is the metliiim least refined of all 

Through which opinion's starching beam can fall; 

And, passing there, tlie clearest, steadiest ray 

Will tinge its light and turn its line astray. 

Th' Ephosian smith a holier charm espied 

In Pian's toe, than all his heaven beside; ' 

And true religion sliines not half so true 

On one good living as it sliines on two. 

Had W — Ic — 1 first been pcnsion'd by the Tlironc. 

Kings would hsve suffered by his praise alone; 

And P — ine periiaps, for something snug per ann., 

Ilad laugh'd, like W— 11— sly, at aU HigliU of Man ' 

But 't is not only individual minds 

That habit tinctures, or that interest blinds; 

Whole nations, fonl'd by falsi^hood, fear, or pride, 

Tlieir ostrich-heads in self-illusion hide: 

Thus England, hot from Denmark's smoking meads, 

Turns up her eyes at Gallia's guilty deeds; 

Tlius, selfish still, the same dishonouring chain 

She binds in Ireland, slie would break in Spain ; 

While praised at distance, but at home forbid, 

Hebels in Cork arc patriots at .Madrid ! 

Oh ! tnist me, Self can cloud the bri|;htest cause. 

Or gild the woral; — and then, for nations' laws! 

Go, good civilian, sliut thy useless book. 

In force alone for laws of nations look. 

f^'t shipless Danes ami whining Yankees dwell 

On naval rights, with (irotiusaud Vattell, 

While C — bb — t's' pirate code alone appears 

Sound moral sense to England and Algiers! 



I rather think hit naiaral temper woald have led him in th** rr|Mi 
of scopticlam, If the Stoica, by tbeir Tioleatopposttloo. badaoi fiim 
him to Ite aa obsiioaie a* tbemselTM. lB<le«d INMiart4, ia rpfionii 
aoBMof bia opialona, rt^preseats him asdriiverins ihem with eoai 
derable heaitatioa. liniXOvfiOf OUOK'J a:T9yCVGa9/S(T7 JTM' 
iXOfJLtvOi T^U evJli;(9^SV0i/. Do Placit. Pbilosoph. lib. 
rap. i3. Seealsotbe aist and aad cfaaptrrs. Rat that the leadli 
characteristic* of the S4h:4 were selF-safMcieacy and dofmatiaai. ai 
peara from what Civero aaya of Vellaiaa, De N'atar. Daor.— «Ta 
Velleiaa, Ideatar aaae, at aoleat iati, nihil um varans qaam ae 4 
bilare aliqna de ra videretar.* 

' See Acta, chap, xix ; where every line reaUeds oae of those i 
verrnd craflsmea who ara so ready to cry oat— « The cliar4;h is 
daBger!* 

• For a oertalB msa aamed Dometrias, a siUenmltb. whirh ma 
silver shriaua for Uiaaa, liroBijht nu saaail gain aniu ihr crafUBMi 

• Whom be ualle:i toHeiber, with the workmea of like uccapatin 
aad laid. Sirs, ye know that Ly this craft wu have oar wealib : 



• Ro that BOt only this «»ur (Taft is iik.-ly to be set at oiMigl 
bat also ihat the temple of the ^rrat fiuddeaa Diana ahoold be d 
«pi*ed,« etc. etr. 

■ With most of this writer's taller pnlitirs Icoafess I foel a mr 
hearty ooBcurrrnce, and p«*rhaps, iff were an Enjli^hoyin, my piirii 
mlRht lead me to aoi|aiesce in tbai system of law less, anlimited aoi 
reigBty, which he claim* so l>oldly for hisuoantry at aea; bal, vir 
ing ihd qaestlon somewhat more disloteresiedly, and a* a friend 
lh«* romaH» rigbla of mankind. I lannot bflp tbiokiiig that I 
doetrlaas which be awialained apon tbe l^tpeuhagea e«pndiii< 
aad the didereaoeB with Amerira, wuaU <mabli»h a apfvie* *4 m 
rillme tyranny, as diMreiiltaltle to the rharactf r of Engtaad, a* 
woald ba galUag BBd aajast to the other aatioas of tha wurU. 



THE SCEPTIC. 



Ir> iTii- StfVpCk. u lliav TmrtJ flav% 
uni> ■•■■ ■»(!«• thriiK tbi- iMlm nF pniM ! 




i.-ML,t>, ■1i,-w.>H,r.1>.'»il.l.'riiiHni»w,> 

~ ..r liii.liti;:. i)m.ii,;li >!■. Hi-nir iid)>, 

1).. .l..ul.-...flrm.|iiillrjrDiii||raB, 

—\.i —•■■■•' I'Ui muni'luiuay iluiiiliemt' 
I i.iiti-'1f, unli (uny pnH'it.<ln«K 



V..T nK ,>.Tli;i|>. lli«P.rk-flan^4,«y nporu, 
To pp.i^ ih.il Kn|:Lin>l lriuni|ili'il .in lU mu 
Wliiirli fuuul br.T Jiinirt* jixl anl Eiin>|H'. • 



l,ik<r Si-v.i'i. {rj dnme,. iwli!le hilli MuhI 
Villi liijlii. nFfinry nnil ih l^irnii nF prirle, 
TIkh, iwliinR, Diiiiel^t Willi 111,- nl.lin,„n, tUh 
.Vnv Kinh iHir|M iIh- n'Mrr i>f thr' aliy, 
.Voir SrvUM lUB Ilir (.illry iibnrt liy; 
.V.iHiwliinnnriMbninill' heinrWi |Kn, 

^^ <- ihhih ihr )u.T .rf !!■.:,»'. ItiHgioDi "un. 
S-Miii- Ikny'H Duijir liHirli lb.- ilnani anHiuUs. 

TliriHiKli rjir-l«ai ihniiin nF fi^rmn- Jan, 
S.-I11I- lir— mill— .1 1 Frhii iIk nmli. mcin abh 



f JuTi'''u^Jl'lk^ri''.Vj'.l'l^^Zi1''T.!".!;i'"»'^'^ 
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MOORE'S WOBRS. 



Hail, modait ignoniiire! diou ^oal and prize. 
Thou Luc, best knowledf^ of tlie humbly wile! 
Hail, sceptic eaw '. wheo erroK* waves are past. 
How sweet to reach thy tranquil port ' at last. 
And, gently rock'd in undulating doubt. 
Smile at tlie sturdy winds which war without ! 
TVre gentle diarity, who knows how frail 
Tlie bark of Virtue, even in summer's gale, 



1 



Sits by the nightly fire, wboae beacon ^o«n 
For all who wander, wbedter friends or fnea ! 
TItere Faith retires, and keeps her white sail furf4. 
Till call'd to ^read it for a purer world; 
While Patwnce lingen o'er the weedy shore, 
And, mutely wailing till the storm be o'er, 
Turnx to young Hope, who still direcis his nrr 
To some blue spot, just breaking in the sky ! 



tinltrly lib. II. cap. ?. i, wbere he will Sad the pr«die tort of fire 1^,^^ are the mild, the blest associates giren 
•Memiaed in wkiA wicked tplriu are to be Imrecd brofter. j^ j^^^ ^,^^ doubtS, and IrUSiS IB BOUght bul Hons 

' •Chrra Scepliqae. doace pAiare de mob aiae. el I enique port ■ ^ ^* 

de nlat Ji aa ecprit qai aiae le reput !• La Motaa lb Vatkm. I 



i^tien ot fSinatveon, 



DEDICATION. 



TO mS BOT4L HIGBKESS 

THE PRINCE OF WALES. 



Sib, — In allowing me to deilicatc this work to your 
Royal Higlinow, you have rnnf^Tred U|»on me an ho- 
nour which I fvcX very Mtn^lMy ; and ] Iia%-o only to 
regret that the pagc« wliich you have iIiuh distinguii>hcd 
are not more dt'terring of kucIi illustrious patronage. 
Relieve me, Sir, 

With evi-ry ft<*nlinu'nt of rexpuct. 
Your Royal IliglincM's 

Very grateful ami devoted Servant, 

TIIO.MAS >I(X)RE. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be necessary to uicnlion that, in arnin^^ing 
liic (M(^ the Translator has adoptiul the ordrr of (In; 
Vatican MS. For ilioso who wisli Ut rcfcr to the ori- 
ginal, he has preSxi.'d an Imlox, which maik« the num- 
ber of each ode in lUmcs and the other editions. 
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AN ODE 

BY THE TKANSLATOB. 



EDI pootjois rmmoif 
Tr.l^j TTOT* h fit\t^nS 
'ti^xpot ytkuv (XfftTO, 
Me9ucjv Tc XXI 'k'jpt^v 
Xfifi flruTOv oi ^ tpont; 
'A7a>0( avvtyopeumcv' 
O ^skr, ra rr,i Ku9r,piK 

O Of >CUXa TZ0pfUp0l9t 

£p(A<c f f^v yfjoovra* 
'H & Occuiiv ovaffoa, 
Z04*IH ror' c( oXu/iirou 
£99^9' Avax/scovroe, 
E9e/c«i>93i roui tpenxg, 
Tro/ueocsevffac; tcTrc* 
2spi, J* «« Avaotf «ov?a 
T«v ffopftrrfltTOv ecrravrwv, 
K9I><9U9CV ol aopi^flu, 
T«, yt/»«v, TMV ^ov /<tv 
Toe* f/MMt, T« Aucuy, 
&' eux 2/U191 x/coTfCv c^Aixa; ; 
Tt pur^tta Ti« l^uSripnSt 
Tc xuTf^Oia rou Auatoc/, 
Acct •/ tTpUfffiOLf qc^v, 

0;m s/cev >ax«*v a&trov ; 

Mrrt i\/9XipMvtf f^pt, 
'Oti, S-w, «oy •/ «vic/ fitv, 
*0 a»oo*TBtTOj dcaovTwv 

f 

Tlapx TMV vopMv xa>0v^c* 

llrra Tfliv xecXfliiv /jvancuv 
Api^LOK oil T(/»irva itat^M, 

Qi ^upti yoipt «A«*^ *»^/^ 
kmrtvtt fi9¥0Uf tp^nat' 
*OdSi /SxoTou yaX»jviri» 
♦i>cuy /MO^LfCS 7rery«rfli»y, 
Ou evf 0( /ucW;»; <c/tc ; 
Tic 94fvrtpos /uv c^t ; 



REMARKS 

• ON 

ANACREON. 



Thbib is rery little known with certainty of the life of 
Anacreon. Chamslcon Ileracleotes, * who wrote upon 
the tubject, has been lost in the general wreck of an- 
cient literature. The editors of the poet have collected 
the few trifling anecdotes which are scattered through 
the extant authors of antiquity, and, supplying the de- 
ficiency of materials by fictions of their own imagina- 
tion, they have arranged, what they call, a life of Ana- 
creon. Tliese specious fabrications are intended to 
indulge that interest which we naturally feci in the bio- 
graphy of illustrious men; but it is rather a dangerous 
kind of illusion, as it confounds the limits of history 
and romance,' and is too often supported by unfaith- 
ful citation. 3 

Our poet was bom in the city of Teos, in the delicious 
region of Ionia, where every thing respired voluptuous- 
nesA. 4 The time of his birth appears to have been in 
the sixth century before Christ,^ and he flourished at 
that remarkable period when, under the polished ty- 
rants llipparrhus and Polycrates, Athens and Samos 
were the rival asylums of genius. The name of his 
father is doubtful, and tlicrcfore cannot be very inter- 
esting. Ills family was perhaps illustrious, hut those 
who discover in Plato that he was a descendant of the 
monarch Codrus exhibit, as usual, more seal than accu- 
racy.* 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recommended 
him to the monarch of Samos, and he was formed to 
be the friend of such a prince as Polycrates. Suscep- 
tible only to the pleasures, he felt not tlie corruptions 
of the court; and while Pythagoras fled from the ty- 
rant, Anacreon was celebrating his praises on the lyre. 
>Ve are told too by MaximuA Tyrius, that by the influ- 
ence of his amatory son(pi ho softened the mind of 
Polycrates into a spirit of benevolence towards his sub- 
jects.? 

* lie itqoMed l>y AikeBVUt gv Tft» Ttt/il T9U A-JCOtptOVTOi . 

* Tbe HUiory of Aaacrro*. Iiy Xoa'tiear Garoa (Ic poSt« mm lird) 
it prormtrdly a roaaaaoe : aur «Jnn Madrmoitelle Scadari, froa «1m« 
b« borrowed the idea, prriead lo liitiorical vefaciiy ia h«:r aoeoaoi 
of \aacrrOB and Sap|ibo. Tbr«e. ibea, are allowable. Eat how eaa 
Raraa tie forgiTra, who, with all the coaSdcaoa of a biofrapWr, 
tracsi ever; wanderitifi of the poet, and setile* him la hit old a(* at 
a conalry i ilia near Ti^ ? • 

> Tbr learaed Sloaiieor Bayle ha* detected loae iaSdalitlca of 
qaotatioa ia h» Fe*re. See Dicji^mmHlft UiMtorl^me, etc. Mada»a 
Dader i« aot Bore arrarair ikaa ber father : they have aiaMMl Made 
Anarreoa priaae aaiaittrr to the nooan-h of Samoa. 

* Thfl Aiiatici wereai remarkable for neaiat at for laiary. • la- 
Reaia Vtiatica inrUia permeate* fe-ere pc-iir, Anacreoa, ladeSiai- 
aerma* rt Aatimachu*,* fir. — Soliaat. 

■ I have aot attempted lo deSaa the panlcalar Olympiad. b«l 
have adopted the idea of Rayle, who tayt. • Je a'ai puiat mat^ni^ 
d'Dlympiade ; rar, poar an homate qai a vAti 15 aat. II aMtemble 
qae i'oa oe dolt point t'eafrrmer daa* d«t heraet •! /iroltea.* 

* Thit mitiaka la foaaded oa a fal*e iaterpreuikm of a vety ol» 
« ioat ftatMre in Plato't Dialofiae oa Temperance : it orlsiaated with 
Madame l>arier, aad bat beea received implirttljr by many. Hail, 
a laie editor of \aacreoa, teemi in dsim to himM'lf the aM^i of 
deteitiao ibi^ error; bat Bayle had oUerted it before him. 

7 Avax^c cviv Ssutsc no^jxcarr,-^ ii^-Jte^yt. — %ixim. 
Tyr. MHt. a.. !iailma* Tyria* mratiea* thit amooR other lattaana 
uf the iaflBeaea of poetry. If Gail had read laaimaa Tyriat, h«w 
coaid ha rklioile thU Idea ia Skatoaaet. at BMatheatb-ated T 

36 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



The amours of the poet and the riraldiip of the ty- 
rant * I shall pass over in silence; and there are few, I 
presume, who will rejjTct the omission of most of those 
anecdotes, which the industry of some editors lias not 
only promulged but discussed. Whatever is repugnant 
to modesty and rirtuc is considered in ethical science, 
by a supposition very favourable to humanity', as im- 
possible; and this amiable persuasion should be much 
more stronglv entertained where the transgression wars 
with nature as well as virtue. But why are we not al- 
lowed to indulge in the presumption ? \V1iy are we 
officiously reminded that there have been such instances 
of depravity ? 

nipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the 
power which his father Pisistratus had usurped, was 
one of those elegant princes who have polishe<l the 
fetters of their subjects. He was the first, according to 
Plato, who edited the poems of Homer, and com- 
manded them to be sung by the rhapsodists at the ce- 
lebration of the Panathenara. As his court was the ga- 
laxy of genius, Auacrc-on sliould not be absent. Uip- 
parchus sent a Itarge for him ; the poet embraced the 
invitation, and the muse« and the loves were wafted 
with him to Athens. ' 

Tlie manner of Anacrcon's death was singular. We 
are told that in the ei(;hry-fifth year of his age he was 
choked by a grape-stone;^ and however we may smile 
at their enthusiastic partiality, who pretend that it was 
a peculiar indulgence of Heaven, which stole him from 
the world by this easy and characteristic death, we can- 
not help admiring that his fate should be so emlilema- 
tic of his disposition. CtHus Cilcagninus alludes to 
this catastrophe in the following epitaph on our poet : 4 

Tbca. hallow 'd *«{«. iboMt lip« «hirli poor'd^aloos 
The tweetest lapMt of the cyfpict't tob%, 

A gnp« hai rl<M«d for ev^r ! 
Dere let the ivy ki»« the |>oet't tooih, 
Bere let lli« roM be loved «iib UareU bloom. 

In beod* ibat ne'er •ball icTer! 

Eat far be thon. oh! far. unholy Tim*, 

ly whom the faronrite miniirel of the Xine 

Expired bit rucy l>rejlb ; 
Thy Goid himself now Mathe* in ronfen, 
Cnholy vine! be freli be lure* tbee le«a. 

Since poor .Vn-;creon't deaib: 

< In the roaaance of Cielia. the anecdote to whii4i I allnde It told 
of a yoang girl, with whom Anacreon felt in lore, while the per- 
tooatmi the god Apollo in a ma*k. Bat here Xademoitelle Sender! 
ooatnlted nature more than iraih. 

' There it a very iaterettinj Frernb poem founded upon thit 
•needote, imputed to DrtyTetanx, and called • Anarreon Cito;en.« 

* Fabridat appears not to truti very implicitly in tbit ttory :— 
■ L't* paaaar acino tandem tnlTocatnt, tic rcdimut Suidv in iivo- 
77dTY;> ; alii enim hoc mortis Kenere perisse tradunt Sopbodem.* 
Fabricii Bibliolhec. GrtK. Ii!>. ii. cap. iS. It most be contested 
that Lndaa. who lellt at th«i Sophocles wat choked by a c***?^ 
stone, in the very tame treatise mentions the longevity of .Vnacreon, 
and yet It tilent on the aunaer of hit death. Could be have been ig- 
aoraatof aach a reawrWable coinridem-e, or knvnring, cduld he have 
B.*gl«c(«d to reawrk ilT See Re^nier't Introduction to his Anacreon. 

* At le, taacte aeaex, acinat sab urum misit; 

Cygnec dansit qui tibi vocis iter. 
Voa, baJarv, tamainm, tamuium voa, ciagite laari: 

Hot rosa perpctao veraet odora io«-o : 
At vilis procal hinc, procul bine udioca faoessat, 

Qmp ciaaam dirv protolit, uva. neds, 
Creditur ipse minus viiem jam Ban-hat amare, 

la vaicm tantam qac fait ansa nefas. 

Grilas Catcagainas has traaslated or imiuied the epi.-Traau ttf zyjlf 
nupWJOi ^SUV, which are giTea nadcr the aaoteof Aaacreoa. 



There can scarcely be imagined a more delipkM 
tliemc for the warmest speculations of fancy i» 
upon, than the idea of an iniercourK be twe ej 
and Sappho. I could wish to believe thai tfaev ..«» 
contemporary: any thought of an inlerchanfre beffnea ' 
hearts so congenial in warmth of pasnion and debnrr \ 
of genius gives such play to the ima^nation, thsi te J 
mind loves to indulge in it: hot the visaon disaolves be* ' 
fore historical truth ; and Cbama4eon and I krimm ian. ! 
who are the source of the suppoailion, are coosideral ! 
as having merely indidged in a poetical anachreaiia.* I 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet froai ik ' 
tone of sentiment which pervades his works, is Hae» 
times a very fallacioiu analogy : but the soul of in> > 
crcon speaks so uneqtuvocally through his odes, ibil < 
we may consult them as the faithful mirmrs of k» 
heart.' We find him there the elegant volupiufv. 
diffusing the seductive cliarm of sentiment over p»> ■ 
sions and prepensities at which rigid moraliir ^M ! 
frown. His heart, devoted to indolence, seems le ddak ', 
that there is wealth enough in happiness, bat scUmi 
happiness enough in wealth ; and the cheerfulnew mk - 
which he brightens his old age is interesting aod ca- 
dearing : hke his own rose, he is fragrant even in derav. 
But the most f»eculiar feature of his mind is that km 
of simplicity which he attributes to himself so verrM- 
ingly, and which breathes characteriuically tkroafb 
all that he has sung. In truth, if we omit those lirei 
in our estimate which ethnic religion not onlvcoaiiireii 
at, but consecrated, we shall say that the dispasitioo cf 
our poet was amiable; his morality was reLued, b«t 
not abandoned ; and Virtue with her aonc kKwened 
may be an emblem of the character of Anacreon.' 



* BamesIscoBTlacedof thesynrhronisaof . 
bat very sraiaitouaiy. In citinff his aath«rlUca, b h atnaft tte 
he nejIecteJ the line whirhFalTins frslaaa haaqsMudU Mof Aa 
rreon, aasong the testimonies to Sappho: 

Etui )a5ijv ttssLCOLi Zxr,fur.xpOfJ9v ieS-jftntrt. 

Fabricins thinks that they might have baaa ooatsayerary. bai m 
sidert their amour as a tale of ima|;inatioB. Vouaiaa njtcm i 
idea entirely: as alto Oiaus Barrich:na, etc. 

' An Italian poet, in some verses oa Belleaa'a ttaaalatiaa of As 
rreon, pretends to imagine that our banl did ■•• fn«| h bo wiai 

Lymm. Venerrm, Cnpidiae mqa e 
Senev Intit Ananreon poeta. 
Srd quo iem|K>re ne.- capacioren 
Ro|fal>at ryathot. nee inqnietia 
Lrel-aiur amoril-ut, ted ipais 
Tantam vprtihas et jods amabat, 
Nullum prv se habiinm (ereas aawfla- 

To l^vr and Bacchus, ever Toaag , 

^liile sace Anacreon toach'd lk« lyn. 
Ho neither foit the loves he snn|f, 

Nor till'd his bowl lo Bacehaa 
Those flowery days had fiaded loag. 

Wh<>^a youth could art the lover's 
And pastion Irrmbled In his ana«{. 

Bnt never, never reach'd hia 



I Aaacreon's rharacter has heea Tarioaaly 
gerson it witheaibusia»tir admiration, bat ha la aiwaya •«««>- '. 
gant. if not sometime* even piofane. Xonaiear Balilet. «h» m • 
the oppoiite rxtreme, eYa(;i;eratr« too mach ik« taaiiaoaisa whM 
he has roBsolted ; and «e cannot sarely agrra with Wa wWa hodlm i 
sorb a o.mpiK*r as Athena us, as ■ nn des plaa aaTaaa crIlifMB * ' 
raaiiqniie.*— Jncemfut des Savant. M.C. V. j 

Barnes could not ha«errad the patsaseio which he ivfet«,«htaV j 
aorusesLe Fev re of ha v in j censured our poet's i:har»rtcT iaaaasraa ■ 
Longinos: the note in queition is manifest iroav. ia«ll«*i^ lasSBt ' 
reprrbentioo wbi. h Lr Fevr« bad suffered for hisAaamoa ; asri ilb I 
evident that pr.iise rather than Pleasure is tatiaMicd. S 
Valpins de I'tiiitatr Poutices. who viodicntoa oar poa«*a 
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<if h« perKsii a.Qcl phyhio|;noiay time has preserved 
■rb mreruin ntcmoriaU, Uiat perhaps it were better 
•c M«c tbit pencil to fancy; and few can read the Odes 
4 AaarrvuB wicfaout imagining the form of the ani- 
eld bard, crowned i»iih roses, and singin§ to thu 



iHer tke Tcrf enthusiastic eulogiums bestowed by 

j« mricBt* and modems upon the poems of Ana- 

r-m.* me need not be diffident in expressing our 

"a^-Tans^ aC tlictr beauty, nor hesitate to pronounrc 

%rm tbe inn»i polished rirmains of antiqiiiry. ' They 

I.-* ftfi hfuuiy, ail enrhanimrnt.4 He steals ns so in - 

'•mS^t along ivith him, tliat wc sympathize even in 

la etfT^mesL. In liis amatory odes there i^ a dclirary 

tf ---^mplunent not to he found in any other nncicnl 

im. Law at that period was rather an unrefined enio- 

'm ftod ih« ■niercourse of tlie scies was animated 

»<r« bv pa»ion tlian sentiment. They knew not thoiu; 

•=V imderneMfiesft which form the spiritual part of af- 

-<^jnn . their ei^presaion of fcelin]; was therefore rude 

kj ' uBTxned, and the poetry of Love deprived of its mo«t 

i3«ivaitii|r i^rarcs. Anarreon, however, attaint some 

tin* ef this f;a1laDtrT ; and the same dclicary uf mind 

*'>ir^i led him to lhi« refinement prevented him fnmi 

'> tmi; lo ilie freedom of lanfriiage, wtiich has sullinl 

' ■• ( igirK nf all the other ptK'ts. Ilin desrription^ are 

*tnn. Nut the marmth i^ in the ideas, not the word «. 

H- > «;^rln-«- without beln(; wanton, and ardent wiihnut 

'■1^: hofntiouA. His poetic invention '» ni<Mt brilltiindy 

''^•(iTr-1 in th<Me alle{;orical fiction^ which so niiiny 

- *- cn'1u*j^oured to imitate, because all have confevunl 



J Va*«** Fab^r. is kit ilmrrfptioa of ib^ rain of L'rtinai. men- 

uik a hr»4 am m very hpiatifal i-onwlian. which br fta|>|K>>^4 via* 

a >« ,t a r'.mit M ■«■<• adaiircr of the pn^i. In the Ii-onoi;ri|)hid uf 

J.- a tt^rv ia a toalhfal head of Aaairron fruui ■ Greiian uirsUI, 

« & 'kr \r^\rt% TLlOS aniand ii ; on ibf> rrTrr»e ihcr^ {« o >i-|»- 

I-. - b<^ldin|: a ftp««r ia hi* rl^hl hnad, and a dnlphin in tbi* ii*fi, 

■ t- fe» •i««l n \NO\, inMTilird, * TOlendut-i denuiart* (kajiCn- 

>« •fc«* {•rllvcJiiadini ia rooUuteroiahitaoredi-l >uni^iiuiMiiiioi.t 

p^-i.- Th«fv ik alioaaAaj ib«? miat of Di> WiKleiinc whii-li. ihi>uj;h 

**«'• ao vftqv. wat probably clrack lo ihu n^aiory of AnarrooQ. 

• feaa rh' ««r-l "I HIllN, i-ai-lrrlnl fillban Ivy rmwn. • Al i|ui<ln] 
-^. . h«v<irmBH ^DBimiam. wibilfm lyricamT — DfU'iKlr. 

W* ■!•• iIm^ wbirh arr r»UBi, hf wroir hynns i>lf,;i4<», f|ii- 
-^B> '1 . 'b«me *4 ih** apiRtaBt tliii e\i*i. Iiiirari> ailudi-i to 

• >»m ^ bia ■I'Oa ibc ritairy of Urcpaad l*rnriu|M< in iIm* an'<-4-- 
4- ■• I Umit* lib. i, od. 17. The M-boli:itt u|Mia Mirandrr riir* 

• '-« -»^Bi tr.tm * poem opoa »len* ''T Aaarrvon, and aiiril>aU-» !•> 
I « «>^ kc a Bi«>diiinalirc-ali*r. Falgeaiin* mcnliont a wurk of 
- • 1^ * tkr «ar bnweeo Jnpitvr and ihe Tltanf. an-l ihr »rijin 

' ■ ■ •w^rraiiiiB of Ibr r«i;li*. 

^M' lk-ri-». Vasiiaa* Tyriat, «tr. > Hit »lylr (layt Siali^rO I* 

■■•^;,rv ibaa lb* jaL-r of thr ladiaa rved.- Po«'tirr«, lib. i. t-jfi. 4{. 

i -« Khf ■'••»'•« of bis wcraat (m)* tllaa* Rurriibiaa) ibn amirnu 

-1 «-^ ••• bin iba rpilhct* a«c«l, detioair, Kraivfui.* rtr. Hit- 

--avvi-* VaJrtai^, 4e Ptieli*, di««. a. — 8cali;;rr a(;ain prjikr* 

« ■ I |-«B . kpfwhiag of ib^ fktMi^ or ado, • Aaai-rron auif m nun 

>- ia. J*4.i bv fM.tAr,^ mhI rtiaa ia ipaia nella.-— Srt* ihf |iat«4 ;«• 

'K*;.ia. ^awini byaliibefdiiora. I naaoioaiil cliiaj; ib<> fiillnM- 

V vvry »p>rii»<d apoairopbr of ibe aaihor of tb« (Uinateniary |irr- 

)v4 M ibr ^ar«arditioa : ■ (I TOi, lahliBM^ aaliar. ^o«, .\|M>lliiii* 

> taai fai paai aaaai Alcaaarm In iota Hflladp Nricani |HM-«ini 

-.anviiaaiit, ralaiMii. aM|>lt1lraati«. i|a«in tw« an alia* ttni|iiam lii- 

v<^ isaPB (lai Triocaaiorl vrl aalurv raadorr tvI meiri tnjiiuic 

.M'^aaa l^wripavril. • !(«« likmiM Viai-rnso4»ravini dflla il-i,;. I>i>- 

•4 libv« priMO. p. <i7. — Aaonff ibr llilraili dfl CaTalirr Marine, 

•M* iiwaaof .\aa.rMMi hee>«B'>i; (•iaijftrBi la fronn-. i-i.>. v\,\ 

* .tSv Bay p«T\ii>i«r.* laya Voaiia*, • ihai ibn iicratioii nf bit 

I— 4nM I «rry aiarh to tba (wrrinrH nf bit tl;b-.< lir;ii\ 

vaarh* the aaaar beaaly ia ■ note on tlir foriy-foiirib ii-ii-. 

T%% i(«rr «if iirraiion ia bii bkmI apfinipriatr itrarr. TIm> aii»li-rn 

af J««f«)lia aad laaia bava adiiftlrd U to an esi.r»« wbnh 



them (o lie ininiilable. Siniplicily is the distin^ishin(> 
feature* of these odt^, and they interent hy their inno- 
cence, while they faM-inale hy their beauty ; they are, 
indeed, the infants of the Mu^es, and may be said to lisp 
in numl>ers. 

1 shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality hy 
those who have read and fell the ori(;inaI ; but to others 
I nm ronscious that tliift should not Ik: the langua(*e of 
a Ir.inHJator, wIiom; fuint reflecti<in of these beauties can 
but little justify his admiration of them. 

In the af;o of Anarrcon music and )K)etry were inse- 
paniMc. TlieHi; kindred tah'nLs were for a long time 
asH^u-iali'd, and (he poet always sung his own com|>o- 
siiions to (he lyre, it is probable that they were not 
xet (o any regular air, but rather a kind of musical n- 
ritatifui, which wa's varied according; to the fancy and 
fe(:Iin{;s of the moment.' The poems of Anacreon were 
MUi); at ban<|uets aK late an the time uf Aulus Gellius, 
who tells iLs thai he he.ird one of the od<!S performed al 
a birth-day entcrlainnient.' 

The sin{;itlar lH.'auty of our poet's style, and |>erhapM 
the ciirL'tews fariliiy with which ho appears to have 
trilliil, ha«'e iniluco«l, as 1 rfmark<rd, a number of imi- 
tations. Some have succeeiled with wonderfid felicity* 
as may In; di>iciTne<l in the few odiA which are attri- 
buted to writers of a later {xTioil. But none of his 
cmidators have l»ecu so flan|;erous to his fame as those 
Gnirk (■«'cli-si.istirs of the early ajjis, who, conscious of 
inferiority to their pnitotvpck. delerniinetl on n*movin(; 
the poMkibility of conip.irivm, and, iin<lrr a Mrmblance 
of nior.il 7c.d. dc^lrovi-tl the most exquisite tnMsurcs of 
nntitpiilv. '^ Stpplio and Alr.Tiis were anion(; the vic- 
tims of thiH viol.ilion; ami tlu' hWiH:(est (lov^rrs of (]re- 
rian literature frjl licnL-ath the rude hand of ti'clesias- 
(ir.il prcstimplittn. It is inie (hey preteiideil that this 
K.it riiirr of i;cnius was r.inoni/efl hy thu interests of 
ri.'lij;ion; but I have aln-ady avsi(;nctl the most pmbablir 
uiotive: i ami if ('tre(;orius Na/iau/enus had nolv^Tittcn 
.Vnacrcoiitick, \%c uii;;ht now prrha|M have the works t>f 
(he Tei.m unniMtiLi(e<|, :ind In.- eni|Miwen?d to say ei- 
iillin(;ly with Horace. 

V< «i i]uiii oliai ln*it Anacrvoa 
Drli'Tii H-iat. 

The zeal bv whi«h tlicS4» bisho|is professe^l to be actu- 
ateil (jave birth more innocently, inilc<-il, to an absunl 

' In ibr Paris itliiion ibcn* arc fnur of tki- oricinal aW art lu 
iiiiitit-. ly i-iii/i'n» Li- >uf ur. (j0»mm-, ^rhul, ami i.bi-rBltial. ■ l^a 
ihJiilr liu I.Jtili <-t il<> I'llulirii,' MIJ* (■■lil, • qurlqurfiii* B^r maa* 
I1-. foirDiirc ; (|tii riuiMtbc* t|iif u«n« ni> rhjntiitn* ili'« uilft Itrr*'- 
i|iif* •- Tb*' ihriiiiijiii- If-jriiins "f ihi'n- ■iimiMKt-r* i* T«-ry nnJiki* 
wh.ii ««i' i*ri< litlil iif ibc* «im|>l<' Bti*li-dy uf ihi- aoiival*; aad ibrj 
li.iti' hII iiii*t.ik«-n ihi* acavnluaiion nf the «iir«l*. 

' T\f I'arma <-iinBi«-Dtali>i !• ralbiT can'trM ill rrfrrriaf; 1^ tbia 
l»a<'.a;;i- ol Vulu^tirlliu* (lib. ti\, «-a|i. 4^. — Tb- <Hir »am nol »nB|; 
b) ibr rbi-liirit iau Julianui, a« h** o^*. but bj ib«-iBiu»lr«U uf l<ulb 
i<- v<. «»bii wrri- iii(r<hlai-i-<l al ihf rncriainni'-Mt. 

' Si- ««b.i: <jibiuir«iii%, ill hi* • Literary Tii-J«iir -«.• hn» i|ui>ii'd 
fr >ni Mi-yiiiiii« J<- K\ilio, it may U- found in llatlf-r. l4>loBM*»iam. 
.i!'ttT I'iiin,; ibr |>a*«a(;f, u<IJ», «llaL anruivnlrj lara bvb |totyi bob 
a|<|Min«T«-.» 

• Wr ma^ in'rrriTf b^ ih** |ir,;innin.; «§( iht- lir»l bjaa of Bi»bo|i 

Syn ». liul hi- madr Aiiaimm auJ Na|>|ibo hit noiirU of loa- 

|iM«iliiiu. 

Ay £ US I, /r/»ia ^optiv/i, 

Mar.'.uolatand Ikamavcrnat w«-rr likr«iM< aalbort of yum^ ABJ^r*.- 

until-*. 
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•peciet of parody, as repngnant to piety as it i» to taste, 
where the poet of Toluptuousoeas was made a preacher 
of the gospel, and his muse, like the Venus in armour 
at Lacedsmon, was arraved in all the sereritios of 

• 

priestly instruction. Such waii the « Anacreon Recan- 
tatus,* by Carol us do Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, 
which consisted of a Sfries of palinodes to the sereral 
songs of our poet. Such loo was tlie Christian Ana- 
creon of Patri(;naniis. another Jesuit,' who preposle- 
roiuly tran^ferritl to a nio»t sacred subject all that Ana- 
creon had sung to festivity. 

His metre has been very frequently adopted by the 
modem Latin poets. S(-ali};er, Taubmannus, Barthius, ' 
and others, have evincetl that it i) by no means uncon- 
genial with that language.^ The Anacreontics of Sca- 
li(ier, however, scarcely de:Mrve the name; they arc 
glittering with conceits, and, tliou{;h often elegant, are 
always labouretl. The beautiful fictions of Angerianus,4 
have preserved, more happily than any, tlie delicate turn 
of those allegorical fables, which, frequently passing 
through the mediums of version and imitation, have 
generally lost tlieir fme:^! ravs in ihi.> transmiviion. Many 
of the Ita^an poets have sported on the subjects, and 
in the manner of Anacreon. Bernardo Tasso first in- 
troduced the metre, which was afterwards polished and 
enriched by Oiabriera and others.* If we may judge 
by the references of Degen, the German language 
abounds in Anacreontic imitations: and ll.igedom <• is 
one among many who ha«e assumed him as a model. 
I^ Farre, Chaulieu, and the other light poets of France, 
have professed too to cultivate the muse of Teos; but 
they have attained all her negli^^ence, with little of the 
grace that embellishes it. In the delicate bard of Schi- 
ras7we find the kindred spirit of Anacreon: some of 
his gaielles, or songs, possess all tlie character of our 
poet. 

We come now to a retros|)ect of the eilitions of .\na- 
crcon. To llenr\' Stephen we are indebted for having 
first recovered his remains from the obscurity in which 
they had reposetl for so ni.iny ages, lie found the se- 
venth ode, as we are told, on the cover of an old book, 
and communicatetl it to Victoriu», who mentions the 
circumstance in his u Various Readings.* Stephen 

' Tku, perbapi. t« tb« • J^*aiia quidm GrtFralnia allwled to 
by lUnft. mho ha« biin«rirmm|iot*-«l an AvoXSSViV X^(^{3CV9>, 
••■Ikonl u ibf re»t. liy| •imirMbul Mor- tkiifully r&cMnil«<d. 

' I luve M*rn ■ >ai«>wlwrr an aii^inut of tbo M^S. uf Birthlai, 
wriUfB joM aft^r bU dratb, m'a'n h mrntioii* maay man AAacreoa- 
des of hi* tba-i I bclirre bsTP cvrr li«ra pablubed. 

* TliM loo Albcrtat, a Daoikh ikm*! : 

Fidii tai ainitter 
Ga■d«^o «pio|irr rue 
Gaadrbu »^B|icr illi 
l.itarr tbur*> bbIm; 
Gand«.-bo •^m; cr ilium 
Laadarc puBiliilii 
Aaacrrooticiliu. 

See Uw Daniah Poeu oollrnrd by Ro>t,';aard. 
Thfe pretty liltleaeMet defy iraatiatioo. ncrc !•• vwj beaa- 
tif^l Aaatreoaiic by H*to Gruiia*. Sr« lib. i. Farrasiaia. 

* Fro« AB|:eriaaaa, Prior bat ukea bit aoat eiefaat aytholoQi- 
cal ••hjert*. 

* Scv <:re«iaib«Bi. Uiaioria della Volg. Poea. 

* • L'aiaable Uagedora laat «iaeli{a<;foi* Aaacreoa.* Dorat, Id/a 
da la Po^Hir Allrowade. 

' See Toderiai oa ibe Learaiag of tbe Tarka, at irao»L>t«d by 
Datioaraard.— Priace L^aieaiir bat madn tba Rattiaat acqaaiated 
witb Aaarteoa. See kit Life, pra&sad to • trutlatioaof hlaSatirat. 
by Iha Abbi de Goaaoo. 



was then yery yoang ; and this diacoverT < 
bysomecrilksof ihatdajualitcruyiiiipoaitMB.' b- 
1 554. howrrer, he gave Anacreon to Che wvrid.* areoB- 
panied with Annolatioiu and a Latin vcntofli af 1^ 
greater part of the odes. Tlw learned aiill heskaiei If 
receive them as the relics of the Teian bard, and los- 
pccted them to be the fabrication of aoose nKmks of ibe 
sixteen til century. This was an idea from wfaick dtf 
classic muM recoiled ; and the Vaticair maaincripc : 
consulted byScaliger and Salmaaiua, conSrmcd ifae u- 
tiqiiity of most of the poeoM. A yery inaccurate ctj^ 
of this MS. was taken by Isaac Vosaius, and this is ike 
authority which Barnes has followed in his colUtioa. 
accordingly he misrepresents alasoat as often » be 
quotes ; and the subsequent editora, relying apoa h<a. 
have spoken of the manuscript with not leas confidnr 
than ignorance. The literary world has, at length, he/n , 
gratified with this curious memorial of the poet, by lar 
industry of the Abbe Spaletti, who, in ■ 78 1 , pubhtba: 
at Rome a fac-simile of the pages of the Vatican ouoa- . 
script, which contained the odes of Anacreon. ^ 

Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all the edi- 
tions and translations of Anacreon. I Gnd their nombcr ' 
to be much greater than I could poaaibly hive kid la 
opportunity of consulting. I shall ihervfoie coatco: 
myself with enumerating those editions mily which 1 
have been able to collect; they are yery fiew, but 1 U^ 
lieve they are the most important: — 

The edition by Henry Stephen, i554, at Piri»— iS^ 
Latin version is, by Colomesius, attribaled to Jold 
I>orat.4 

The old French translations, by Ronsard and BellfiiL 
— the former published in tSSS, tbe latter in 1SS6. 1: 
appears that Henry Stephen communicated his nua»- 
script of Anacreon to Ronsard before he pablisb<d it. 
by a note of Muretus upon one of the sonnets of thi: 
poet. 5 

The edition by Le Fevre, 1660. 

Tlie edition by Madame Dacier, 16S1, with a prsK 
translation.^ 

The edition by Longepierre, i684t with a 
in verse. 

The edition by Raxter; London, 169S. 

' Robartellaa, la hit work « De Batioaa 
tbeae vmea to be triBIaijt of aoae iaaipid 

* Roaaard cDaaMaM>rat«a tbit eveat : 

Je Tay boire a Heari Etieaae, 

Qai dea eofrra aoat • reada. 

Da Tiail Aaacreoa pcrda. 
La doace lyre Telcaae. 

I Cll Ibe bowl to Stepbaa'a awaa, 
Wbo retcaed froa ika gleoM of Bi||hs 

The Teiaa hard of fattlTO ftaai. 
Aad broagbt bU liviag lyra to lifht. 

* Tbit naaaacript, whicb Spaleni thiaka aa old as Aa ti^ ■>- 
tary. waa broaQht fr.ta ibr Palailao iato the Vaiicao liWary i it M 
kiad of aatholoCT of Greek epijraau ; aad la tlw ijUh ^afi if it 
are fbaad tba r,'JLtXu£lx VJurrosiOXa af ftaacraoa. 

* ■ L« M^aM (V.'Vou:at)'Bi'a dh qa'il avait imflf u km' 
cnVFa, oil Saliger araii aurqa^ da aa aata qa*Brari Kiiaoaa a »• 
Uit pat I'aalear de la Ter.ioa Latiaa dot odea da ea polao, hm Jmi 
Dorai.* Paalat Loloaeaiua. Particalarit^. 

OoloaKtiat, kowevM-. leeau to hare relied too lai^idtly «■ ▼«» 
' aiat : alaioat all tbeM Panicalaritifa bajia with • M. VoaaJoa MS A.* 

* • La ictioa da ae toaart. ooaaaM I'aalear mtmw a'a dii. r-* — ^ 
- d'aae ode d'A'ia-r^aa. earore aoa laprla^, q«*U adcf«ial 

* Tbeaaihor of .^oavellcade la Repab. desLan. proi 
latUto very liberally. I have alwaya ihoafht It 
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A French tiantlaUon by la Fosae, 1704. 

« L'Histoire det Odes d'Anacrten,* by Monaaenr Ga- 
con ; Rotterdam, 1713. 

A traii»lation in English Terse, by sereral handii I7i3, 
in which the odes by Cowley ore inserted. 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr Trapp, 1733, with a Latin version 
in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English rerse, by John Addison, 1735. 

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, pub- 
lislicd at Venice, 1736, consisting of those by Corsini, 
Regnier,' Salvini, Marchetti, and one by several ano- 
nymous authors.* 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and Doctor 
Broome, 1760.^ 

Anotlier, anonymous, 1 768. 

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781; with the 
fiac-simile of the Vatican BIS . 

The edition by Degen, 1786,* who published also a 
Gernun translation of Anacreon, esteemed the best. 

A translation in English verse, by Urquhart, 1 787. 

The edition by Citoyen Gail, at Paris, seventh year, 
>799i ^^ * prose translation. 

ODES OF ANACREON. 



ODE I. ♦ 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure. 
The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
T was in a vision of the night. 
He beam*d upon my wandering sight : 
I heard his voice, and vrarmly presi'd 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
Ilis tresses wore a silvery dye. 
But beauty q»arkled in his eye ; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire. 
Through the mist of soft desire. 

' Tb0 BOtM of lUfalsr are not iniorted In this edition : tbay na«t 
he Intertstiaf . ■• tbey were for the moet part ooamanicated by the io- 
fMiioae Xeoage, who, we m»j perocNe, bottowed tone retearcfa oa 
the Mfaject, by a paaMge la the Meoaglaoa— aC'ett aoui lal (M. Biiroi) 
qai c'cardoaadl la peine de ooaMrer det aanaicritt ea lulie dan» iu 
leap* qne je traialllab Mir Anaerfon.*— Xeoaglana, seoonde partie. 

* I find in Hayai't Ifocbia do' LibrI rari, an Italian trantlation 
aMotioaed, by Gaponae in Vealoe, 1670. 

> This U the Boat complete of the EnglUh traatlationa. 

* Tbia odo la the flrat of the leries In the Vatican nanatcript, 
whi*^ nttribMaa It to no other poet than Anarrvon. Jhej who aiseri 
that the Manaaerlpt iaipntea It id Bailllos hare been milled by the' 
worda Tou aUT9U /9a9CMX<U{ In the margin, wblcb ar«« merely 
Ittlcadod aa a tUla to the following ode. Whether It be the prodoo- 
tiea of Aaacraoa or not. It has all the foatorea of ancient timpli- 
dty. aad la a heantlfnl ImlutloB of the poet'* happiest manner. 

Sp m rU wd In kit «yM »fjift, 

T kr m mg k tkt miu tf toft <ks Jre.] ■ How ooald he know at tho Rrit 
look (aajs Baxter) that the poet was p()suv9{7* There are lurely 
■a a y t«l1-«nlea of this propensity ; and thefollowinc are the indice*. 
which ihn physkfBomlsl glToa. describing a disposition perltaps 
mm aaltho thai off Aaaoraoa : 0}»9ac>/AO( xXl>^9/xf V9( , /.UfAOLt" 
vomtf cv airrotft ((( ocfpoiiiist, xat eunaSststv cttto- 
ir/TBCC* •vrc dk aeixoc, ouvt xax9u/»yoc, out< f u9<u; 

OOV^klKi Omt OflOUaOl, — Adamantlas. • The eyes that are 
mmmld nad taetaatlag show a propensity to pleaiore and love ;— 
Aay h M pea h too a miad of Integrity and beaeficenoe. a generosity 
«l Jlaposhioa, aad a gealas for poetry.* 

~ ta tolls as aoaM straage opinions of the ancient pby- 

oa this aahject, dMir reasons for which were cnrioas, 

■OS altofa U wf foadlal. VIdo FhysIogaoa.Jobaa. Bap- 



His lip exhaled, whene'er he sigh'd. 

The fragrance of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet, 

lie came my cordial kiss to meet, 

An infant of the Cyprian band 

Guided him on with tender hand. 

Quick from his glowing brows he drew 

Ilis braid, of many a wanton hue; 

I took the braid of wanton twine. 

It breathed of him and blush'd with wine! 

I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow. 

And ah ! I feel iu magic now ! 

I feci that even his garland's touch 

Can make tlie bosom love too much '. 



ODE II. 

GivK me the harp of epic song. 
Which Ilomci^s finger thrill'd along; 
But tear away the sanguine string. 
For war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 
I 'm monarch of the board to-night; 
And all around shall brim as high. 
And quaff tlic tide as deep as I ! 
And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting halm infuse. 
Our feet shall catch the clastic bound. 
And reel us tlirough tlie dance's round. 
Oh Bacchus! we shall sing to thee, 
In wild but sweet ebriety ! 
And flash around such sparks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone have taught! 
Then give the harp of epic song. 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing! 

/ look tkt braid of mumton twin*. 

It bremthad of him. etc.] Philostratuf has the same thought in ( 
of his li/CWTWa, where be •peak* of the garland which he had sent 

to hit miitr ss. El oi ^oAti It fi>w ;fa^t?wfet, ra 

>«('fava ayrtr.s,u.^ov, ixrf^txi TrvMvra ^odwv //9vov 

vWot. XXtVOU. 'If ihoo art Inclined to gratify ihy Iotot, send 
him back the remains of the garland, no longer breathing of rosea 
only, butof thc«'.- Which pretty conceit is borrowed (astheaathor 
of the Observer remarks) in a well-known little song of .BealJoa- 
son's: — 

Bot thoa theieon didsi only breathe, 

And sent it bork lu me ; 
Since when. It looks and nmells, I swaar. 
Not of itself, but tbee ! 

Aiidaktifeelinmajiemowt] This Idea, as Longeplerre ro- 
marks, is In an epigram of the seventh book of the Anthologia. 

E?9TC jJLOi 7r(v9vTt ovvg^aouffa Xa/otx>w 
AzOpti Toui loioui atxftSccks ^tfzvoifs, 

Uup Oy^OOV ^TTTCt pLS. 

While I onronscioas qaafTd my wine, 

'T was then thy Angers slyly stole 
Upon my brow that wreath of thine« 

Which since has madden'd ail my seal! 

Pnelaim the Uwt of f*Uml riu.] The ancienu prescribed oortaia 
laws of drinking at their festirsU, for an acconni of which'see the 
commentators. Anacreon here acis^the symposiarch. or master of 
the fesilral. 1 hare translated according to those who ccmsldor 
XWTreXXx d-C9^v as an Inrerslon of ^tVflOVi XW7teX>WV. 
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ODE m. ' 

JLiSTKN to the Muse's lyre, 
Master of the pencil's fire! 
Sketch'd in painting's bold display, 
Many a city first pourtray; 
Many a city, rerellidg free, 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain ; 
Piping, as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 
Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as this pourtray, 
All the happy heaven of love, 
These elect of Cupid prove. 

ODE IV. • 

Vulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 

I do not from your labours ask 

In gorgeous panoply to shine, 

For war was ne'er a sport of mine. 

No — let mc hare a silver bowl, 

Where I may cradle all my soul ; 

But let not o'er its simple frame 

Your mimic constellations flame ; 

Nor grave upon the swelling side 

Orion, scowling o'er the tide. 

I care not for the glittering wain. 

Nor yet the weeping sister train. - 

But oh ! let vines luxuriant roll 

Their blushing tendrils round the bowl. 

While many a rose-lipp'd bacchant maid 

Is culling clusters in their shade. 

Let sylvan gods, in antic sliapes. 

Wildly press the gushing grapes; 

And flights of loves, in wanton ringlets. 

Flit around on golden winglets; 

While Venus, tu her mystic bower. 

Beckons the rosy vintage>Power. 

ODE V.,» 

GiAvx me a cup with brilliant grace, 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 

' ■oattoar La Pouo hat thoaght proper to leofrtbao thlc poooi 
by oootlderablo laterpolatioBt of hi* own, which he iblakB are la- 
iliapeatably neoeuary to the oonplelioD of the description. 

* Thit i« the ode which Aalat Geliiaa telli ot was perforBod by 
nlntlreU at an eateitainmeat where be was prrteat. 

Wkik aMay • na»-Ufft'd Uetkami maid, etc] I have siren lhl< 
according to the Vatican ownatoript, ia which the ode concladet with 
the fblhtwlng liaet, not inserted accarateiy in any of theeditloat: 

Rat ^orpyjui xscr* ai/reav 
Kstc /AXtvaSxi rpoyotvoLif 
Hoitt ^i >«]vov oivou, 
Ai]vo6xra> Trarouvra;, 
Tous ootxypoxji ve>&>vTa;, 

Kflct K.u9e^«iv yc^Otioav, 
'O/AOU xoAM Avoe(6>, 
'EpwroL X* Afpoitxriv. 

* DefVB tlifakc that thit ode It a aore ■edem Imltatioa of the 
preoediaf. There U a poem by Cdiaa Calcagaiaat, lo the MaBBer 
of both, where he glrea iattnKtioM aboat the BMltiBg of a rlag. 

ToniabU BBaolam mlhi 

Bt hbra, et apt*, et ouoiaode, etc etc 



Which on the shrine of Spring reposes. 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites 
In which religious seal delights; 
Nor any tale of tragic fete. 
Which history trembles to relate! 
No— cull thy foncies from above, 
Themes of heaven and themes of love. 
Let Bacchus, Jove's ambrosial boy. 
Distil the grape in drops of joy. 
And while he smiles at every tear, 
Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near, 
With spirits of the genial lied. 
The dewy herbage deftly tread. 
Let Love be there, without his arms, 
In timid nakedness of charms; 
And all the Graces link'd with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove ; 
While rosy boys, disporting round. 
In circleta trip the velvet ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys 
I tremble for my rosy boys! 



ODE \I.' 

As late I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers. 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 
1 fotmd the urchin Cupid sleeping. 

La Um ht tktrw, miikomt kit arm$, etc.] Thai Saaaaiaru, ia 
the edogoe of Gallldo nell' Arcadia : 

Vegnan li vaghi Amori 
Senxa flaaaelle. 6 strali, 
Schertaado lotieme pargolettl • nadl. 

Flattering on the baiy wing. 

A train of Bak«>d Capidt canw. 
Sporting roaod In hamleM ring, 

Withont a dart, withont a flaiae. 

Aad thaa In the Pervigilina VenerU: 

Ite ayaphv, potalt arma, r«rlata« eat aMor. 

Love U dlam'd— ye aympht. In wfaty ttiay. 
Your boaoflu now may boact a holiday ! 

Butmk! if iker$ Aptth loyr, 

Itremik/crmfmfbofi!] An allosion to the fhbi^ thai Apollo 
had killed hit belored boy Hyadatk, while pUylag with hlai ai qaolt*. 
• This (tayt M. ia Posm) ia asMuedly the aeaaa of the test, and it 
oaaaot admit of aay other.* 

The Italian tranalatora. to ave themtelvea the ti<eable of a Mte, 
have ukea the lilierty of making Aaaoreon esplaia lUa ikUe. Thaa 
Self ial, the moM literal of any of them : 

Ma con lor non gtaochi Apollo ; 

Che in 6ero riaco 

Col dare diaoo 

A Giadnto laoo6 II ealkt. 

I The Vatlean MS. proooanoea thia beaatifbl IctloB lo be the ge- 
aalae oApring of Aaacreoa. It haa all the ffDatarea of the pamt : 

et teclle inadla 
Noeeltetar ab omaibaf . 

The flommeatttora, however, hare attribatad It toJaUan. a royal 
poet. 

IPJkerf aiaajr aa ••rif rot0 tNM wttpimf, 

tfmmd the tudUu Qq^ $i0»]0imf.] ThIa Idea la prattlly laUtamd 
ia the iollowiag epigram by Andraaa Naagariaa: 

Floreatea dam fforte vagaaa mea Hydla per hortoa 
Teiit odoratis lilia cana roaia, 
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1 cao^ttheboy, agoblel'ttide ' 
Was richly mantHng by my tide, 
I caught him by his downy wing. 
And wfadm'd him in the ncy spring, 
flh! then I drank the poison'd bowl. 
And Love now ncalles in my soul t 
Yea, yeft, my soul is Cupid's nest, 
1 feel him fluttering in my breast 



ODE VII. • 



TsB women tell me erery day 

That all my bloom has past away, 

. Behold,* the pretty wantons cry, 

. Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

T!ic lock* upon thy brow are few, 

And, like the rest, they're withering too?- 

^liether decline has thinn'd my hair, 

I m sure 1 neither know nor care ; 

But this 1 know, and thb 1 feel, 

\s onward to the tomb I steal, 



Etrt roMs lultt UilwalMi IotmU si 

El ftinal iBMii* lorilM* iaplicdlt. 
Lwrtatar priao, M coatni aiteatlba* •lit 

ladoaiiai traut MUere viada paer. 
nmx obi lactcola* et digaii Bairs papilb* 

Tidii M ora ip«M Bou norara Deo*, 
lapwiioiqaa coaM aabfotlM at taadt adorac 

QwMqaa l«sii diti amca bcalat Arabc : 
. 1 (dish) aca, qana aovam tibi auiar aaoren, 

Inpario tadai We arit apta bmo.> 

A» Hit Hyalla. ibraasb tba bloMay grora, 

A «r«ib of away oilaglad llow'rau wove, 

Wiibia a raM a tlaepiag lore tba faaad. 

Aad ia tba twitted wraatba tba baby boaad. 

A»biU ba Mragclad. aad iapatiaat triad 

Ta braak the roey boad* tba Tirg ia tied ; 

■■t wbn be ww bar boMw't aiilky twall, 

Ber fcaiarM. wbara tba eye of Jove oilgltt dwril : 

Aa^ caatbi tb« aoibroalal odoara of ber bair, 

Kkb aa tba braatbiag* of Arablaa air ; 

• Ob ; aotbar Teaa* • (Mid tba raptared cbiM 

•y charaa. of aora ihaa aortal blooa, befai'*'')* 

. G«. Mvb aaoibar boy, iboa 'tt loa ibiaaewa. 

■yelb'i beiea tball ba Capld't tbroae!* 

TV* eyicvaa off .Xaagarias b laltatad by Lodorioo IMoa, la a 
* m kagiaaiag 

■aatra raceof lla bor aao. bor altro tar* 
Tldaa a aa rlodi ddara et lacid' oada. 
Lidia. etc. etc 

baa laHatad dUt oda. ia a poMi basiaslaf 

Nlta al dice e Clorl 
TirtI, ta ta' par raflio. 

kmiikimm'd mf kmir, 

mar emM.] Be«ry Scapbea vary joMly ra- 
it aegUfaaea of eiprenioa ia tbe origlMl bare: 

Eyw ok retf xofuif /acv 
Err* «t»tv, trr' amikBov 
Oux* ocobe. 

bu addaead iraa Catallas «bat ba tMaka a tlai- 
al Ma eiafllcity af aamar: 

^■ta ait, atravi all, aa mb tit, id qaoqaa aaedi. 

a goad eriila. bat parbapa tba ilae wblcb be bat 

of a caralewMM aai vary alagaat t at tba mom 

al iba Laiia poau bava arar appeared to 

af ialiatlagibagvaaiaaf AMciaoo ea Caiidlae, If ba 

a dapcavad iaagiaaiiaa M barry bia eo oClaa lata 
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That still as death approchea nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer; 
And had I but an hour to lire. 
That little hoar to bliss I 'd give I 



ODE vin. • 

I CAIK not for the idle state 
Of Persia's king, the rich, the great! 
I envy not the monarch's throne, 
Nor wish the treasured gold my own. 
But oh ! be mine the rosy braid. 
The fervour of my brows to shade; 
Be mine the odours, richly sighing. 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 
To-day I '11 haste to quaff my wine. 
As if to-morrow ne'er should shine; 
But if to-morrow comes, why then — 
I '11 haste to quaff my wine again. 
And thus while all our days are bright. 
Nor time has dimm'd their bloomy light. 
Let us the festal hours beguile 
With mantling cup and cordial smile; 



TMmt $titt at dtmtk mpfr ame k m , 

Tk0J9g$ of lift era awmter, dmrtr,^ Poataaaa bat a very dalleata 
tboa^bt apoa tba tabject of old age: 

Qoid ridet, Matroaa? taaea qald taaait aaaataaf 
Qaitqalt aaat aalla eet ooaditioae teaes. 

Wby do yoo toora ay waat of yootb, 

Aad wlifa ■ taile ay brow b^oldf 
Lady, dear ! believe tbit tmtb 

Tbat be wbe lovet caaaot ba old. 

• ■ Tbe Geraaa poet Leaiag bat laiutad tbic oda. Tol. 1. p. s4-* 
-Degea. Gail de Editioalbot. 

Batter r<Mjeciore* tbat iblt «at wrttiea apoa ibaoceaaioa of o«r 
poet't retoralag tba aoaey to Micraiet, aocofdiag to tbe aaaodota 
ia StolJrat. 

lemrt mot for the hU* timl* 

Of pgnima kimf, etc.] • Tbera It a f^agaaal of Arcbilocboa ia 
Platarcb. 'Deiraaqaillitateaaiai.'wbicb oar poet bat varydetely 
imitated bere : it begiat, 

Oj fioi Ta Vuyt^ roj iro'^uxpu^oij /itXtt,* — Biaatt. 
Ib ooe of tbe iBoakiib iaitatort of Aaacraaa we lad Iba MBo tbaM^*- 

Ti eot dgktti ycvcT^scc ; 
€)(>«(; Tuyiu, raxsura; 

B# alae lk» aiamrt, rteUg rig Map, 

Ami4$lmf ktmrytrtitetjlfluf.) Ia Ibaoriglaal, fVjp9l9t XfltTBt- 
6^«X***'' i''^^r''^>. Oa aoooaat of tbIt idea of perfaaiag tba 
beard, Caraeliai de Paaw proooaace* tba wbole ode to be tba tpori- 
oet prodactioa of toae latdvioat aoak. wbo wat aartiag bit beard 
witb aagaeau. Bat be tboald bare kaowa tbat tbIt wat aa aadeat 
cottera catioa. whicb, Ifwaauy believe Savary. ttilletitti: ■Vooa 
Toyet, Xoatienr (tay* ihU trtTeiler), qae I'atage aatiqae dete par- 
feaer la i«te et ia barbe.(«) o^ii^brrf par la propMte roi. laUiala 
earora de aot Joart.*— Lettra 11. Salary likawite diet tblt vary 
ode of Aaa<rr«oa. Aageriaaet bit aoc tboagbt tba idea ii 
—be bat latradaoed it ia tbe faliowiag liaa: 




i-_ 



Bate aibi cara, latlt el dagere 

Et carat aalto dilapidaia mtn. 
Bac aibi cara, caoat at barbaa tiagava 

Attyrio ei daloet ceatiaoare jooea. 

Tbit be ay care, to Iwiae tbe roty wreatb, 
Aad dreadi ay lorrowi ia tbe aapla bowl : 

To let ay beard tba Attyrtea aagoeat braaiha. 
Aad give a laota ta Uvity of tool! 



(•) 
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And shed from ere^ bowl of wine 

The richest drop on BacchmT shrine! 

For death may come with brow onpleannt, 

May come when least we wish him present, 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And fprimly bid us — drink no more ! 



ODE IX.' 

I F»AT thee, by the god« above, 
Give me the mighty bowl ] lore. 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 

• I will — I will be mad to-night!" 
Alcmaron once, as legends tell, 
Was frcnxied by ll»e fiends of hell ; 
Orestes too, with naked tread. 
Frantic paced the mountain head; 
And why:— a murder'd mother's shade 
Before their conscious fancy play d ; 
But I can ne'er a murderer l>e, 

The grape alone shall bleed by me; 
Yet can 1 rave, in wild delight, 

• I will — I will l>e mad to-night* 
The son of Jove, in days of yore 
Imbrued his hands in youthful gore. 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy, 
The quiver of the expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour d the guiltless field. 
But I, whose hands no quiver hold. 
No weapon but this flask of gold. 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
b but a scattered wreath of flowers; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 

• I will — 1 will be mad to-night!* 



ODE X.* 

Till me how to punish thee. 
For the mischief done to me! 
Silly swallow ! prating thing. 
Shall I clip tliat wheeling wing? 

« Tbe poet here U Im a frenay of oajoyMtfrnt, ud il i«, iodMd. 
■ aauibilU intaaia.* 

Foror d! poetia. 
Di latcivia. e di tIbo, 
Triplicato furore. 
Bacoo, Apollo, et Anora. 

RUraito dd CaTslier Xariao. 

TkU U, aa Scsli^r expretsra it, 

— — Inuoire dalce, 
Et gapidnn furere faroren. 

>TkUod«Uaddresaed toa«walli>w. I find, froa Dege* aad from 
Gair* iodaz. tliat tba Germaa poet Weiue has imiutcd it, Scben. 
Laider. lib. ii. cans. S ; tbat lUmler alM kat iaiuted it, Lyr. Bla- 
ai«iiie»e, lib. !▼, p. 33S ; aoU toiae otbert.— See Gail de Editioaibai. 

We are referred by Deffea to that itwpid book, ihe Epistles of Al- 
ciphroa, leoth cpiule. tbtrd book ; where l>ipbon ooaplains toEra- 
stOB of beiag wakeoed, by the erxmiug of a cock, froa his Tisioa of 
riches. 

SUlf $itaUow ! pnui»f iWiiy. etc] The loquacity of the swallow 
was proTerbialised : thaa Xicostrataa— 

Et TO ffvv«x«« x«' TToUa X3tt raxtwj >a>f cy 
Hv Tov fpoviiv iZTipacnifiov, ai x<^«>9vc; 



Or, as Tereos did of old 
(So the fabled Isle is loM), 
Shall I tear that tongoe away, , 
Tongue that ntlef'il sach a lay! 
How unthinking haft thou been ! 
Long before the dawn was teen. 
When I slumbered in a dream, 
(Love was the delieioot thame!) 
Just when I was nearly blest. 
Ah! thy matin broke my rest! 



ODE XI.' 

• Till me, gentle yoath, I pray diee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy. 

Image of the Paphian boy7» 

Tlius I said, the other day. 

To a youth who pass'd my way. 

■ Sir,* (he answer'd, and the while 
Answer'd all in Doric style,) 

■ Take it, for a trifle take it ; 
Think not yet that 1 could make il ; 
Pray believe it was not I; 

No — it cost me many a sigh. 
And I can no longer keep 
Little gods who murder sleep !• 

• Here, then, here,* I said, with joy. 
Here is silver for the boy: 

He shall be my bosom guest, 
Idol of my pious breast !■ 
Little Love! thou now art mine. 
Warm me with that torch of diine; 
Make me feel as I have felt. 
Or thy waxen frame shall mdL 
I must bum in warm desire. 
Or thou, my boy, in yonder Gre! 



ODE XU. 

Thit tell how Atys, wild with lore. 
Roams the mount and haunted grove; 



1 




If !■ prating froa aoralBg till alfhti 
A sif B of o«r wisdoa ikero be, 

Th« swallows are wiser by rlghc. 

For they prattle aach fsater tiaa w*. 

Or, m$ Temu did of oU, etc] Modora poetry haa tam\ 
■aae of Philoael opoB iheBlgbliBcale; b«t 
aodrau assij^oed this aetaaorphoais to Profaa, aad 
the swallow, as ABacrroB does here. 

y It is difBcalt to prvserre with aay grace iho ■amtlv* 
of this ade, aad the haaoar of the tara with whiek h 
feel that the traosiatioa aost appear very vapU, if bm 
aa Eaglish reader. 

ilMf / eaa ae Umjgr ksep 

Uaie f odi who mmrder $l*iqt !] I have sat 111 
epithet TravTO/CCxra; If it has aay aeaalBf 
hapa. better oaitt«-d. 

/aaar fans la warm detirt. 

Or Mef, mtf hog. im fomder/lro!] 
froa this, that wkaiever Aaacreoa aightsty, lie 
iaooaveaieacea of old age, aad here solidu horn iW 
a waraih which he eaald bo loager ei pad fraas Katia. 

Tkgf tttt kor Al^t, irUd m^th loot, 

JtawM tk§ mmmt mod kmmmted f resw.] Thera ara aaay 
lory ttoriaa of the lovea of Cybele aad Aiya. It ia aartaja Am I 
aaUbtad, hat whether by hia owa fary, m k«r Jaalaagf , b a 
which aathart ara aat agreed apoa. 
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CvKcle's name lie liowh anmod, 
Th« gloomy bUst returnt the tonnd! 
Of I too by Clanw' hallow'd spring, 
Jhr ▼otariai of the laureU'd king 
Ou-iff iImi inspiring iiui(;iv ftCreain, 
.\d«I rj«e in wild proplietir dmim. 
I'.uc T'lirrnMLil drttimH arc nut for me, 
(".T'-.ti lUtvliiu in my deity ! 
Full of mirth, and full of him, 
\\ iiilc ^».lvlf» of perfume round me iwim, 
WhiU' H.ivour'il howls are full supplied, 
Ad'1 \<ju Ml hlunliin^ hy oiy side, 
I Villi he mad and ravin(j; too— 
Md>i, my girl ! v^ith love for you! 



ODE XIU. 

I «itL. I will; the cnnniot's past. 
And I 'II r<in«ent to love at last. 
t.ii|p-d his lonf;, \kith smiling art, 
1ntiii-«l me to yield my heart; 
\nd I Ikive thought tlial peare of mind 
SiiouM nut lie for a smile reMgn'd ; 
.\t»*\ I *«e ri'peU'd the tender lure, 
An>J hnpitl my lieart sliould ftlc<>p secure. 
Km !k|i<;hinl in Iuk l>oasted clianiix, 
T:!" .tn(;r\- infant flew to arms; 
il>- ^luii|; hi'* qui\rr's golden fr.inie 
H-r r>Hjk hn how, his sliafls of llamc, 
Ari'l priiwUy Minmion'd me to yield, 
< 'r m< ft him on the martial field. 
And A liat «lid I unthinking do? 
1 i'X>k lu arms, undaunted too : — 

ft^t $ MMM* if ktmitmnmmi, etr.l I kare adnpted th« acMata- 
r « «%i-h KiiatAadvtM glvM ter.ybtl«: 

la ■oniihat Cybelea 
Magoo MaODt boats. 



''' t tm Av rUrntt kwMim'd tpri»f. eir.] This foaaiaifl wa4 in a 
-■ •- 'oaM«-rat«d io.ipoll«. aad lilaaied brtweaa Colophoa aad' 
.'.-: «. !■ loaia. The foil kail aa orarla tkara.— Scatif er kai that 
« «i^ u it ia ki* Aaa cw oatka : 

Snaal at roaf liat tntn. 
Velali qai (llarlat aqaaa 
Eblbfre loqaaoM, 
Qao plaacaaaat, plan volaat. 

Vh'^ mmmf ^ p trfmm m. etc] f^palatil kat aiUtakaa ika iaaport of 
'SSI'S'Sec;, aa appliad to ika paM'« oiltiraM : • Ska fSilRaia* aail- 
■B • ■* tmwtfntM it la a laaao whick aaat itaai cliker delicacy or 

•Viiaav*. 

XmAm^tdiilmtil^mUmfdot 

I mmk m afH*. aa immtrd <■«.] Laagaplerre kas qaotcd aa aplf ram 
•r-m Jk* Atttkolofia, la wklck tka poet aMa«e» Raatoa at ike ar- 
mmr mfim*» Love. 

0>»c ttc vui:9ic, f»ov9i f'uv ir/so« ha. 

(9y tXTTn ?( /s9vo; r/90$ O'j f/U iuvot/ioit i 

rUk Baaaaa I ca«er mj kraaat aa a akldd, 
earioaaly MM little Lave la tke lay; 
Tkas IffktiBf Wa godakip, I 'II ae'er be dkaMy'd ; 
•u If •aftkaa akMldever advaaea te kU aid, 
4iaa : ikca, aaable to oaabet the two, 
Caianaaate warrior: wkat tkoald I do? 



Assumed the corslet, aliield, and spear. 
And, like Pelides, smiled kt fear. 
Then (hear it, all you Powers above !) 
I fought with l^ve ! I fought with Love ! 
And now his arrows all were sbcd — 
And I hadjuKi in terror fled — 
When, lifNtving an indignant sigh, 
To st-e mc thus unwounded fly. 
And having now no other dart. 
He glanced himself into my heart ! 
My heart — al.is the luckless day ! 
Rccrive<l the god, and died away. 
Farewell, farifwell, my faithlcM sliield ! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 
Vain, vain is every outward care. 
My foe 's within, and triumphs there. 



ODE XIV.' 

Cor.iT mo, on the summer trees, 
Kvery leaf tliat courts the hreoie ; 

Lavoatl Anaore ia i|ael Ticiao laaui 
(Nr gioru (Pa«lor) t-ke hevead 'lo 
Bt-tri le Haaaaw, aaxi i'laleaao Dio, 
t.' hot coa I'baaiitle plaaM 
I^trivrtto aii sckeria at oor iatorao. 
Ma cbtr urei •' io lo hoTeui aa gionOb 
Rarro, arl t«oii4|aoref 
SarrI, pie rbe ana loao ebro d'.laMrv. 

Tke arrhia or ibe bow aad qaiver 
Wat batbinii ia a Bfiobbouriau river, 
Wberr, •• I drank oa %e«ier-e*e 
(Sbc|>bi-ni-yoaik! ibe tale believe), 
'T wat n<ii a rooiinn rrysial dnankl, 
T «a» Im|huI flaaM I sadly qaalTd ; 
For Love «ai tj the rippllag ti«le, 
I ff li hioi to aiy boMiai ltl><l' • 
And now ike wily wanioa niaioa 
Playt uVr my kearl wllk retllfM plaioa. 
Tbit wa« a day of Caial ilar. 
Hot were it aoi more faiai far. 
It. Barvbni, la ibj rap of Are, 
I r>aod ibi* flaiierinif, ynaoH de*Ire? 
Thf n, ihfn indeed ay mmI »boald prove 
Mui'b mur«> ibaa etrr, drnak with love! 

Ami kiirlmy mnw w* t^tktr imrt^ 

He ylamreJ ktmui/ imim mg kfmrt!] Drydes ksa parodied diU 
lkoM(;bt in ibe fullowinp eiin^aipnt liana: 

— — —I'm all o'er Love ; 
.Nay. I am Liive : Love tkut. aad akoi ao fkii, 
lie tboi himteir iniv mv bm»l at U*l. 



1W« Maa af Ike irNaladMlity af Cupid aad ■seckaa aailed. U de- 

>anl] up t is aa lialiaa paam, wklck iaao very Aaarreoatir. 

*ai I may be pai^aaad far ia«r«dacls« iU ladaad. It ia aa Imita- 
»« il «ar patt't alatk ade. 



■ Tke poel, in tbi« cuulojae of bi* miftlrcaaM aMSaa aoihlaff 
aM>rr iban. by a iiiviy bjperbuir. lo trll wt ikal ki*kearl. aafniaicd 
|iy any enroll^ p<-t, wai wjrm wiik dcvutioa lowarda ^ack ia feae" 
ral. LowIp; i» indel-ted lo ibi« ode lor ikc kiat of kla ballad, called 
• Thfrhrunirl**:* and ibe Iraraed XoatiearXeaa(je kat imitated It 
ia a Grmk Ana<-re«iniic, wkick bat ao ma«k eaM aad apirti, ikat ike 
n'oder auy noi be dicpledaed at aeeiaj it kere : 

Il/ss* Btwva. 

Et vurxTOs a^/ca ravra, 

Auvi;, Btajv, gtc(9ui(v, 
Kxt 70'^t t!^9\Ji f cftiTatf 
^uvr„ Biftiv, «,5l9,aftv. 
K9,ci;v, r-vvx(xa, Xr.j»«tv, 



ato 



MOOB&*S WORKS. 



Count me, on Che foeiiiy deep, 
Every ware chflt einks t» deep ; 
Then, when ytm have nnmbei'd dicse 
Billowy tides end leafy trees, 
Count me ell the flame* I prove, 
All the gentle nymphs I lore. 
First, of pure Athenian maids. 
Sporting in their olive shades, 
Tou may reckon jnst a score ; 
Nay, I '11 grant you fifteen more. 
In the sweet G<nindiian grnve, 
Where the glowing wantons rove. 
Chains of beauty may be fnnnd, 
Chains by which my heart is bouAd ; 

AcuxYjv Tt xat Mc^cvov, 
O/Dccotdsc;, fioLitatat, 
I firipY,lSxs re hsmk; 
*0 aof ftkog ptXiqet. 
XUevTftiy Mpof fitv t^iv. 
Aumv vteiy E/Bftrraiv, 
AeoTrecvav Afpoilrtff, 
Xpunjv, xo^qv, yXuxccav, 
E/5«ee/tcov, ito^ttvriv, 
Aec ftovtjv fitXijeac 
Eywye yun} iijvaifivT'' • 

Tell Um follS9» of Um woods* 

Tell the blllowt of the foods, 

Kuaber Mldoif ki'ft fturrj store, 

And Ike sands that crowd the sbore ; 

Theo, fliy Moa, tlum mapt eooat 

Of wy toras tba vast anoaat I 

I We been lorlng, all ay days, 

■any ayasplu. la maay ways, 

VIrffa, widow, iMld, and wife— 

I 'to boon doting alt ay Ufa. 

Naiads, Nereids, aympkrof fbanulBs. 

Goddesses of ifTores and moanialns. 

Fair and sablr, great aad small. 

Yes— I swear 1 've loved ibeai all ! 

Every passion soon was over, 

I was bot ike aHMsent's lorer ; 

Oh ! I 'a sock a roving elf, 

That the Qaeea of Love kerself, 

Tkongk sbe practised all her wUaa, 

Rosy biasbes, golden smiles. 

All ber beaaiy's proad endeovoar 

<:oald not ehain my heart fareverl 
Carnul ai«, m rite snwumtr trees. 

Emrf Imf, etc] This figure it caiiod, by the rfaetoriclaas. a^Uva- 
T0y, aad is very freqaenliy made ase of in poeuy. The ama- 
tory writers have eilMBitrd a world of imagery by il, to express the 
laSnity of kisses whidi they reqaire from the lips of their mistresses : 
la Ikic CmbIIos led the way. 

— qaam sidera maiia, cam tacet noz, 

Parthros koaiaom videai asMres ; 

Tarn to basia mnlu baslare. 

Vesano satis, at saper Catnllo est : 

^i*m nao pemamerare carioei 

Possint, nee mala fhselnara llngaa. i^arm.y. 

As many stellar eyes of ligkt. 

As tkroogb the siieat waste of alght, 

Gasiag apon this world of shade. 

Witness some seerat yoath and maid. 

Who, fhir as thoa, and fbad as I, 

In stolen joys enamoar'd lie! 

80 aMny hisses, ere I slamber. 

Upon those dew-bright lips I Ml nnmber ; 

So many vermil. honey 'd kisses. 

Envy caa never oonnt oar blisses. 

No uwgae shall leil the sam hat aUne ; 

No lips shall iuolMta bat tklaa I 
fa the »we4t Cerintt^eimftem, 

Wkete ike ftteinf nwiumu f«oe. etoO Corlaik was very fkmoas far 
the keaaty aad tke nmber of tia aeanaaas, Vaaas was tke daltj 



There indeed are girls divine. 
Dangerous to a soul like mine ; 
Uany bloom in LesbosT isle ; 
Many in Ionia smile ; 
Rhodes a pretty swarm 1*311 boast ; 
Caria too contains a host. 
Sum these all — of brown and ^ir 
You may count two thousand there ! 
What, you gaze ! 1 pray you, peace! 
More I *II find before I cease. 
Have I told ^-ou all my flames 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames? 
Uave I number'd every one 
Glowing under Egypt's sun? 
Or the nymphs wlio, blushing sweet 
Deck the slirinc of love in Crete; 
Where the god, with festal play. 
Holds eternal holiday 7 
Still in clusters, still remain 
Cades' warm desiring train; 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore; 
These, and many far removed, 
All are loving — all are loved! 



ODE XV. 

> Till me why, my sweetest dove, 
Thus your humid pinions move. 
Shedding through tlie air, in showei 
Essence of the balmiest flowers T 

prindpeiiy worshipped by tke people, and prostits 
was a meritorions act of religion. (Jonlbrni«l>le to 
slant and solemn prayer, ikat tlie gods wwuld inert 
their courieians. We may perceive, frum tkeappli 
/optvOco^SIv, in Aristophanes, that the wanton 
thians twcame proverbial. 

There Indeed are gtrit dieime, 

Damyeroei to a $otU Ukemtme /] > With Jnstioe h 
bnted beauty to thawoasen of Grreoe.*— Di6BV. 

■onsiear de Pauw, the auihor of Dissertations 
is of a different opinion ; be thinks that, by a ca 
of nature, the other sei. had aii the livoaty, and 1 
sapposition for a very singalar depra>atioa of iar 

CfldlM* iMrm deiiring traim.] The Gadiunlan ( 
BaladiArrs of India, whose dances are thus desci 
aathor : * Los danses sont presqae toates des pan 
le plan, le demin, les atUtndes, les mesares, les S4 
de oas ballets, toet respire oette passion, et eu ex 
et les farears.* HUtolre dm Commerce des Emrop. a 
— Batxal. 

The masic of tho Gaditanian females had all tbi 
racier of their dancing, as appears from Xartial : 

Caatioa qal Mli, qui Gadiuna susarrat. Lib. 

Lodovico Ariosto bad this ode of oar bard in I 
wrote his poem •Dediversisamoribos.* Seethe An 

* The dove of Anaereoo, bearing a leiur from 1 
tress, ia met by a straager, with whom this diak 

The ancients made use of irtter<ssrrying pigroo 
any distance from home, as ibe most certain mean 
telligeaoe liack. That tender domestic aiuchms 
this delicate little bird ibroagb every danger an< 
settles ia iu native nest, affnrds 10 the eiegsnt am 
sares of Measory* a fiae and interesting Okemplifica 

Led by what chart, traasporls the timii 
The wreaths of roaqaest, or the vows 

Boo tho poom. Daaiel Beinsina has a similar se 
of Doesa. who adopted ibis method at the siege 

Qvo patrhe non tendii amor T Maadau re 
Postqnam bominem neqiiilt mlttere, mi 
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Tdl me whither, whence you rove» 
Tdl me aU, my cweetcfC cUtc 2 
Corioiu iinmer ! 1 beloos 
To the hard of Teiao aoag ; 
With hn mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of autre eye; 
Ah ! that eye hat maddeo'd many, 
lui the poet more than any ! 
Vronn, fnr a hymn of Iotc 
Warbled in her votive gprove 
CI waft, in tooth, a |^tle by), 
Gave me to the bard away. 
Sec me now hit faithful minion, 
T>iu«, with toftly-gliding pinion. 
To hn lovely girl 1 bear 
Sooffi of paniion through lh« air. 
Oft lie blandly whitpert ma, 
• Soon, my bird, 1 'II aet yon fret.* 
Bat in vain he 'II bid m« fly, 
I Uiall nerve him till 1 die. 
5rver could my pinmet MMtain 
lufding wimb and ehilling rain, 
(/rf the pUint, or in the dell, 
(in the niountain't iava|^ twell ; 
.Sxkioc in'ihe detert wood 
Gloomy Uielter, rauic food. 
Sam I lead a life of aaae, 
Fjf from anek retreata at ihaae; 
From Anarreon't hand I eat 
frmd deliciona» viandt tweet ; 
Flutter o'er his goblel't brim. 
Sip the foamy wine with him. 
Tben I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 
O with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
Oa his harp then sink in slumbeiv, 
Dreaainf still of dnkei numbers ! 
Tliis is all — away — away — 
Ton have made me vratie the day. 
Bow I 've chatter'*d ! prating crow 
5cver ytc did chatter so. 



ODB XVI.> 

Ta«v, whose soft and rosy hues 
Jliouc form and soul infuse ; 



u iW 
UiMT iM to iW I 



■m, CH^ M. b- L 




of Jiititlf. Ike Gkrbtbaa ia- 
oT ■ 4oT«, la mhkk tW Ptnka 
tW bmlegwi. 8m Fallcr't Bulj 



'^•flaf.oic] ForTU/escvvoV, la th« orl^t- 
tmrniatimf ihat washoald rMdrv^avvoU, 
iaioMM* wlikk ikk ok^ of Ma k>«e UU 
4v ^wycmf#t«***o99 iMyMi* 



■■ ktr MflM f raw, PIC.] ■ TkJt iMiMft U lavaluble, »mi 

ikaiaay tkiag to baamifal or to dolieaio kat tret brm 

■a idco doM It givf of tW portry of ike aoa trom wbom 

U tW mothn of tW Grom and the PiMuarvt. |Hirrka»«4 

iikoooof har hTaarlia dnvM.*— Lo^btniaaK. 
al> j »fU MlW nalkaallrlty of ihltodr, kctaaic ti aakra 
blaaMta ^oaagyrlai : bat poate kava a Ikaaaa for pnJtIad 
■, vbldl, with aoaa iaJcad. aMy be cooiidmd a« coai- 
ibair efarral priviUga of Sctioa. 

cit auy bo cailtsl coaipaaloo-pirtaraa : iIm^ 
•ad five aa aa netlleat Maa of iIm taate of iIm 




Best of painters! come, ponrtray 
The lovely maid that % far away. 
Far away, my soul ! thou ar^ 
But I 've ^y beauties all by heart 
Paint her jetty ringlets sirayii^ 
Silky ti^ine in tendrils playing ; 
And, if painting liath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil. 
Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresses' curly flow 
Darkles o'er the brow of snow. 
Let her forelicad beam to light, 
Burniftli'd aa the ivory luigbL 
Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o'er her eyes, 
Gently in a crescent gliding. 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any tparkles warm, 
The lightning of her eyes lo form? 



aadaau la boaaiy. Fraadacaa Jaaias qaolai tkaai la kU Iklid 
> Dp Plctara Vatpraa.* 

ThU ode ha« beea laitaud by Eoatard, OiallaaoCoMlial, 
Scalifar alladet lo It ihaa la bU Aaaeraoatka : 



am. 



Olia Ipporo Maado, 
Litis TPnlbaa 
Caadidas Amomm 
Qaaai plaflorat Aaiiaaa 
Dncrlpait Veaaraa • 



Tba Tolao bard, of fenaar day*. 
Auaopd bit twppt detoripClTO htya, 
Abd taagbt ibe palater'c baad M iraea 
Hit foir beloTod't every graoa ! 

la tbedlalofaa of Caspar Barlava, aatiUod aAa 
tbe reader will tad aaay eorloM Meat aad 



•It 



daaarlfUaas of baaaif . 

TAm, vA«m $tft •md tmp km* 

Mimic /or* aad $mml Im/mM.} 1 kava IbUowod ika ra^l^ •> <ko 
Vaticaa MS. fiOCr,i. Palailaf U called • iba raay art,* altkat la 
refrreaoe lo roloarlaf, or at aa ladef alia epIllMt of e t eallaaea, 
froai Ike assoctatloa of bcoaty wilb ihat towar. Salrlal 
tbl« raadiBf ia bU liloral iraaalatioa : 



DalU 



ana 



Tkg Umeif mmUt tkat '$ fmr away.] If ibe portiall of tbia baaaly bo 
•oi aerely ideal, tba oaiMloa of bar aaae i* mack lo bo rapoUod. 
■elpager. ia aa aplfraai oa Aaocraoa, M aailoai ■ iko fMaa lary 
pyle ■ a« bb oilMreM : 

Pmtmtk*rJHtg rimfktattrmflmf, 

SlIAf t»im» iu mdriU pUgimf.^ Tka aadaaU bavo 
ibailaalic ia tbair praiaea of bair. ApaJelot, la iba i 
bis Mileaiact, Mya ibai Vaaaa beradf. if aba irera bald, tba^i 
roaadMl liy iba Graeea aad iba Lovaa, eeaJd aai bo plaaaiag avaa ts 
bar baabaad Taloaa. 

ftlaaicboraa gave ibeepllbet XflCAXtff>0Xfl^9f to ibe Gtoeaa. aM 
iUaoaidpa betiowed tba aaaM apoo iba Maaaa. Sea Hadriaa Jaaiaa'a 
Diaaerutioa apoo Hair. 

To tbia paaMfo of oar poet, Seldea atladad ia a aoio oa Ibo My> 
olbioa of I>rayioa, um% lb* acooad : «bera, obaarrlaf iballbaafl- 
tbet • biack-haircd ■ waa sivaa by aoaa of ibe aadaou lo iba fad> 
deaa iai*. be aaya, • Xor wili I awoar. bai ibal Aaacroaa (a aaaa vaffj 
jadiciwat ia tbe provokiag oaoiiTea of waaloa tove). laiaodtac ta 
hpstow oa bia aweet aiatresa ibal oae of ibe litlea of waaaa'a apacfal 
oraaaeai. wrll-bairrd (X7aXc:7)19X9C,U9;), ibea«bt of ibia wbao 
be 8B«p kit paiaier diiTHtiua to aake ber blacb-bairad.* 

Amd, l/paimllmj kMk tke$kUt 

T» mmkt tAt $^ty halm dlml, pIt.] Tbaa Pbibiairataa, apMklaf of 
a pictare: CTZIVM xatt T9V tVifp999V TftIV j^OViiV^ AXt fl^lU 

of ibeae roaaa. aad eoaU aay ikai tba«r very aaell «aa poiaaad.* 
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Let them effuse the axnre ray 
With which Mioenra's gUnce* play, 
And giTe tliein all that liquid 6re 
That Venus' languid eyes respire. • 
O'er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and mellow red ; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the liashful rose. 
Then her lip. mi rich in blisses! 
Svscct ]K;titioni*r for kisMS I 
Pouting tiiist of bland persuasion, 
Ripely suing Love's invasion. 
Then l>cne.ith the velvet rliin. 
Whose diniplu shades a Love within, 
Mould her neck with grace descending, 
In .1 heaven of beauty ending ; 
While air)' charms, al>OYe, below, 
S{>ort and flutter on its snow. 

IW fire lAfm ttttkatii^KiJ/!n 
Tkat IVaH«' lamyuiJ eget rci«l/v.] MardicUl •xplalat Uiaa th6 
'^^OV of ibo ori|;ioaI : 

Dipinsili amidrUl 
Trf^Buti e U»r.if eul. 
Onal ffll ha Liprisna I' alma Dca d' Asor«. 

Tatio bat | ainted io the mbw aanaer th« eye* of Armida, at La 
FoaM renarks : 

^aal n<;((io in oada le icintilla «n rito 
Xf'Cli uaidi oerhi ireaaio e lateiTO. 

Viihin brr hnmid, nrUino eyea, 
A brilliaBt raj of laaghter lie«. 
Soft a* ilie brukea aolar beam 
That trenblea ia the aiure ttreaai. 

The alnijled e«pre»«ioD of diRoiiy and leaderaeu which ABarr«>on 
reqalrea the paiotcr to iufate into ihe rye* of hi* mitireu, I* ■I'^re 
aaply described io the *Hb*eqaent ode. Both deMrription* are to 
evqoi*iiely lou.hed. that the arii*i mnai hare been great iodned, if 
he did not yield in paialin;; li> the poet: 

CraJmmt timit, of trken ikere yh* t 

/a laMTj mlli lie tafk/ni n^e. ] That Propertla*. eleff. 3, lib. li. 

Liqae roMT pnro lacie nataai folia. 
And DaTenaot, in a lidle poem railed ■ The Xi*tre«i,« 

Calrh. a* it fall*, the St^ihiao tnnw. 
Bring blnthins rotet, iteep'd io milk. 

Thot, too|, Taygela* : 

Our iacatqne rota* «Inc!t randorembentl. 
Thne ia*l word* awy peihaft* defend the • flnthiag white* of the 
trantlaiion. 

Tiem ker />. *o rkk Im ilhsft ! 

Smfti fftiiivmer for kh*f !] The ■ lip, prOTokiai; kitie*,* In the 
orijinal. it a*ir(;agand beauiifulp«pre««ioa. A<-hillct Tatin* cpeakt 
otyitJ'r, ux'tOxAX TTp'Si Ta ciAr.ttaiTa, ' • Lip* M>fli and deli> 
caie fur k!«iia,f.> \ Rrare old txiaaieBlator, t)!ony*iiia LanMun*, 
In hltnmet nfion Lui-miu«, ii-IU n«. »llli all ihcanihoriiyof eipe- 
rirnrr. that c'lrU who have larje lipt ki«« inlinliely tweeier than 
ofhert! •Siiaviut viro* n«culanlur p«ellr labintdr, qoain qiurtant 
l<re«lbat iahrift.* And .f.a«'a« Syliia«. in hi* Inlion* unini^retting 
tlory of ilicadiiiterout loii>»uf KuryalntandLncmia, where he par^ 
lk-alarire« the tieauiie« of the heroine (in a Tery faiie and lalionrvd 
tlyle of liiiniiy^ detcribes her lip* at esquitiiely adapted for i ii- 
iDg: •0(|>arTaiB d.-<trn«qur, libia coraliini colori* ad mortunaii- 
tiislma.s Epial. 11), lib. i. 

Tkem Aeireu/.l tke rrlrrl ck'm, 

Wkn*4 dimfie tktjit a Ltre HitMm, etc] Madane Dader ba* 
qaoted hure two pretty line:* of Varro: 

Sijillj in nento impftta Anorit digitalo 
Vi»ti;;io denoottranl mollitndinrn. 

In her rhin it a ddii^ie dimple. 

By the An^er of Lapid inipre»l ; 
Tbere Sofinett, bewiltbinQly MBple, 

Ua* cboiea her innocent neat. 



Now let a floatiDf, lucid veil 
Shadow her limbt, bnt not gobcmI ; 
A charm may peep, a hoe may bcsm. 
And leare tlie resc to Fancy's dream. 
Enough—*! it she! 't is all I 
It glow^ it liTes, il toon will 



ODE xvn.t 

And now, with all thy penciTs truth, 

Pourtray Bathyllus, lovely yonth \ 

Let his hair, in lapses br^hl. 

Fall like streaming rays of liefac ; , 

And there tlie raven's dye confun 

With the vellow sunbeam's fanes. 

Let not the braid, with artfdl twine. 

The flowing of his locks confine; 

But loosen every golden lin^ ! 

To float upon the breeses* win^ 

Beneath the front of polish'd glow. 

Front as fair as mountain snow. 

And guileless as the dews of <lawn, 

l^t the majestic brows be drawn. 

Of ebon dyes, enrich'd by gold. 

Such as the scaly snakes imfokL 

Mingle in his jetty glances 

Power that awes, and love that tnnces; 

y^HT Ut a/tiMUlwf, tmrU reit 

Skuivm ker timht, kmt mot rwtctfW, Mr.] Tfcb drlksw «« of <!<- 
tiYipiion. whith leare* i— .^Inatlon to tj o » pl» M tWplctarr. hubrn 
*eldinn adopted in the iaiutioa* of thU bmalital pOHU RoaMrl J 
e&reptionably minute ; and Politiaaaa. ia kia dkmamlmg poeffaii a^ *■ 
Ijirl. fnll of r'irh and exquUite dictioa. haa lifkad iW veil rather uw 
much. The>qne*to chetnm'iaieadl«akoaldal«a7nbel<fiiohKr«- 

• The reader who «rl>h«a lo acqaira aa aeearai* Idaa af tkc ja4«ma> 
of the ancicat* in beauty, will be ladalfad by owaaltiac Jnais* *r 
Pictnra Veieram. ninth chapter, third book, where he will Sadmerf 
rurioa* *«lection of deaei iptioaa aad apiihau of peraoaal pc ifc c iia— . 
he itMBpare* tbi* ode with a dettriptioa of TheoJoriCk kiag •' *ha 
Cuib*, in the •econd epi*ile, first book of Sidooiaa Apolliaaria. 

Lei hit kair, im h/ttf krtfkt. 

Fall like urrmmiimy rmgt of lifkt, etc] Hc kcf« dcacribaa the naay 
hair, the • Hara coma,- which the andenia ao mack admirrf. TW 
Hftmantgafe ihi* ovionr artiliclalij to thoir kair. Son Suaial-k*- 
liientjik de Lbku Romanomm. 

Let mot Ike hroiJ. m-lik mwffml iwlme, etc] If tk« oriciaal he««. 
which i«partiiBtarly lieantiful. caa admit of aay additiaaal valar. 
that >alne i* coaferred by Cray's admiraiios of il. Saa U» Lriief* 
to ^'ett. 

Some annotator* have qaoted oa thi* 
l*h<iti*'*hair in Apnleia* ; but nothiae caa be 
kimplirity of oar p et'* maaner thaa that 
whkh diatia(ai»hc* the style of .\paieiaa. 

Frvml m fmir m* mo mfmim-imorr. 

And t/mitrten a* ike Jem^ o/Jorm, otc.Z Torreatias. apoa ikc ward* 
. iaiisaum teani froaie.* in the thirtyHkird odeaf tko tni baa* »f 
Horace, It of opinioa that > teaai • bean tka ■ ■■■If of ae:rS4S> 
here i bat be i* oerulaly iacorfed. 

Mimgle im kit jelly ftmmm 
Poirer ikAt ame*. mod lai>e tkat troi 
character to the eye* of Uoriada : 

Lampecgiar gli ooobi, e fBlfOtar gll ifaaffdi 
Dolci oe i* ira. 

Iler eye* were glowiaf with a kasvealy 
Laiaainii fire, aad e'ea ia aagrr awael ! 



•#a a: 
diataai from Ike 

af 



• .' etc] Taaao glvva a similar 



The poetet* Veroaica Camhara 
of expreuion : 

Oerhi taceatl et bellt 
Cema e**er pao ch' ia ao 
KoKaa da voi si aove 



difcao apom Ala variaiy 



ODES OF ANAGREON. 
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8teal from Venut bland desire. 
Steal from Man the look of fire, 
Blend them in such expression here, 
That we, by turns, may hope and fear I 
Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his cheek ! 
And there let Beauty's rosy ray 
In flyinu blushes rirhly play; — 
Blusho^i of tlmi celestial flame 
\>'hich li^jlits the cheek of vir^^in shame. 
Then for his lips, that ripely gem — 
But let thy mind imagine them I 
Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses^ 
Persuasion sleeping upon roses; 
And ([ivc hi» lip tliat speaking air, 
Ah if a wonl was hovering there ! 
Ills nook of ivory splendour trace, 
Moulded with soft but manly grace; 
Fair as the neck of Paphia'sboy, 
Where Paphia'K arms have hung in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes' hand. 
With which he waves his snaky wand ; 
Let Bacchus then the breast supply, 
And Leda's son the ninewy thigh. 
But oh ' suffuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire 

Ll«il, nml, •■perbl. haaii' altierl 
VI oMwtraie in ao puato, oade dl •pene, 
Et dt tiaor no eiDpiete, etc etc 

Oh ! tell me, brifhtly-beealBQ cja, 
Wbence ia yoar iiiile orbit lie 
So manjdlirfTeDt traiu of Bre, 
ExpreMins each a new detira I 
Now with anftry toora joe darkle. 
Now with teodtrr aecalth tperkle; 
And we, who Tiew the Tarioea mirror. 
Feel at ooce both hope aod terror. 

■oBtleur Cherrean, citJeg the lioM of oar poet, Ib hU critlqae on 
the poem of Malherbe, prodacea a Latin venloa of then from a 
•aaaMTipt whirh ho had aoea. entitled < Joan FalooaU Aoacreoo- 
tici Lutn».» 

PenmoHam sUepimg fum roset.1 It was worthy of the delicate 
loHginaiioo of the Greekt to doify Penoailoo, and fflre her the lipt 
for her throne. We are here reminded of a very intemtlnf fntpnent 
of Aoacreon. prmterTcd by the arhniiatt upon Piodar, aoJ ■nppoaed 
to belong to a po«D reflectinj with Mme aeverity on SiauHiidei, who 
wa« the tint, we are told, that erer made a hireling of hit bum. 

Nor yet had tu'ir PertoatioB ahono 
In tiUer tplendoara, not her own. 

And 9'm Ah tip that ipeakluy tilr, 

Ai if a word »a$ kutriuj tkert !] In ibe original "Xstkittf fftOiTTY}. 
Thf mitireM of Petrarch > paria eoo ailoBtio,* whicb is porhapt the 
beat method of female elotineaoe. 

C JM kfm the winged Benui' kmmd, etc] la Slukapoare'a Cymbe- 
line there U a similar method of daurlption : 

this i« hit hand, 

ni« foot MercarUI, hit oMrtlai thigh 
The brnwni of Hercnlea. 
We flod it likewise in llamlet. Longoplerre thlnka that the hands 
of Mercery are selected by Aaacreon, oa aoeoaat of the graoefnl gvs- 
taree whidi were sopposed to character lie the gad of eloqaeaoe ; bat 
Mercery was also ibe patron of thleret, and aMj porhapa be praised 
as a lighi-BoQered deity. 

Btu oh ! tyfftttt kit limbt 9ffir$ 

Wtik all thai flaw of fommg deiire. etc] I have taken the liberty 
bere uf somewhat veiling the orlgiaal. Madame Oaeler, in her 
translation, has bung oat lighu (us Sterae woald eall ii) at this 
pa»uge. It ia Tory mnch to be regrettml. that this snbetitation of 
a«terisks has been so marh adopted ia the popniar Interpreutioas 
of iheCiassies; It serves bat UibriagwhataverbeioeptlOBablelBto 
•oUee, «daramqaa hoea pnefarra padeadls.* 



Which kindles when the wnhfdl sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconsckms why. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright. 
Is envioiur of the eye's delight. 
Or its enamoured touch would show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow. 
Which now in veiling shadow lies. 
Removed from all hut Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for his feet — but, hold— forbear — 
I see a godlike portrait there; 
So like Biithyllus! — sure there *s none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun ! 

m 

Oh, let this pictured god be mine, 
And keep the boy from Samos' shrine ; 
PhcFbus sliall then Bathylltis be, 
Bathyllus Uien the deity ! 



ODE XVIII. 

Now the star of day is high. 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly. 
Bring me wine in brimming urns. 
Cool my lip, it burns, it bums ! 
Sunn'd by the meridian fire, 
Panting, languid, I expire! 
Give me all those humid flowers. 
Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing cliaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow ; 



•Be/, Md—fwhemr— 



I seam fadUka partntU tkare.'\ This is very spirited, bat It raqBlrat 
evplaaatioa. While the artist Is parsaiag the portrait of Bathyllas, 
Anacreoa, we most sappose, tares roaad aad sees a plctara of Apollo, 
which wns intended for an alur at Samoa; he iastaatly tails the 
paiater to cease his work; that this pictare will serve for lathyllBS, 
aod thai, when hegoea to Samos, he may Buke aa ApoUo of the por- 
trait of the boy which be bad begua. 

• Bathyllas (says Madame Dacier) ooatd aot be laore elogaatly 
praised, and this one passage does him nmre hoaoar thaa the statoa, 
however beaatifai it might !«, whidiPolycratca raised to him.* 

' ■ An elegant traaslatloa of this ode nsay be feaad ia RaaUor's 
Lyr. Blnmenslese, lib. t, p. 4o3.» Degea. 

Bring me wina in brimming urns, etc] Orlg. TTtfCV aflU^t. 
• The amy tils was a method of drinking ased amoagthe Tbraciaas. 
Thus Uoraoe, > Threicla vinoat amystide.* Mad. Dacier, Loagepierre, 
etc. eti'. 

Parrbaains, in his tweaiy-siith epistle (Thesanrr Critic, vol. Oi 
eiplains the amjstis as a draasht to be eahansied withont drawlag 
breath. • uno haasta.» A aote ia the margia of this epistle of Par* 
rhasias says, aPolitiaaas vestem esse patabat,* bal I caaaot Sad 
where. 

Cira ma alt tkaaa kmmld/Umart, etc] By the origiaai roadiag of 
this line the poet says, • tiive bm the Bower of wiae-^Data losat- 
loa Lymi, as it is ia the versioB of Eiias Aadraas { aad 

Deh porgetemi del Sore 

Dl qael almo e booa llqaore, 

as Bogaler has It, whosopports the readiaf. Avdsf woald aadMbS- 
edly bear this applicatioa, which is soosewhat similar to lu laiport 
ia the epigram of Simoaldes apoa Sophocles : 

£7$S99i};, ytfiMs SopoxXec;, avOos aot^uv. 

Aad flos, ia the Latia, Is freqnently applied in this manaer^lhaa 
Cethegas ia called by Eaalos, Flos illibatns popuii, sadsrqae BMdal- 
la, • The immacalate flower of the pvople. aad the very marrow of 
persnasioa,* ia thoae venes cited by Aulas Geilias, lib. zli, whkh 
Cicero praised, aad Seaeca ibonght ridleeloas. 

Bat la the posaage before as, if we admit t^tlifOty, aocordlaf ta 
Fabor's eoBjaetara. tka saasa ia safSdeatly daar, bb4 wo Mad aat 
have reooarso ta refaoflMata. 
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MOORK'S WOAK& 




ODE SIX. 

-luirtk^t >« ^ne 



«• 



r.? TW«« at* MB* teMtltal IIbm, 
ay,M « lariaaJ. wbUrk I euMt mlttqaotiaf bera: 

iMdiil* tie tic paadMa oorollc, 
iMfirar ijrlia vm oaplll ; 
U .-«■ r** a^*"** wrvlcni lBi>serit lianor, 
BK«k«k Ma ntU w«I plarU hac lacriaa. 



ty Oviia't tfWar all A* ■iQhl 
■b^. kmhl wrMik iIm lever't 

toU ^|*1>. M Ika ■•tmiof light. 
Vy lu»« thall i«la* i1m« roaad her brow. 



Ik 



if tt^M bar bMoai brigbt 
Jnif* af daw aUII fell iroa ibaa. 
(Wl Wr, ibaj ara aat drop* of alsbt, 
■«i lean of torrow tbad by aie 1 

inWM <4 Vr SbarMaa. • Uanoatb U ihU ■OM-coTer'd grotto 
. » ib«fl« la aa idaa vary •iagalarly ooioddaBi witb tbl« of Km- 
jMi«iw» f» iba tiaaia wbkb bef iaa, 

M4 ibiM. iioay grot, la thy arch aMyit prawrra. 

ItHivfriVk «f tmnUa§ wtlmdl ate.] Tba traMJtioa bara U paca- 
li^l^ tiiwir aad iMpaaaloaad ; bat tba ooaaMniaion bara par- 
uhijr* yha MMiMaat by a rarlaty of raadinga and oo^jactaraa. 

■ Tbi IrrnT'fltTT af thU bewar U to oatanl aad aaioNitad, that 
«• v^aal balp fcvliag a dcgraa of eoolaeaa aod fNabaaaa whila wa 
n. Laa^af larrv hai qaoced froa tba flnt book of tba Aaibo- 
ibu bllvwiag fpigraai, a« Mwwhat ntaaibtlaf this oda: 

hf^X*^* **^ *^* *l**^ ^«'^ TTcruv, be ro fuUxpov 
U,79«- ,tta>9CX9'j; r,xti xgx>f/ACva l^tfupovi. 

Uavv i,sv],ua(xi{ i>7rvov scyAi xaXst/A9f>. 



(Umip, (It I7 tbi> ibaiiowy ploa 

That curen ay lylTaa rrireat. 
Aad trti bow iha hrambn larliar 

Tbi> linailiinQ of Z«>|ihyr to aeet. 

iaa tba foaaiala, that, lowioe, diffaaaa 

.\l«Miad Bt> a itlitli^iag ipray ; 
•1 lit briak, a* iba iravaliar autaa. 

I MMMha hia to iImp with ay lay ! 

«M. ,ffmth maU. rtr.] Tba Vatlraa MS. raada ^9u/- 
]^« «bwb ivalvn tba nhola pora arupbarical. SoaM ooaaiaa- 
MM i^»T»ii tbi> rvaiiag of y39(9;y>>Ov, whiib aakata paa apoa 
0^ Mf- . 4 0t«.« that IMaio biatrif hat cnadaMpaded to ia wriiiag 
^V« W« VC»:-' ** *^ i-plflraa of tbii philoMpber. which I 
t-^ittt 4« ihtf iwaaly««^«>Bd odf. 

fte«a AaaaiW* apigfaa by this |.bikMOphar. praaarrad la Laar- 
«^^ «lwyb iMaa apaa iba taai- word : 

\^*i» 5«vaiv, l»,uititi ivTTtpot fv fBifitvoif. 

la li*^ i*wa wart ay morBlBB.«iar, 
Pal MMW that dnath ha« tiolaa thy iigfai, 

\Im' tbua kbiaml din aad tar. 
Lihf iba pala baaa that weapa at alghl. 



|« «|»V«M««a Myaabarfiaa. aadar tbabaad of ■ ailaaioaea.* wa 
1^^^ ,„«>^ •! Hfc* Wfid •••caJa apoa aaac ialartal froa Ifca 
y,^^«l,WaMJlra«»a. 



SareeC the little founts tliat weep, 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep ; 
Hark ! they whisper, as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a silly scene of bliss? 
Who, my girl, would pass it by t 
Surely neither you nor 1 ! 



ODE XX. 

I f)if B day the Muses twined the hands 
Of baby Lore, with flowery hands ; 
And to celential Beauty pave 
The captive infant as her slave. 

ITfta, ajr firl, u>oaUpmt$ U hf7 

Smreig naitkerjfm mor It] What a lalsb be glraa lo lb 
tba tiaple etrlaaatloa of tba orl|pnal ! Ia tbaaa delica 
it iniaiubla; aod yat, bear what a Frenrb traatlator 
patiagr : * Tbit ooaclatloa appeared to aa too trlHinij 1 
drtcriptioa, aad I thoaght proper to add toaewbat to 1 
of the original.* 

* By thit alle(rory of tba Mataa aakia^ Oipid tba 
Baaaiy, Aaacreon teeiBt to iotiaaoia tba tofiaaiag iafln 
a caliiratioa of itoetry bat over the aiiad, in aakiag i 
tatoeptlble to the impreuioaa of beaaty. 

Thoagb in ibc followini; epifptia, by the pbiloaopber F 
la foaad in the third book of Diogenea Laerliua, tbe Xua 
to diaavow ail tbe ioHneare of Lore : 

*A h,ui:ptt Mouaacat, xopaatatrxv k^poaiz 
I'tiiscr* rj TOv Eptaza itfifiiv C907c!)^i99/«a 

Ac M9iaai ttort Kunptv. Kpsi rot ^uyctuXa 
'Hjuiv q\j imctrou romo to rtxidxpiov. 

• Yield to ay geatia power, Paraaaiaa aaida :• 
That to tbe Hnaea apoke the Queen of (^haraa- 

■ Or I.OTe aball Batter ia yoar daaaic abadaa. 
And aaka yoar grova the caap (if Paphiaa ara 

■ No.* aaid the Tirgint of the taaefWI bower, 

■ We ai^ora thine own and ail thy arrbin'a art ; 
Thoagb Mara baa treahled at the iahat'a power. 
Ilia abaft ia pointiett o'er a Mnae'a heart !■ 

Tbare ia a toaaet by Denedatio Gaidi. the tboaght ol 
taggfttad by thia ode. 

Srbenara dentro all' auree cbinae Ataora 
Urir alaw duona dflla tiu Jiia : 

C tanto era il piaoer cb' ei ne aenila. 
Che BOB aapc«, u6 Tnica uu-irnn fore. 

\}oandoo<xo ivi annudar ai arnie il core. 
Si, che |i«r fbna ancor (-onvicn rhe alia: 

Tai lan-i alia belute orditi avia 
Del cretpo crin ; per farai eterno onora. 

Oada offre in Ha dal ciel degna aeroede, 
A rhi arioglie 11 Heliaoi la balla dea 
Da lantl midi, in rb elia airrtto il vede. 

Ha ei vintu a due ua-bi i' arata cade : 
El r aflat irbi iadarau, Citerea ; 
(Ihe k' aliri 'I acioglie, egli a irgar ai riedr. 

I<4ive, waaderinn throD(;h ibe (;oldeo aaie 

Uf my iM-ioTtnl'i hair. 
Traitnl evrry loi'k with fond dftlayt, 

And, doting. linRrr d there. 
Aad aoun he foand 'i ntrr vain to fly. 

Ilia heart wa» duae ntntint^l ; 
And eTery nirln wr» a lie, 

A chain by lleanly twined. 

Now Yeana taek* h<-r lioy'* ralraie. 

With ranaow froa altoTp : 
Bat, Veaat! let thy rfl'oru craac. 

For Lore 'a tbo ala^e of lo«f . 
Aad, aboald wa luoar hia gulden rbaia, 
Tba priaoner would retaro agaia ! 



ODES OP ANAGREON. 
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lis mother eomet with nuny a toy, 
'u FiDfoiii her beloved boy ; 
U^ moclier Mies, bat all in vain ! 
le ne'er will leave his chains a^n. 
i jy, should they take his chains away, 
"he litile captive still would stay. 
If this,* he cries, « a bondage be, 
^'fao could wish for liberty 7» 

ODE XXI.* 

>««isvi wlien mother earth is dry, 
»he drinks the droppings of the sky ; 



•r k«r tmgitirm child is tb* »m idyl of MiMchu: 

ti r9c, T« fOmfta X9 lUm^t^;, n» ^ cy*y*K vtv, 
»/ty9V TO f C>«/MC, TV d* a» {cvt, Jtecc idtov if £t(. 

I kia. «W Ike kauu of mj Capid mo tkow, 
kiM of tk« MsderMt tiaap I 'II liMtow, 

II hr. wko c»a brlag ■• iW waadarfr b«r«, 

»ll k«T« Maaililaf Mora rapMroat, MMMtliiag nor* dear. 

•awikii^ MOM rf b tha q«l4^l4 pM aacala dalo* of Baeaa- 



r ikU edr, ikara feUow la ika Vatkaa MS. theaa axtraavdlaary 

'H^j/u>r,; dk Zsnrpw 
TltyAc/sntov to dk /cot fic^o; 
2ir/3upaMi rig r/x'^t 
Ta T/sca rovra /toi 3bKU 
Kau A{9v;^90f <i9fX0o)V 
Ksu Ibcptij itapaxpooi 
Kat eciro; E/9ft>€ xov cvuiv. 

■» liaaa. whldi appear lo aM to hare a« iitlla Mate a« aMtre, 
M prabaMy tka iaierpoladoa of ik« ivaaMrlbar. 

b caaaaatatan wba kava aadcavoaiad to throw the eheint of 
iia avcrtha tpiflt of thk baaatiftil iriHe. raqaira tao aiarh 
teanvaatic philoaophy. 3te««laar Gall wrj wlaaly ihiakt, 
»pwt Bwt the apithat ^f XsrvY}, becaota Mark «anh abtorlM 
p* aora qaickiy ihaa aay other: tad acoordiagly ha tadoigac 
kaa •ipcriBaaialdiMiaititloaoaiha ul^ect. Sao Gail'* aaia*. 
•f ika Ciapilapi kaa iaiuiad ihi« oda, ia aa epiuph oa a 
Md. 

Baa «i«i tlM iM MM. de labribr area*. 

Sieiailaa pinvlaa wla peraata biMi. 
Air MMt aacidaa foatat at laaiaa Paataa. 

Sic a a |i a i sliJaaA Sol aarl* haarli aqaas. 
Mo I* i^iar Jartet pla« aM, Sileae, bibluc ; 

Et aiU da vlctat ta qaoqae, Baixka, aaaat. 

UirroLim CAVii«ra. 



m-hila lib wa« alaa. tha little 

la drlakiaf etUI aavarlad flaw ; 
I draak a* eartk laMbee tko thowor. 

Or aa the raiaboar driakt tko daw. 

As orvaa qaaflb tko rivon ap. 

Or laaMaf %um iakalaatka Ma ; 
Stl^aa* traabled at ay Ap, 
Aad Bafockat wa« oatdoae by tfl 

n «stt eiUaf fkoM raaarkaUa iiaae of Skakipeare, whara 
■fkia of tka oda bafara aa are proaerrad with lack •trlkiaf 



TiaoV. ACT IT. 

I 'It oaaapJa yoa wiik tkiaeary. 
'• a tkiaC Md wllk kb graal auraction 
KuU ika vaai MB. Tka aeaa'taa anaat tkiaf. 
kar pala ita aha aaaiLkM froa tka aaa. 
•■• '• a ikiaf. wkaaa Uqald larfa laaolraa 
aoaad* lau alt taan. Tke ank '• a tktof. 
i.faad*. aad krsada by a ceapwtare ttolea 



And then the dewy cordial ghrei 
To every thirsty plant that livea. 
The vapoars, which at evening weep, 
Are beverage to the swelling deep; 
And when die roey snn appears, 
He drinks the ocean's misty tears. 
The moon, too, quaffs her paly stream 
Of liutre from the solar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober thinking ! 
Since Nature's holy law is drinking; 
I '11 make the laws of Nature mine. 
And pledge the imiverse in wine ! 



ODE xxn.« 

Tbb Phrygian rock, that braves the storm. 
Was once a weeping matron's form ; 
And Progne, liapless, frantic maid. 
Is now a swallow in tlie shade. 

' OgllTie, la hit Euay oa ibe Lyric Pootry of tha Aadeata, la ra- 
aarklag «poa tha Ode* of Aaaeroaa, uya, • la aoae of hit pleoat 
there is exaberaace aad eroa wildaea (rf iaagiaatioa ; ia that par^ 
ticaiarly wbirb it addreaad la a yoaag fM, where be wiabee altar- 
aaiely to be traacforaed to a airror, a coat, a ttreaa, a bracelet, 
aad a pairof ■baat, for tbadtflaraat parpoaacwhk* haracHat; ikia 
it aare »pon aad waateaaa*.* 

It ia the waaloanea*, kimcTrr, of a Tery sraoefal aaaa; ladit 
aaubillter. The ooapliawat of ibia ode it exqaiaitcly delicate, aad 
ao aiaffalar for the period ia which Aaacreoo llrad, whra the aaJe 
of lore had aot yet beeo eradaaied laio all ita little progrtaalTa ra- 
■aeaeaia, that if we were iadiaad to qaeatioa thaaaiheaiMtyof 
the poea, we ahoaid flod a an-h acre plaaaible argaaeat ia tha 
featarea of BMMlera ipllaatry wbit-b it beara, tbaa la aay ofthoaajba 
tidiooa roajectaraa apoa which aoaa caaaaaatora hate pree a aad 
ao for. Dtgpa ihiaka it aparioaa, aad Da Paaw proaoaaoaa It to ha 
aiaeraUe. LoBjiepierre aad Barnea refer aa to aeveral iaIiatiMM af 
tkia ado, froa wUck Ishalloaly aetactaaeplfraaof DioayalM: 

Et9* avtfios ysvofiviv, tj ikyt ^ ct^fouvot reap' itvyof , 
lTt$i» yuuvQtaMit xac fu Trvcovra "kxSotf, 

Ei$g poooj yivofirt'j Uzonopfupov, Ofp% /u XV^^ 
A/Bo^armf), xo/ii9S(> ^tOt7i ;kcov<oc;. 

EtOt xptvov ytvo/niv >tt/x9>f/09oy, Ofp* fu Xt/Miv 
kpofitvr,, fixXXo'j cr,i xP^^^ii ^optrrtS. 

I with I ooald like aaphyr siaal 

To waatoa o'er thy aaiy veal i 
Aad thoa woaldtt ope thy koaoa vall, 

Aad uka ae paatiaf to tky braaall 

1 wiah I nisbt a roae-bad grow, 
Aad thoa waaldat rail m» froa tha baaa i, 

Aad place ae oa that hreait af aaow. 
Whore 1 ahoaid blooa^ a wlatry lowar ! 

I wlah I war* the llly'a loaf. 

To Ihdo apoa that boaoa wata : 
Thcff* I ahoaki wither, pala aad brIaC 

Tha trophy of thy fbirrr fbra ! 

Allow ae to add, that Plato baa ciprraaad aa hadfal a wiak la a 
diatkh preaervad by Laertiaa: 

A^tpttf tivttBpuf, 9t^.p cjat f f i^t yvfOtfu^ 
O'jjcxvss* oi; n9»ec( o/a,ua7tv ct; oc fiktitu. 

TO aruxA. 

Why doat thoa ga«r apoa tha aky f 
Ob ! that i wrrr that apaaslrd apkera. 

Aad avary star ahoaid ba aa aye 
To woakdar oa thy btaaiiaa kan> ! 

Apaleiaa qaotet tkit eploran of tke diTiaa pUloaepkar. ta Jaoliiy 
kiaaeir for kit Toraee oa CriUaa aad Ckariaaa. 8aa kU Apokgy. 
wkere ba alao addaoea the esaapb of Aaa a aaa : > Faoara laaoa et 
aUltalia,ataiTooigaoratia.apaidGnKaaTaiMqaidaa,> eic.eir. 
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If (. u *• i>b<Z MlUUiU M 
- -. Ik 'i'*^ •-iw.-i iu«» 

** «.: ■•-•t-.mtUkt ui, Xta ;>.> a,tv. 

. v^ a. •• .K ••iK 'III lO 

'«''..» u«.i*- «>.iAiw ■>• V.iai-ix-un be? 

X -, vvii*- !■• ••*»»•-■ w«> fwt — 
*^»M. V N '.*■*» 4 Ik Ukv were tweci ! 



vHu: xxiii. ' 

«hk« ■ 'V ^*'-'^- *'*' ■'>'**'•' ''yAt/j Thli T9Uv(i; «•• • rihuid 
^ i^««, ^* ■ ». >> •W N.wMii* Itktt-i* ami •lru|ihinDi, wbirh the «•>• 
^^^^^ ^ .W ^i)w«ci'l irMraiiiing ibef&ubcnaceof ihalHMom. 

l^«^ .«v»>r«t<« iloMinv roBp^Mje paplllat. 

1.JLTW ^ «•■«««« aKi only wont ibli yoa«, but eondenaed 
v««> •^ •** *i. «**l M«ilr> ■•» of i«rlaia dragi and imwdrn 
^^ ju Liwir : — I-*-* To ilu<arpt|>«d!f>BU ihey «(i*rr cumiFllpti, la 
. M ^X' """^ " ** *^"' "**'''V"" '■•liiun of c«>m|irvi«ia|; ibnwaul Inio 
^ .^« w«-*v* ,«M|<«M. «liu-li nri-MMrily caused aa exontive tanl- 
^•.y :• «k« KM««t V«> |ki(ia>iN-idf«, lib. ▼. 

^M W«M»> uw- 4iM»* 4/r« J'fft — 

r^^ , ^ ,... J >f ikrr ii^rrni-*ri!] Tbe topbUt PhilMirttat. 
^ ^,,a# 4« ^ « t«^«#^>triirr«. ba« liurniwf^ lbi« iboaijbt ; ca flCOfTCt 

..%v»\ • •» »-^' T:t?*;7STf yuir. • <)h loTrly fi-ri: nh i>iivlieni 
>^^^> ^ (hi»v b«|*|>y ami li|pt«Ml ibofllil I he. If you would bui 
y^n 4W »« • l« NbjitkS|M<ar#, UwiBMi deiim tn \tn ■ (jIoti- ; 

k»b ib4i I wrn« ■ ({loii* upon Ibai baad, 
1^1 i nitfbi ki» lliBi ibrek: 

^,1^ « k.« hiMMMiK PHiirlw. mr mwt wiib aa id«a loaiewbat Ilka 

Nut. »^<i«« brr, UnnariHl In, wkerea* h^ dood, 
. it ^J^^* • iiMuib kbp, • wby ««• BOi I a BooJ 1- 

|«|bii««i kii««iM«y of XHamboN, ibat whinikical farraQnof aall 
Mt,4tv««i-^ •• **■ Np«i<r nvd.* ibcrc Ua nry old traotlaiioo of 
«b-kwMif- W>v*^ i.'(i. • l'n;[IUbed by Mr B. lluliday, in bU Tecb- 
•^ a.« ». fcv^ • • 

* 1%>««I# II *••! I" tb^ MTinofall ihn etliiloB*. and I« tboacbt 
1^ 1^ |i«^«lia>4| dMijavtt aa an inlrudoclion lo An r«M ; It however 
,,^M^«»«.MB tb« ;;r«ia* uf ibr Teiaa bat viry Inadeiiaatfly, ai wiae, 
1^ |«i^kM ^ kitUvs. ii aol ifMra wvatiitord ia it. 

- "-caai nuliA Wa^rra ronfuadero mero 
|^«l^#l<il lutd Tria Si«»a miU. Ovia. 

TW l*«a«!i-<a>«ik «^> 'V /XC' ^>I7(« TOC fhlClif, nlRbt, wllb at 
«Mh«fM^i*««. K* iba KarMaHrr oMiU MMBi' 

ItiMt baa *\fii*vmJi iba a*atl«rali of tbe ode before at with aacfa 
iiwIk4i} !• bU f^rib idyl. I bate fflvan It raiber parapbraatlcaliy; 
n tea bees aaft^iaMiily iraaalaiad, that I coald aot otberwiM aToU 
•mi i«f«itik«. 



fV 



Giuld rene ihe breatli of lon^; sublime, 
To men of fiime, in former lime. 
But when the soariDg theme I try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 
« Our sighs are given to love alone lo 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I lore tlic panting chords away, 
Attuned theui to a nobler swpU, 
And struck again the breathing shell; 
In all the glow of epic fire. 
To HerouIcA I wake ihe l\ru! 
But still its fainting sigliH rc|)cat, 
«The tale of Love alone is nweei !» 
Tlien fare thee well, seductive dnnni, 
Tliat mad'st me follow Glory's theme ; 
For thou, my lyn*, and thou, my heart. 
Shall nover more in spirit part; 
And thou the flame shalt feel as well 
As thou tbe flame slialt sweetly tell I 



ODE XXIV. « 

To all that lireathe the airs of licaven, 
Sonic Itoon of strength has Nature given. 
When the majestic bull was bom. 
She fenced his brow with wreathed horn. 
She arm'd the courser's foot of air. 
And wing'd with speed the panting hare. 
Slie gave the lion fangs of terror, 
And, on the ocean's cr\ittal mirror, 
Taught the unnumber'd scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along; 
While for the umbrage of the grove. 
She plumed the warbling world of love. 

/n all tkg flow vftfit firt. 

To iUrfoUs I utUe tko Igrt!] Madame Dairier ceaerally iranalam 
/u^ev) inio a lule, wbirh I believe, ia rather laaa-nrate. ■ Il'npli- 
qocr la lyre dea aariena * (»ay» .Mooaieur Sorel) • |»«r an luib, c'rat 
iQBorer la diff/Tcacc'qa'il ya eaire ceadeai iaatrnneaade iiiBaii)ue.« 
—BHUotknfue Fram(<il$e. 

Emi nill in falmflmg ili/k* rfpraf, 

• The tale of Lvre nioue h Mnri!»] Tbe word avTfpWVSt, ia 
tbe oricinal. aay imply that kiad of mn»lr8l dialogue prartiaed 
by the onrlenia. in wblcb ibr lyre waa made to reapoad fo tbe iinr*- 
ilona pn>|KWiiil by tbe ain^er. Tbia waa a netbod wbkh Sappbu 
uaed, aa we arr tnid by Hermoceara : k brav TJT-' ^i* cav s^CAira 

29t:Tj,w, xat orav ayrjj o;:rox^cvY;roci.a iltcc Io£Uv. 
Toil. ceuT. 

' Henry Stephen* baa Imitated ibe idea of ihia ode ia tbe follow iof 
liBeaofooe of hia piieaa : 



Protida dat cunnia Nalnra aaimaniibaa ai 

Et aua firmiDPaa (XMaidei arma Ri-nua, 
l'n;;Hlaiine at defendii equnm, aiqae at coraca tauram, 

Armdta rat fur ma fn-mina palcbra aua. 

And theaamu tbou||ht o<rfnra^ tboae Iiae», apokea by Oriara in 
Paator I idu : 

Coal noi la belleiM 

(.he 'e viria niiatra ooal propria, eraae 

La furfa del Imne 

C r inQeijao de i' buoaio. 

Tbe lloa boaata bia aaraga powers. 

And lordly maa bia airen|{ib of mind ; 
Rut liaaniy'a rharm ia aolely oars, 

Pecniiar l<oon, by Heaven aulpi'd I 

• As eleQaat eiplication of the beaatiet of tbU odo (uyi DegM) 
■ay bo foaad in Grimm ea den Aamorrkk. Vebor olaiffa Odea 4ai 
Aaakr.a 
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To man the gave the flame refined, 
Tlio spark of Ucaven — a chinking mind ! 
And had xhe no ftuqnssing treasure 
For rhce, oh woman ! child of pleasure ? 
She (;avc thee beauty — sliaft of eyes. 
That uvury shaft of v^-ar ouiflies! 
She cave thee beauty — biusli of fire, 
Thai bids the flames of war retire ! 
Woman ! be fair, wc must adore thee ; 
Smile, and a world is weak before thee ! 



ODE XXV. • 



Once in each revolving year, 
(■en tie bird ! w^c find thee here, 
When Nature wears her summer-vest. 
Thou comest to weave thy simple nest; 
But when the chilling winter lowers, 
A|;ain thou scek'st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smile. 
And thuH thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas! unlike the plumed loves. 
That linger in this hapless breast, 
And never, never change their nest ! 



To man $kf fa»c ikejlamt rt/im»d^ 

The tpark »/ Ueapeu—a tUnkiuj mhdt] Ib My f nt SUeoipt to 
traiiklate ibi» ode, I had iaier|»retcd ^pOVTHftOt, with Baiter «ad 
Ibrom. nt imply ioi; roorago and miiiiary virtao ; bat I do not thiak 
ibat the Qallaatry <»f the iilea aaflcn by tho Inport which I hare bow 
e'nea to it. For, why need we 00B»ider ihU pOMeMloB of wiadom a« 
«-xclatiTe ? and ia iruib, •• the detigo of Aaaoreoa It to ettimate ihe 
irnature of l>eiiuty. ahovo til the real which Katare baa dUtrlhnied, 
it i> |M>rho|i* even refintaj upon tb« delicacy of the conpliaieBt, to 
prefer ibr radiance of fanale rhama to the cold illaailBatloB of wia- 
tlum and prndrnue ; and lo think that woaaea'a eyea are 



-the hooka, the aradeaiea. 



From whence doih apriBQ the tree ProBMlheaa Are. 

Ske y»P€ thre ke*imrji—iAa/i of ejpes. 

Tk0t rprry thiift of u-ar out/tiet!] Thaa Achlllee Taliaa : xaXXo; 

T»r' '^'^vyc* YictTu-p^n, O^OxkfAOi y^p boos tp'jtrixy 

xpciltflOLTt. > Reaaiy wOBB.ia aaore awifllj thaa the arrow, asd 
liasaca through the eyr to the Tery aoal i for the eye la the iaiet to 
the woaada of Ioto. • 

VTamtam ! he fair, we muut miare thee ; 

SmtUe, ami a m-orid ii m-emh ha/are the* /] LoB(ep{«rre'a rfBiark 
hrrv ia very ic(;cnioaa : • The Romaaa,* aaya he, • wereao ooBvlBoed 
of ibe power of beamy, that they naed a word Imply iag atreagth ia 
ibe place of tba epithet beaetifBl. Thaa Pbatsa, act i, aeeae i. 
Baochid. 

Sed Baltic etlaai fortla tibJ vlia. 

' Fonia, id eat foraKMa,' aay Serriaa aad Noaias.* 

' Tbia it another ode addreaaed to the awallow. Albert! haa imi- 
tated both in one poesa, besiaaiBg 

Vtnh' io piaBQa at tBoeaalo 
Rondinella ImportBBB, etc 

Alat ! mullJU the ptmmtd latet. 
That timber /■ ihit hapleu hrea$t. 

And merer, meeer citmmye their me»tl} Thaa LovB ia represented aa 
a bird, ia aa opiipum cited by Loa|epierre from the AathoioQia : 

Arst fiot ^ijvti /Jisv «v G'JX7i'J vixoi tpwtoi, 
nptfjLU o> av/x Tod^ii xo yAuxu dbcx/Du ftptt. 

'Hc« Tiou xpaair, yvoj^o; cvi^t rujtoi. 
Q TTTavot, fit) xou Ttor' g^tnrxoOai fuv tpurtf 
OiAcT*, uTton^TivsL^ (^ ouO' baov f9;|rvrr<; 



Still every year, and all the year, 
A flight of loves engender here ; 
And some their in^t plumage try, 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the sliell, impregn'd with fires. 
Cluster a thousand more desires; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
My bosom, like the vernal groves, 
Resounds with little warbling loves; 
One urchin imps the other^s feather. 
Then twin-desires they wing together. 
And still as they have leam'd to soar. 
The wanton babies teem with more. 
But is there then no kindly art. 
To chase these Cupids from my heart ! 
No, no ! I fear, alas ! I fear 
They will for ever nesde here ! 

ODE XXVL* 

Thy harp may sing of Troy's alarms. 
Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 
With other wars my song shall bum, 
For other wounds my harp shall mourn. 
*T was not the crested warrior^s dart. 
Which drank the current of my heart; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed. 
Have made this vanquish'd bosom bleed ; 
No — from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quivcr'd Cupids flew; 
And now my heart all bleeding lies 
Beneath this army of the eyes' 



ODE xxvn.* 

W*c read the flying courser^s name 
U|>on his side, in marks of flame ; 

T la LoTe that marmara la my breaal, 

Asd oaakea bm abed the aecret tear ; 
Nor day aor Bif;bt ay heart haa reat. 

For night and day hia Toiee I hear. t 

A woand withia my heart I Sad, 

And oh ! 't ia plaia where I.OTe hat baca ; 
For atill he leavea a woasd behiad, 

Sach aa withia my heart ia aeea. 

Oh bird of Lots ! with aoag iO drear. 

Make aot my aoal the aeai of paia ; 
Oh : let the wiag which broaght theekera, 

la piiy waft thee hence agaia I 

' • The Germaa poet Ut haa Imitated thia ode. Compare alao 
Weiaae Scberi. Leider. lib. ill, der Sotdat.* Gail, 0«gea. 

Ho— from an ege pfii^mid htme, 

A ho$t of qmlwe/tt Ca/iltUflew.} Loagepierre haa qaoled part of aa 
epigram from the aereath book of the Aatholocla, which baa a fhacy 
a^mcibins like thia: 

O;; /AC "Xt^yfictSf 

Archer Lore ! thoagh allly creepiag, 

Well I know where thoa doat lie ; 
I aaw thee throash the rariaia peepiag. 

That fria;>ea Zeaaphelia'a eye. 

The poeu aboaad with ooacrilt ob the archery of the eyea, bat few 
bate turaod the thoaght ao aatarally aa Aaacreoa. lioaaard givaa 
to ihe eyea of hia miatrrw ■ aa petit ramp d'amoara.* 

* Thia ode forma a part of the preceding ib the Vaticaa MS., but 
1 bare eoaformed to the editioat la tranalatiag them aeparately. 

- Gompoie with thia* (aay* Dejeo) .the poem of Ramler Wahnai- 
cbcB der Licbe, la Lyr. BlaaMaleee, lib. It, p. 3i3.« 
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And, by their turban'd brows alone, 

The warriors of the East arc known. 

Bui in tlic lover's glowin(; eyes 

The inlet to his bosom lies ; 

Throu{;h them we sec tlie small faint mark. 

Where Love has dropp'd his burning si>ark ! 

ODE XXVllI.* 

As in the Lemnian caves of fire. 
The mate of her who nursed desire 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm; 
While Venus every barb imbues, 
With droppings of her honied dews ; 
And Love (aks! the victim-heart) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 
Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame, 
Tlie crested Lord of battles came ; 
'T was from the ranks of war he rush'd, 
His spear with many a life-drop blush'd ! 
Ue saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 
« And dost thou smile ?» said little Love, 
Take this dart, and thou mayst prove, 

Tk* imiet le U$ U$am IUt.'\ > We oiBaot tea iaio tbo bcart, • tayt 
MmUnM Dacler. Bat Ik* laver ■■•w«n— 

11 oor B0 fU oochl • M U ffroata bo •eritio. 

Moaiiear La Fmm hat giTm the feUowini; liaaa, M •Dlarsfsg on 
the thoo^ of AnacreoB : 

LonqiM ja vob wi amaat, 
II akfSb» «a Ttla SOD toanMat, 
A le trahir toot oaa«plre ; 
8a laagaear, aoa eabarrat, 
Toat oe qa'U peat fStra oo dire. 
M^e oe qa'il ae dit pea. 

lo Taio the lorer trie* to veil 

Tbe laoie wbii^ la kit boeom lies ; 
Bis cbeeli't ooaiocioa lelU tbe ulc. 

We read it la bi« laagald ef ee : 
Aad ihoagb bU words tbe boart betray, 
ills lileaoe tpealu e'ea Bkore tbaa iltey. 

«^ TbU ode is referred to by La Moibe le Vayer, wbo, I bellere, was 
tbe aatbor of tbat corioos Utile work called kUexaoieroo Rnstiqae.> 
He makes ate of ikis, as well as tke tklrty^flk, io kit lagealoos bat 
iadellcate explaaatloa of Boaser's Cave of tbe !lyMpbs. Joarafe 
Qaatriiae. 

Amd LtiM faUu ! tke aielim-Ararr) 

TVoffff with gall tk» humlny dbr/.] Tbas ClaodiaB— 

Labaatai geoilai foatet, bicdalris, aaiaros 
Alter, et infosis oorramplt nella Teoenls, 
Uade Capidiaeas anaavit fkaia saglltat. 

la Cypms' Isle two rlppllag foaotaias fkll, 
Acd oaewlthboaey Hows, aad oae witb gall; 
la tboae, if we asay uke tiM tale froia fkaM, 
Tbe soa of Veaas dip* bis dartt of laate. 

See tbe aiaety-Srsl eaihleai of Alclatos, oa tbe dose ooaaeaioo 
wbicb sabsisu betweeo sweets and bltterae**. Apes iden paagaai 
(says Petroaias) qaia obi dalce, ibi et aeidan iaveales. 

Tbe allegorical descriptioa of Capid s eaployaeat, io Boraoe. auy 
▼le wllb tbis before as la feacy, tbeogb aot ia delicacy : 

^^— feras et Capido 
Seaper ardaates acoeas sagittas 
Cole craeata. 

Aad Capid, akarpaaiag all bis tery dartt 
I'poB a wbeutoae suia'd witb blood of bearts. 

Secaadas has borrowed this, bat has soaMwhat softeoed the laugt- 
by the ooiissioa of tbe epithet ■ craeau.a 

Pallor aa ardeate* aroebat oote sagiitai.— Eieg. i. 



That thoii(;h they pa» tiic breeze's flight. 
My Imlts arc not so featliery light. » 
He look tliu shaft — and, oh! thy look, 
Sweet Venus! when the shaft he took — 
lie sigh'd, and felt the urchin's art; 
He sigh'd, in agony of heart, 
M It is not light — I die with piiin ! 
Take — take thy arrow l>ack again. » 
M No,M said the child, u it must not ho, 
That little dart was made for thee !» 



ODE XXIX. 

Ybs — loving is a painful thrill, 
And not to love more painful still ; 

Tei—U»imy It a paim/ul tkriU, 

Atnlmatto /om mutre fMlm/ut ttUI, etc.] Mooalimr Men 
foilowiag Aaacreoatic, eaforces tbe aeuessiiy of lovinff : 

IlC^Ct TOU JklV flkr,OM. 

Upoi Usrpov laviri^x 'Vcttov. 
Meya d'Stufia ruv oloiSm'j 

Xa^CTUV ^xkOi 'TSTTJ, 

4>iXc»/A(v, u iroLipt. 

To T«xvov TOU lufpoviaxou, 
lofivii itUTYip 6C7Tag>j;. 
Tc i* a-^iu yivoiT E/5WT9; ; 
Axov>j ^8V «7i ^tJX^,i.{a) 
Urtpvyiaau ei; OkupLnov 
Kocxcutipitvo'jg avotipu. 
Bpa^ioii X€rrr/p.svGtai 
BiXscooi i^xyttpii, 
nupi Xa/Arraob$ ^ascvo) 
'PunxpoiTepoui xaOMpsi. 
4*e>cfla/Asv ouv, 'VLTTli, 
4>c/cai,a(v, a irxipi. 
AO^xo>>; &s 'koiiopouvri 
'Ayioui eporrai ii/xoiv 
Kaxov tj^ouxi TO fjLOJvov 
'Jva fXTo ^jvxLT cxitvo; 
4*(Xsc(v Te xai fikstaOoii. 

TO rSTSa OAMIKL aCKTT. 

Tboa ! of tHoeful bardt tb« first. 
Tboa ! by all tbe Gract't oaraed ; 
Friead '. earb other friend above, 
(knnewiib ne, and learn to love. 
L«Tinj is a simple iorr, 
GraTer men have Icarn'tl before , 
?(ay, tbe boast of former ages, 
WlM>*t of lbs wi»est saget, 
So|>brun!scus' pmUrnl aoa, 
Wm by Love'* illation won. 
Ob ! bow heavy life wovlJ move. 
If we knew not bow to love! 
Love '• a wbeiitono lo the mind : 
Tbaa 't it |»oinl(Hi, tbut refined. 
Wbea the aoul dejected lie*. 
Love can waft it to tbe tkiea ; 
When in languor tlee|M ilic heart, 
Love can wake it with bis dart ; 

(e) TbU line ia borrowed from an epigrtm by Alpheua 

'P''^y.^i «?"tV EpOii aX5V*J. 

Maaag*. I ihiok. layi aomcwhero. ibat he w^t llm fim w 
tills epigram lo iba world. 
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Rut Hirrty 't is the wont of pain, 

T'i loTiT and noc be loved agiiin ! 

AfTeriion now has fled from cnrth, 

Nor fire of (genius, Vt^A of birth, 

.W liiravcniy nrtnc, can beguile 

Fnni iKMuty's rbeek one faToiiring smile. 

Md is ibe woman's only theme, 

Mil 'nk lite wonmn's only dream. 

«*: Dcv<.T be that wretch forgiven— 

Fr^iTc him not, indignant llcaven!— 

^Xunc (^roTc^ling eyes could 6rit adore, 

VIiom; heart could pant for sordid ore. 

Since that devoted thirst began, 

Man h.w forgot to feel for man ; 

Tlic puUo of socisl life is dead, 

l&l jM its fonder fetilrogs fled! 

War to- 1 \u» Mdlied Nature's charms. 

t<>r i:otd provokes the world to arms! 

Uid oil : tlie worst of all its art, 

I f«.rl ic breaks the lover's heart ! 



ODE XXX.' 



T mhi in an airy dream of night, 

I f jocied, that 1 wing'd my flight 

'fo pinions fleeter tluui the wind, 

^ ^iiU* little Love, whose feet yvcn twimxl 

I know not why) with cliains of I;ku1, 

runucd mc as 1 trembling flod; 

P. rsiM-d — and could I c'vr have tliout;ht? — 

>wift as the moment I was caught ! 

^h4i does the wanton Fancy mean 

Ky Mich a strange, illusive scene? 

I f'Mf khe wfaisper4 to my breast, 

T\m you. my girl, have stolen my n»ti 

T^ut iliough my fancy, for a while, 

Ui« liuni; on many a woman's smile, 

i innn diasnlTcd the passing vow, 

iDil ne'er was caught by Love till now ! 



ODE XXXI. * 



4i«'d witli hy-acinthioe rod 
Anut enough for snch a god). 



WWa tW Mlad kdall ■■d dari^ 
!.•«• CSB IkM* h «Iil> hb •park ! 
Cna*, itk ! cMM thca, Ut mt kute 
All th» MIm of lo«« to tuie ; 
Lm a» love belli mlf^kt ■■d d«y. 
Let M !•▼• •ur Vtwf sway ! 
Aad mhm keartai. froai lovtaff trrr 
(If tod««i Mck tosm then h*), 
I' rows •y«a car ||«Mle Immi, 
Xmd tW MfOTt dalmloa Uum; 
n<t iksll he Bf aaly cane, 
i^jmld I. omU I wlik ikMi wonsr 
May iWy ne'ar Ike Mpcare prove 
or Ike Hilld tnm Hft we love! 



Cupid bade me wing my pace. 
And try with him the rapid race. 
(Xcr the wild torrent, nide and deep, 
By tangled brake and pendent steep. 
With weary foot I panting flew, 
My brow was chill with drops of dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying; 
And now I tlumght the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hovered o'er my head, 
And, fanning light his breezy plume, 
RccuH'd mc from my languid gloom; 
Then said, in accents half-reproving, 
«« Why hast thou been a foe to loving ?• 

ODE XXXII/ 

>^TRFw me a breathing bed of leaves 
When! lotus with tlie myrtle weaves; 

L«>cio eam\ oiitat, vU prlsM tllflaila aeetb 

Cerpebam, et toaiao lanlaa vkta dahaai ; 
Cam a« tKYat Aaor preoHiB, tartasHiaa eaplllu 

Eirlut, et leiwraei p«rrlgllare Jabei. 
Tm fannlat BMes, loiivit, •■« can lalMe paeUaa. 

Solas lo. ••tlat, dara Jaoare poteaT 
Eillio el peJibct oadb, laaieaqae telala, 

Oame iirr iaqiedio, aallaa iter espnllo. 
?(aac proprro. nanr ire pi({0l ; ranaaqae rcdire 

l*iroil«t ; cl pador mt iiare via aadla. 
Krre lareoi Totvt boainDBi, itrrpiiaMiHd feraraa. 

El TolooraiD ranta*. idrl'Sifip Sda laauai. 
SoIhji rffn n niDriU itaved tuBtDoaiqae ioraBH|B*. 

Cl «(K|aor iajprriaai, tarre Tapidoi, taaai. 

rpoo Biy (-ftorb I lay, ai alubt profiiaa.l, 

My lan:;ald eyr* ia aiar.lc vlamticr beaad. 

Whco Capid taoM aad taaick'd ■« froai aiy bed, 

\ad forml aw BMay a w«ary nay le toaad. 

• Wbat ! ((aid tbe god) ikall yoa, wkoM voaa aia ks<*«a, 

Wbo luTP to oiaoy Djiapbi, that ilerp aloaeT 

I riff anil follow ; all (be alfbt I itray, 

l'n«heli«r'd, tremlillBK, doaLtfbl of ny way. 

Trarini; wiib aaked fbet tkc palafal track, 

Lo«b to proi-red, yrl fearfal to go back. 

Yn, at ibat boor, wb«n Natare ireai* iaterr'd. 

.Nor warhling binU, aor lowlag floi'kt are beard . 

I, I aloae, a fagftive froai rau. 

Fauloe aiy faSdo. aad nadana la aiy bra— 1, 

Waader ikv work! aroaad, aakaowia* wkere, 

Tke aUiTe of love, tbe vlctin of deapair ! 

ar«« rk 'U with drop* «/ dew.'\ I bate Mlowf4 fhsae wko 



^ 1 liw. 
**^ i> aatr 



J read 7!lC,tv isC9W{ fer Tff tCfV vifiOi; ifc« forwer U partly 
anihorlfrd hy ibe MS. abi.b reads Ttei/SCV lopotf. 

Amd now mg tumi, esUmmiiaJ, djr/af , 
I To my lift a-o* /aimiiy JIfimf, rie.] ia tke orlglaal. ke taya kit 
! k«art flew to hit bom ; bet ear anaaer aora aataraily iraaifrra it 
; to Ibe lipt. Sacb it tbe rfla.t tbat l*laie lella at ke felt froai a kit*, 
' io a diftlicb. qooted by Aalat Gelliaa : 

T*;v y^yrr^t Ayat^wva pt>«v, tKl >fCt> lacv «»;f9v, 

j fl>9< '/OLG V] T>r;uv»y w; iiaStflOiwrn 

! WbeBp'er iby BMlar'd kiaa I alp. 

j .\Bd driak iby hreaib. la OMltlag twiae. 

I Sly tool ibra InltPn in ay lip, 

Ready to fly aad aiii wiik tbiae. 

Aalaa Gelliaa tahjolot a parapbraae of ikit epifvaB. la wkkk we 
ed faaay of iboM* inii;nardii«t of evpreatioa, wbick aiark tkeofla- 



frtMB tklt allcfary, tkat oar poet aiarrird very ^ . 
I ,:• aei penwhe aay ikiag la tke ode wbicb aerait to , JJ^.j^, „, ,1,,. L.tia laa^raase. 
V. nrtfn ii he tke lead apoa tke fbrt of Capid ; j 
■« 1 »au mStm ikail afrce la tke epiah» of Madaae Uarier. ie j ^■^- /-•■'■f «?** *" ^rrt-.y pimme. 
^if«riW|«.-t.tkatkewaaaKr8yBieefl»dorpTea»retoiBarry. I Hrealfd me frmm my tamymU ftmm.) 
*r^4n:^ «f tkU little trtloa h le iaUnaie. ikat aiarb greater i '-"P'*' r^o^'" »>•■. •Ig"l«« thai the awawt r.f I- ^ ■»■• •• •^"l 
■••*•*• iatrvabllliy ikaa caa ever raaall tnm tke teaderett ia- ; f«»'B»« •■T toUcitadet whiib be May oocawoa.*-L4 Fotaa. 
"^^mtri leva. Lea-epinTa bat qaoled aa aadeat rpinreai (I do j « We kere bave tbe |>o^. ia bla tree aitribaiM, rvdleiag apoa 
ii),«klckkaesssMtlflillilad«>totblaodr: aiyrtln. with Capid for bia f > kwir . Seae latarpreierabav^ 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



And, while in luxur3f'8 dream I Rink, 

Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 

In this delicious hour of joy 

Young Love shall he my goblct-boy; 

Folding his little golden vest, 

With cinctures, round his snowy breast. 

Himself shall hover by my side, 

And minister the racy tide ! 

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll, 

Our life is hurrying to the goal : 

A scanty dust to feed the wind, 

Is all the trace 't will leave behind. 

Why do we shed the rose's bloom 

Upon tlie cold, insensate tomb ? 

Can flowery breeze, or odour's breath, 

Affect the slumbering chill of death T 

No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 

With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 

But now, while every pulse is glowing. 

Now let me breathe the balsam flowing ; 

Now let the rose with blush of fire. 

Upon my brow in scent expire; 

And bring the nymph with floating eye, 

Oh ! she will teach me how to die ! 

Yes, Cupid ! ere my soul retire. 

To join the blest Elysian choir. 

With wine, and love, and blisses dear, 

I '11 make my own Elysium here ! 



ODE xxxin.' 

T WAS noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen tQ roll ; 
And mortals, wearied with the day. 
Are slumbering all tlieir cares away : 
An infant, at that dreary hour, 
Came weeping to my silent bower. 
And waked me with a piteous prayer. 
To save him from the midnight air ! 

mlaad tke pictar* by making Ep^ tba aaoM of hit tlava. Ifooa 
bat Love thoald fill tba foblator Aaacraoo. SappbobaiaMlgaad tbU 
ofBoa to Veaac, la a frasaieBt. EX0e, Kuitpt, ;f/&ucri (OUffCV CV 

voxoeuca rouroivi roti iraipois efJiOif y* xai 90c;. 

Wbicfa nay be iba« parapbratad : 

nitber, Vaaat ! qaeea of klnat, 
Tbit tball Iw ibe oigbl of bliiaa* ! 
TbU tbe nigbt, to frieodtbip dear, 
Tboa thalt be oar Ilebe bera. 
Fill tbe goMea brlamer blgb, 
L«t it sparkle like tbiae eyal 
Bid tbe roty carraot gatb, 
Let It naatle like iby bla»b! 
Veaot ! batt (boa e'er above 
Soea a feail m ricb !a love? 
Not a tool ibal i« not nine ! 
Not a seal tbat i« not tbiae ! 

• Goapara wilb tbit ode (tayt tbe Gemaa conmwautor) tbe beaa> 
tIAil poaa la lUailer'a Lyr. Blaaaaleeo, lib. It, p. 396. Aanr aU 
DIeaar.a 

* Moaalenr Barnard, tba aatbor of I'Art d'Alaer, ba« written a bal- 
let called ■ Lea SarprlM* de rAiMrar,* In wbi(^ tbe labjeot of tbe 
tbird entr^ it ABaoreoo, and tba ttory of tbit ode tagifetu one of tbe 
■oeaee. OEavree de Beraard, Anac. aeene 4tb. 

Tbe Geraan aanotator refMv aa bare to an iaiiatioa by Ui, lib. 
iil, ■ Aaor and seln Br«dar,» and a poaai of Klaitt dia Ilallna0. La 
Footaino baa tranalaiad, or mikar fcniutad, this ode. 



■ And who art thou,* I waking cry, 

■ Thai bid's! my blissful visions fly?* 

• O gentle sire!* the infant said, 

• In pity take mc to thy slieu ; 
Nor fear deceit : a lonely cliild 
I wander o'er the gloomy wild. 
Cliill drops the rain, and not a ray 
Illumes the drear and misty waylw 
1 hear the baby's tale of woe; 

I hear the bitter night-winds blow; 
And, sighing for his piteous fate, 
I trimm'd my lamp, and oped the gate. 
'T was Love ! the little wandering Kprite, 
His pinion sparkled through the night ! 
I knew him by his buw and dart; 
I knew him by my fluttering heart! 
I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dying embers' cheering blaze ; 
Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in my Iiniul and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 
And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away; 

■ I pray thee,» said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled), 

« 1 pray thee let me try my how, 
For through the rain I 've wandcr'd so, 
That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
Has injured its elastic power.* 
The fatal bow the urchin drew; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 
Oh! swift it flew as glancing flame. 
And to my very soul it came! 

• Fare thee well,* I heard him say, 
As laughing wild he wing'd away; 

• Fare thee well, for now 1 know 
The rain has not rclax'd my bow ; 
It still can send a maddening dart. 
As tliou shalt own with all thy heart! 

ODE XXXIV. • 

Oh thou, of all creation blest. 
Sweet insect! that delight'st to rest 

• Amtl who art thorn. •> I tvailng ery, 

» Tkatbidumg htlnfmtviiiotuflyl*'] AoacreOB app<>ai 
Iwen a Toluptuary even in dreaming, by tbe lirpfy rc<;re 
eiprestM at being di»turl>ed from bit Tiaionary enjoym 
tbe odea x and xxxvii. 

'Twmt LortI tht litttf wamdtrtmg tprite, etc.] See tbr 
deacrifition of Cnpid, by Moarhat, in bis firtt idyl. 

' Fatber Rapin, in a Latin ode addretaed to tbe graaab 
preaerved aome of ibe tbougbta of oar autbor : 

O quae virenll graminia in toro, 
Cica«ia, blande aidia. et berbidoa 

Saltna obvrrat, otioaoa 

Ingenioaa cirri* canios. 
8ea forte odaliia floribaa Incnhoa, 
Otrii cadacia el>ria fleiihaa, etc. 

Ob tboo, that on ibe gniMy bed 
Wliich Xataro'a vernal band baa spread. 
Reclineat aofi, and tunett ihy song, 
Tbe dewy berba and leavea among ! 
Wbelber tboa lioai 00 aprioging flowera. 
Drunk witb ibe balmy morning-abovrera. 
Or, etc. 

Sea Kbal Licfina aaya abont graaaboppfra, cap. g3 an^ 1 
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TpoD the wild wood'* leafy tops, 
In ilrink the dew that morning drops, 
And chirp thy RODg with such a glee, 
TliJt happiest kings may enry thee! 
WliAbrrer derks the rdvet field, 
Wh.«te'er the circling icasons yield, 
V\ hjterer hods, whaterer blows. 
For thee it buds, for tliec it grows. 
5or yet art thou the peasant's fear. 
To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 
For thou art mild as matin dew, 
Aod still, when summer's flowery hue 
Br(;ins to paint the bloomy plain, 
W« hear thy swoet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweeC prophetic strain we hear. 
And blcH the notes and thee rercre ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
T «^s he who gave that voice to thee, 
T is be who tnnes thy minstrelsy, 
rovom by age's dim decline, 
Hw fadel<9M blooms of youth are thine. 
Meiodioaft insect ! child of earth ! 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth; 
F.iempt from every weak decay. 
Hut withers vulgar frames away. 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
Tb<r mrrvnt <^ thy purer vein ; 
So hiert an age is pass'd by thee, 
Tbon seem'st a little deity ! 



ODE XXXV. • 

Cmo ODce upon a bed 

Of roses laid his weary head ; 



*^dUrptkf$m»f trkktmekmfiee, 9tc.} ■ Sone aatbort bare af- 
^"9^4 (i«j« HarlaaiB Dadwr), ikat it it only Bale grauhoppen 
*^ uaf. aad that tW fnaalaa are aileat ; and oo this cirrsm- 
<*k* u Ivmmdmd a boa Bot of Xeaarcbat. the ooailc poet, who uyi, 

!tr' cr3r> el rrrrcysf oux t^foutfjiovtiy eav rat; '/xr/ynXi-J 
'^7 in SUV fW^ni <VC; 'are sot the graMhoppen happy io 
tniae 4aab wivoaT' • Tkit aoia U originally Henry Stephea't ; 
*« I c^«e mther to iMka Madame Dader ny auth<wiiy for it. 

^Ihwf lm« riKf tkrittf tmu, rtr.] Phile. de Aaimal. Proprie- 
" ^Ti ibli inirrlMjirJjr; sc)l9{, the darling of the MaMt; and 
Vs/Tkv O^vcv, the bird of th« Hnaet; and we fad Pbitocom* 
P*^ far hit alnq^anea to the graathopper. In the following paaning 
JaaafTiaan, fiaaaitad by Diogenei Laertiaa : 



tin zscrmv / libytCTO TrXfltrucoroj, a>X ayoprrcr^ 
B^mK T«m|n» csoy^po; , oi 3-' cxxJr^;/ 



tlmmh 



hum Boaer't Iliad, X. wbare there oc- 



•teUn. 



tekUdiifmrtkTl Loafepierre ha« qnoted the two 
tnc [iB«» ef aa n p l gw nf Aatlpnicr, froa the irtt book of the An- 
wham W pflvfwa the graathopper to the swan : 

kpxu T i TTfyccg fu$u9%i ^poaofy aX>a tti^vtc; 
Aettfccy xuxysiv ctfft yty^vortpot. 



la 4ew, that drapa froai aMiniag'a wiaga, 
Tha gay Cieada aipplaf 8oau ; 
dniah wllb dew, hi* aMtia ilags 
than any eygaei'i noiaa. 



iif 



hat lalisaad ihbbaaniital ode In hU nineteenth idyl, 
. I thiak, la hia original, in delicacy of point and 
p, la aaa of hia aaailer ooapoaitiont. 



Luckless urchin not to see 

Within the leaves a slumbering bee! 

The bee awaked — with anger wild 

The lux awaked and stung the child. 

Loud and piteous are his cries; 

To Venus quick he runs, he flies! 

« Oh iiiollicr! — I am wounded through— > 

1 die with pain — in sooth 1 do ! 

Stung by some little angry thing, 

Some Kerpent on a tiny wing — 

A bee it was — for once, I know, 

I heard a rustic call it so.* 

hat sported more diffusely on the aane aobject. The poem to whii-fa 
1 allude becias thus: 

Upon a day, at Love lay sweetly tlnmberiog 

All in hit molher't lap ; 
A gentle bee. wiib bis load tram|iet marmaring, 

Abont bim flew by hap, etc 

In .\ln«loveea'f oollectlon of ejiigramt, there U one by Lnxorint 
rornipondeni tonewhai with the tarn of Anacreoa, where Love 
coai|ilaiiis to his mother of being wouaded by a rose. 

The ode Itefore u* is the Tery flower of siniplicity. The Inthntine 
complain iDg« of ibe iittle god, and the nataral aad imprettiTo reflec- 
lions which ibey draw from Venni, are beantieaof inimitable grare. 
I ltO|i« 1 shall be fiaidoned for introdncing another Greek Anacreoa- 
tic of .Monsieur Menage, not for its timilitnde to the subject of this 
ode. bat for some foint traces of tbit natural almplidty, which it ap- 
pears to me to bate preserved^ 

Upoii roT* ev x^pti%ii 
T«v itxpOivoiv aonov 
Tijv fioi fiXri'j Koyscvvfltv 
'Qf «£<?«v, «j "npoi awT»iv 
npo9i6pa/jLt' TpxxnXea 

4>iXsi pjtf p-Tsrep^ ttm. 
KsUoufjLSviq Koptvva 
BIvrTY]^, ipuOptx^ti, 

'Qi TOLpBtVCi pav 0t/99C. 

K* a'jTO^ <?« «Jb»;re/9atv«v, 
'Qf oupsf.01 r>av>}9<(;, 
V-pta; tp-jOpiOL^^tt. 
E-/W c« cl Ttapag-ait 
M»j o\j9yitf.9.V''ty p*;.<'t- 
Kwnpi'* T« xat Ko/stwov 
Aia-/vo7ac oux tyi^uti 
Kat oi fikmo-jxti o^-j. 

As danriag o'er the enaasell'd plain. 
The flow 'ret of the virgin train. 
My soal'sCorinna, liuhily play'd. 
Yoong (^upiJ saw the graoefnl mnid ; 
lie saw. and in a moment flew. 
And round her nrck his arms he threw ; 
And said, with smiles of infant Joy, 
> Oh : kiss me. muber, kiss thy boy !■ 
Uatonsi-ions of a mother's name. 
The mndesl Tiri^in blnsh'd with shaaM' 
And angry (Japid. scar%« believing 
That vision (t>ald be so devvtving. 
Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame. 
The little infaat I lash'd wi h shame. 

• Be not aihamed, my boy.* I cried. 
For I wa« iiO|^rin,'( by bis side ; 

• (kMrinaa aad tb« lovel) miiiher. 
Believe me, are so like each other. 
That clearest eyes are oft brtnyed. 
And uke thy Vrnat for the asaid.* 

Kiiio, ia his Cappricioai INmMeri. ha« transla'.cd this ode of Aaa- 
rrcon. 



I 



HOOBE'S WOBK8. 



r„«id, .IlTTn 



Light, an lipicH buehad in<l«r. 

Smns ruiMynripLmgi. jauBguadalttli. 



in tlw hi 



I of dulli 



Hnw I wnald Inie iIk piwinui orv '. 
Ad<I rTCTydajilinuldminiH my »iorei 
Tlul vlien 1)11; Tain innild MDcl their mint 
TowaftHMofFitUihadanypiniaa, 



AaJbc 



cliimlnrku 



I An<l ligh fn 






iiahJjic nC lliil nwful ikiy. 

' ' ' :h for lir<: 
Tliu]i,;lilaf|;nld 

Tltv droary midniftli nfthcUnnli 
Anil nhy ihoiiUI ihm pnn( hr 
Hoc Ik itic hrillianl cound ..f pi 
T1«enl>lc lifli. ll.Bl™rdoFfric 

6cJururi^fl1llhalbcdoft«c<i 

niinc iLi 



Bnlal. 


'1 WHpUm llm enrini tnc 


And Hill I Iln.->»1 »» 1 ought 


Tl,.p. 


■iDBnj-iph^,-..lfn„^lT.t,o..Bhi 




-wh™ ill inylmim i.f joys, 






Ipnel.Alu!. iHid. 


!i«h.nR 


forllKilliKHniAtd. 


.Sl«p 


■B«ninT>oymKin, 












ODEXXXTIII.' 


LRU 


rnliith.^n^cl.r'Jb.A.l 


U'(u> 


giudie»n((irml 


T,.l,i,„ 


lWs«l ">">■««»"" 




ii'd1«»l,ili(rl,unlwr<ll' 


11™, * 


« jiulmrla ihc tatmtil rnrth. 


Toibrid JicungT«l<ljiin(irmitfli; 


Itiru, vliani nunnl <Fblh hibnl Law. 


Aadcn 






1 llif nmwT (Mwon »f Chums 




dlcdmh<>rn>i>un(>n«. 
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From him chaC dmm of tramport flows, 

Whirli sweet intoxieacion know*; 

1^ i(ii him die brow forgets to darkle. 

And Irtiiliant Horaces learn to SfNirkle. 

Brhold ! my boys a g(^>leC bear,j 

\Vliu%.' Miony foam bedews the air. 

Wlicre an; now tlie tear, the sigh I 

To the vb inds they fly, tli«y fly ! 

€»»!» the liowl; in nectar sinking, 

Man (if M»rrow, drown tliy thinking ! 

i )h ' (MO the tears we lend to tliought 

In hfi:'% account avail us aught I 

Ctn we discern, witli all our lore, 

TIk' path wc 're yet to journey o'er I 

>f*. DO. tlie walk of life is dark, 

'T i« w inc ah)nc can strike a spark ! 

Thi-n Ift uie quaff the foamy tide, 

Aotl throu);h the dance meandering glide; 

Lr( mc imbibe Uie spicy brcatli 

Of odours cliafed to fragrant death ; 

<h- fmai the kiss of love inliale 

A iiMjre voluptuous, riclier gale ! 

T« viuU that court the pliantom Care, 

L-t him retire and shroud him there; 

Wliile we evhaust the ncctard bowl, 

And Kwell the choral iion(; of soul 

To him, the God who loves so well 

The neclar'd bowl, the choral swell ! 



ODE XXXfX. 

II'jw I love the festive boy, 
Tripping witli tlie dance of joy ! 
How I loTe the mellow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whene'er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears, 
S^e is on his templvn hung, 
lut his heart— his heart is young ! 

.V ■•. cW mmik tff Ufr It dark, 

Tt§ wim$ aimmm fm ttriit a tpmrk!) The brevity of life aliowi 
tr^amamm fur ika wlapUMrj M w«ll m lk« iKoraliti. Abob;! naay 
fanikl pMMfM «kii^ Loa^eplOTre ku aJdaced, I tball ooalfat 
rn^wil wilk ikis epicna froai tk« Aolbolofia : 

Lait^/ar/, x-j^ixxi ^<(^9va; apaifitvoi. 
Pa;?; 6 ^^^eovTftry i^t fitog. «(ra ra Xocrrot 

Of mhkk iW MIoviBf U a leow psrapkraM: 

Fly, ay batovwi, to y«mi«r tU^aB, 
W« 'II pl««t« w froa tb« noovtide bMa I 
TkM oiUI tlw ratm'% kaahl ImmI, 
And 4ip It la Mr goblct't food. 
Omt ^» «f blia«. ay oyapK •hail >y 
It. tko«Bli pMiiBf , •■ ib«t algb 
MMM to wkiaptr o'«r yo«r li|>, 
I «liil« yoa m»f, of nptare tip.* 
For Sfe will ooal tko rosy iora, 
Aod chill tko |mi1m, wkkb tr<ablM worn I 
And 4««ih— olat! thotliMrIt, which tbrill 
yow* oad aioo, thoald o'«r bo atill I 



ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me htre 
To run this mortal life's career ; 
The scenes which I have journcy'd o'er 
Return no more — alas ! no more ; 
And all the path I 've yet to go 
I neither know nor ask to know. 
Then surely, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fetters round a soul like mina; 
No, no, the heart that feels with me 
Can never be a slave to thee I 
And oh ! l>cfere tlie vital thrill. 
Which trembles at my lieart, is still, 
1 '11 gather joy's luxurioiu flowers. 
And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 
BacrhiiA sh.ill hid my winter bloom. 
And Venus dance mc to tlie tomb ! 



ODE XU. 



Wbbn Spring begems tlie dewy scene, 
Ilow Rwc«;t to walk the Telret green, 
And licar the Zephyr's languid sighs. 
As o'er the scented mead he flies ! 
Ilow sweet to mark the pouting vine, 
Ready to fall in tears of wine; 



Ni> re^rdet qoe aoa OBoar. 
PeHl-«>tre «b Mroi voot teoo: 
II eti jenno, el o'ett qao do Joar, 
Bollti iris, qoo Je tooi oI too. 



4f» l» oo Alt mmtptet Amf , 

a^ hi* ^mn—ktt kmH isfinfl] Salat Psvin iMlim ibc umt 
la B eoaBBt to a yoaof (Irl. 

Jo MM Mob qoo lea doatio^ 

OM Mai OBMMM^ B«» SBb/M ; 



Fair aad yooBf , tboB biooaoM i 

Aod I fall Meay a yoor bavo told ; 
Bat rrad ibe bfort aad aol tbc brow, 

Tboo abali aot fiad aiy love la old. 

Xy loTO 't a rbll J ; aad iboo oaatt aay 

flow aiacb bia lilllf afo aay bo. 
For be wa* )>ora ibe very day 

Tbat lirai I ael ■* eyoa oa Iboo ! 

Xo, uo, ike kearl tkat feels trtlk me. 

Cum merer he a tlaee lo thee .'] Loo ft ' p lorio qaoloo aa OflfiWB bara 
friHa the Aolbolosia. oa aocooat of ibo almilority of a partlnilar 
l.braar ; ii la by ao OH-aaa Aaacreoatic, bat haa aa iateroatlas alai- 
|:licitT wbk^ ladaced atr to parapkfoaa it. aad aay atoao for lu 
iatraaioo. 

La:t(;, f.7.1 rj, r'-»x^, jt/r/a y^iptxf tov >c/ut<v* tif/iov. 

At lca.<;ib loForiaae, aad to joa, 
Ueiaaivc Hope! a laaiadioa. 
The cbara ibal oaoo begailod la o'er, 
Aad I hove rracb'd my doKliaed aboro! 
A«ay. away, yoar aalieriag arta 
May aow hoiray aooae alwpltr brarta, 
AaJ yoo will anil«> at their belieTiag, 
Aad ibey aball wcvp at yoar droriTiag! 

JkrrAM $kaii kiJ mjt mrimter Mwea, 

Ami Yenmi Jmmce m*e ttt tke ivmtk !] TIk> aaaM> eoaaaaealstor bat 
qaolrdaa epitaph, writira apoaoarpoM byJaliaa, wbereboaakn 
bia give ibr prwcrpta of sood-Cellowabip e««« froa ibe toab. 

Il9A>ax( /Acv TOO* af t9z, X2( s* "zv/iCtj (Tc ^OTint 

Thia leaaoa oft la life I aaag. 

Aad fr«ia ay gniTO I aiill aball rry. 
. Driak, aMrtai : driak. while tiar la yoaaf. 
Cre death baa aaadc tbee cold aa !.• 
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And with the maid whose erery sigh 
Is hive and bliss, entranced to He 
W'lioro the embowering branches meet— 
Oh I is not this divinely sweet} 



ODE XLII/ 

Yi$, be the (jlorious revel mine. 

Where humour sparkles from the wine ! 

Around me let the youihrul choir 

ne»|M>n<l tu my beijuiling lyre; 

And while the red cup circles round. 

Mingle in ftoul as well a^ sound! 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 

Beside me all in blushes lie; 

And, while she weaves a frontlet foir 

Of hyacinth to deck my hair, 

Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kisses. 

And that shall be my bliss of blisses '. 

My soul, to festive feeling true, 

One pang of envy never kii^-w ; 

And little has it learu'd to <Irc id 

The gall that tnvy's tongue can slied. 

Away — I hate the slanderous dart 

Which steals to wound the unwary heart ; 

And oh ! I hale, with all my soul, 

Discordant clamours o'er tlie bowl. 

Where e\ery cordial heart sliould be 

Attuneil to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us hear the soul of song 

Expire the silver harp along : 

And through the dance's ringlet move, 

With maidens mellowing into hivc; 

Thus sim]ily happy, thus at peace, '^ 

Sure such a life should never cease ! 



ODE XLIII. 



With mftiTf ft cup and many a tmile 

The fintal momenlt we befp^ile. 

And while the harp, iinpaMioii'd, flinfs 

Tuneful rapture fhun the scringB, 

Some airy nymph, with fluent limlw» 

Through the dance Innriant twinis» 

Waving, in her tnowy band. 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand. 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies. 

Shakes iu treaiea to her sishsl 

A youth, the while, with looaen'd hair 

Floating on tlie listlcM air, 

Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 

A talc of woes, alas! his own; 

And then, wluit necur in Ids sigh. 

As o*er his lips the murmurs die ! 

Surely never yet has been 

So divine, so blest a scene! 

lias Cupid IsH the starry sphere, ' 

To wave his golden tresses here? 

Oh yes! and Venus, queen of wiles. 

And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles. 

All, all are here, to hail with me 

The Genius of Festivity ! 



Amd while ike kmrp, tmipmtthm'd,JNu§a 

Tumejml raptmre/nm ike tcrfayj, etc.] Oa iW terbilM i kotf •! 

I •■tborltiM BBj be rollecied, wfaicb. •hat ail. I<wv« •• i^Donsi vt 
lb« natarp of thr in»iniBeat. There U tesreBl; aay poiat a|ioa «ki.4 
wear« MioUlly aaiafonMdM thp aiaticcf tkeaacieato. TW •■- 
thor* («) eitaai apoa the flijeet arc. I iaMgiae, liiiir aaJcratiwi 
but wriaialy if oar of thair MooJi was a praciVMiea by qurur- 

I toan, which ws are told wa« the aatara af dw eahaiaeak- «a«. 
kiiKpIirliy wet liy ao aeaae the cfcaracterUtJe •# their tl e ^ . br 
ibi» ii a aicety of pro^creesloa of wUeh ■oderta BMaic b aei naecy- 
tible. 

The inreatina of the barbiioa It, by AlWaraa. sitrihrnad le \u*- 
crroB. See hi* foarih Look, where iti* called TO VJpt^iSL T9> 

I \vxxieO-^Oi. NeaathetofCyAicBS, aaqaow^l byCyraUat,! 

, the iame. Vide Chaboc ia Hv?ral. oa ih« wards • Lashoaa ! 



Wbilb nnr rosy fillets shed 
BItishes o'er each fer\ul head, 

AaJ milk lUe tmaU, teko*e eeery itgk 
If Jure mmU Uitt, rtr. j That linrare : 

^hiid babe* iilie*. iliiaa 

Qwr •pirabai aoinrp*. 

^hiar mc «nr|kU(rrat niihi. 

And doc* there then n-nain bat thii. 

And ha4i iboe Inn mb nny ray 
Of her. who brt'aihetl the K>al of biiu, 

.lad ctole ae frooi aiyM-lf away t I 

• Tbo iharartrr of Anacrron i* here Tery (irikinfrly d«-pirie I. Hi* ; 
lo»e of ♦«vial. harmoalMd picatare* i* et|»re*ied with a warmih, j 
amiable aud eodearin;:. Amoar; ihe epicraa** impaled to Ana.Tcoa ia j 
ihe fnllnwiD:: ; It i' ibe ooly o«e worth traa»laiiua. and ii brtfathr* 
ihe kame M-atinrat* with tbi* ode : 

(Vj f tAj»5, bi y-pK-mpt raca n/«i» otvcrsTa^wv, 

Neixsa xat r.oliuov caxc-osvra y^v/st. 
AVa' i^ii "Mouasw T«, xatt ov^aac-u/s' Azpooirr,; 

When lo the lip the brimailD* cap i* |.re*k'd. 

Aad heart* are all alli»ai bi«oo the (irraai. 
Then iMBikh from my l^iard ih- aD|K>li>h'd Boe*t 

m-ho Make* the fi ai* of war hi* barl^roe* thene. 



karbt- 
toa.* ia the fir*! ode. 

AmJ fAea, mrkat m.ftmr tm kit ffyA, 
As tier kit Uf tke mmrmmn JU!^ 
eitignm froa the Aathologia : 

Kiupr, m fA «p(>i]9e 'KoOstntpai xcc3i tetv vjp*ii. 
NexTa c tr,v ro fikr,tuL to yxp q'opa vcxntos; nrvc:. 

or wblrh the followiaj aiay give 



The kia* thai the left oa ■ny lip 
Like a drw-dro|> shall iHcariBg lis { 

T wa* aeciar the gaTe w te alp, 
*T waa aedar 1 draak ia her Ogh! 



The dew that di*tlll'd ia thai 
To Biy ioal wa* Totaptaoaa wIm; 

Ever tiace it i* draak with the kllaa. 
And fr«la a deliriam diTlaa | 

flu r«}iM tf/l tke Many fpArrv, 

To m-ji* kit foUen imtei kereT] The latwdacUoa of 
1 1 the fettival i*awr«ly allegorical. Hade— Harlar iMaki ikit 
pjet detcribe* a ataaqaeiade. where i haae dettlaa 
, In the coapaay ia Maak*. The traaaiaiioa will nmtmm milk 
hiej. 



Bill brjii;^ the taan. who o'er hi* (;oblrt wreathe* 
The Mu»e'» lanrel with the Cyprian Bower : 

Oh : |;i«e ne him wbo*e heart eipaaaive breathb* 
All the refioemcaia of the todal hoar. 



: Ali. all err kere, l» kmlltrllk wee 

> rke GetUi • •/ rei:iritg .'] ILvujOi, the daily «r |a«la»af ■aiik. 

I Miiloslrata*. ia the ihiid of hi* pictam (aa all the 

\ observed) eirea a very beaatifal deecrlp U oa of tUa (ad. 



(a) CoU<«tei hy Mail 



f 



ODES OF ANACREON. 
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ODE XLIV. ' 

BrDS of roMA, virfpn flowers, 

CulI'd from Cupid's balmy bowcni. 

In the IktwI of Bacchus steep, 

Till wiih cHmAon drops they weep! 

Twine the ro«e, the |*arland twine, 

Evi-rv li-af distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, and h'am to think 

Tti.ii we were bom to smile and drink. 

Rom ! thou art the sweeteiit flower 

Ttjjf rvtr drank ilie amber shower; 

fir^vr ! thou art the fondent child 

Of ilimplfd Spriui;. the wood-nymph wild! 

£«i*o the i;ods, who walk the oky, 

Arc amorous of thy scented sigh. 

i.upid too, in Paphian shades, 

His hair with roAy fillet braids, 

Whrn. with the bluhliinc naked Graces, 

Tliv wanton winding dance he tracer. 

Then brinj; me sliowcrs of rosc% hriii|;, 

.\Dd »^cil them round roe while I sing; 

Tifi^t Bacchus! in thy hallow'd Hhade, 

With some relestlil, glowing maid, 

Whilr i;jh'« of To*c% round me rise. 

In prrfumc sweeten'd by lier sighs, 

I 'II hill and twine in early dance, 

Oimmingling soul \kith every glance! 

ODE XLV. 

WiTVt^i Uii« goblet, rich and diX'p, 

I rndle all my woes to ftlecp. 

Why shouhl we breathe the high of fear, 

(i€ pour llie unavailing tear t 

For Ueatb v^iil never heed the sigh, 

Xorioflen at the tearful eve; 

And eyes that nparkle, e^-es that weep, 

Xnsi all alike be toal'd in sleep : 

Thru lei us never vainly stray. 

In searrh of thcims, from pleasure's way ; 

(fki '. let us quaff the ro»y wave 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave; 

AoJ in the goblet, rich and dei'p, 

G-adle our crying woes to sleep ! 

' Tki« tpirhM pofia U s ralogy oa ihe fomT aod aiisJa, ia th« 
■-rv^nh ad«, «# tball Mad oar aHihor rKh In ili« praiiri of ikai 
' «-r la • fragarat of Sappho, la tke roaitnrr of \rhilln Taiiiit. 

■ "hich laraeft icfcna*. the row U Tpry elftpnlly hjInI ■ ihr p;e 

■ & «m .• aad ihe mmh po»lM«, ia lanlher frai^BeBl, ralli ihp 
■ • -lan of ihp law • ihr rwae* of Pieria. • bee iho nolrt oa the Bfi j- 

• ' '•.aipafwilh thu fony-foarth ode (mj* the Garaaa saaMaior) 
i» DMaaiifai oda af I'l die Roav. • 

" *#■ m-MiA At Itmaktmf, mtUd Gmntt, 

far wvaJiM a-fatfiay damet kr frarvf.] • ThU tweet idea of Lotp 
AAcia^ wiih iheGracaa, itaiMuil pet-aliar to Aaacreoa.*— Dci.aa. 



ODE XLVI. * 

Sbi, the young, tlic rosy Spring, 
Gives to the breeie her spangled wing ; 
While virgin Graces, warm witli May, 
Fling roses o'er her dewy way! 
The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have langiiish'd into silent sleep ; 
And mark ! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave; 
While cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
Now the genial sLir of day 
DiwolvcK tlie murky clouds away; 
And cultured field, and winding stream, 
Are sweetly tisKued by liis beam. 
Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery bells ; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine; 
All along the branches creeping. 
Through tlie velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits we see 
Nursing into luxury ! 



WW aaMr«<rtrla/:y<ti»fa«ai«Mf.rtr.] Thee|iith^l#3St9jX0ATT9;. ' 9 1. . • V . .._■'. C 

>h -fc W fiTet 10 thr a^aipb. ia IitcraliT > rull-hoaoMed :• f ihU ^ ' . .' , , . .L ', . , .1. 1.: .;_ JTw. 

,. ". . ' '^^ . '. ■- . .^ . . . ■«•■*; not wp lii*p liT II Ihr liraat« of lh# ppnualDtauaa, I* Iha 

«M raa IK %aacf«aa ft laiie. the haavea of Mahomet woaMaait hiai i_i. «>.■>.■' «ii »_ 



I #«««« partiealar. See the Koraa, cap. 71. 



Ut at affarr fmmtf (Ctmjp. 

•/ f *•»■*. /nMM Hemmrt't v«y. etc.] I have thai radra- 
•«f^ lonaavey the Bpaaiaf of TC Of TO'* ^tOV ;;>xv&i,u;t(^ 
^av4ia< la Kffawr'a parapbraae of the liae : 

C cIm val, faor drlla ttrada 
Del piarerp alaa e gradlta, 
Vaaeniara is qaeau viu T 



holHoru uf aha-h Kejnirr iia» olijpiicd very frivoloatty. 

The mmrm- rimj ^ilivm-* «/ r4^ Jrep 

Hurf l.imjiiitk'J im.'o tistmt iltrp. rU'.) It hat heea jaatly raaarhMl 
thai thp liquid il«Hi of ibr liar %7;3t/;/V£TZI ysil^w; » pcfflh.tl| 
vsprpf(i«e uf the iramiuiliiiT ahuh it dewrihe*. 

AmJ fmUnrfdjtfiJ. mmJ ■•iWiaf $trmm, eir.] By j3o97(UV CC'/S, 
. thf w.irk* uf aN-a.> (uy« Rail^r.^ he •vaat nlin, iraiplea, aad 
t<ma«, ahiiharv th-a liiaaiiaaied hy ihebeaBaef ihaisa. 



ODE XLVII. 

'T IS true, my fading years d«*chne, 
Yet I can quaff the brimming wine 



' Tbr faktidioui afffitatioa of tome roainwatatori hat deaoaamd 

thit ode at ipHrlon*. I>pgea proaouam the foar latl liaei to bo ' 

I the pat4-li»worl( of Miaip aiiicrable venilk-ator. aad llraarh i-oadewaa 

the ahtile ode. It appeart to ae to he elegaally uraphiral ; fall 

! of lielliair ei|trrMloai aad iHiariaol laiagery. The abraplsaaa ol 

i lo^s ZOi; tSLGOf C.av|vr9; ■• uhliias sad tpiritad. sad haa 

lirra iMiuied raihrr laB|;aidly by Uurat-e: 

Vidit at alu Ud aive caadidaa 
Sorat-te^— 

The laiperaiiie coic U laialicly aera iaipraaalva, aa la Skak> f 
tpea rr, 

Ryt look, tlie iMra, ia rataei aaatle Had, 
WalLa oVr Ihe di^ of ;■•■ ^^sM eatlcra hill. 

Then* It a tiaple aad |KieiIial deftrriplina of Sprlag, la Catallaa's 
beaniilul farfaiH 10 Hiihyaia. Lara. H. 

Raran i-oajvi-tuiet, ia hit life of oar piiei, that ihU ode was wwiu 
tea after he had mamed froat Alheat, to aetile ia hia pateraal 
t«-at ai T«^>t , ihrre, ia a little villa at tuiae dituara fraa the dty, 
whirh ("•■■mandeii a «iew uf ihr .l(;i-ao Va aad ihe itlaada, he nam- 
ifBplated ih« hoantietof aaiarr. aadeajiiyed the frileitiea of i««ire» 
aieat. ViOe Baraet, ia Aaac. viu, teit. iitv. Thit iappoailioa, haar- 
pviir Hnaaihratii-atrd, forat a ploitaal ataocialioa, which laaltw iha 
popn More iatemiing. 

Moatiear l.hv^reaa taya that Grecory Tlaiiaaicaaa haa paiaphrs^ 
p«l timoahrrc ihit drtcriplioa of Spriag : I caaa>il iad It. Pitb fhr 
vrvau, OKairp* Mrli'pt. 

•lxtai|Mre«ilh thitiNle (tajt Drgra) the Teraea of Ba|;fl>dara, beak 
founhdrr FrAblioi;, and book ifih d<-r Mai.* 

Wki.'f rlry^u Gntrr*. m-mrm m-Hk Miy, 
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As deq> as any stripling foir 

WhoK cheeks the flush of morning wear; 

And if, amidst the wanton crew, 

I *m call'd to wind the dance's due. 

Thou shall behold this rigorous hand 

Not Altering on the bacchant's wand. 

But brandishing a rosy llask. 

The onlv thvrsus e'er 1 'U ask ! 

Let those who pant for Glory^K charms 

Embrace her in the field of arms; 

While my inglorious placid soul 

Breathes not a wiih beyond the bowl. 

Then fill ii high, my ruddy slare, 

And bathe me in its honied ware! 

For, tliough my fading yean decay, 

And though my bloom has pass'd away, 

Like old Silenus, sire divine. 

With blushes borrow'il from mv wine, 

I 'II wanton 'mid the dancing train. 

And lire my follies all again ! 



ODE XLVIII. 

^'■i?i my thirsty soul I steep. 
Every sorrow *» Uill'd to »loep. 
Talk of nionarclift! 1 am then 
Richest, liappiest, first of men ; 
Careless o'er my cup I sing. 
Fancy makes nie more than king , 
Giv> mt* \vvi!;l«\ (Irrrs(l^ store : 
Can I, cm I. ss'vXt for inorr? 
On uiy \ulvL-t i-ouv'h reclining, 
\y\ leaves my bruw entwining. 
While my «oul dilates ujth glee. 
What are kin);s and crowns to me? 
If before my feel they lav, 
I would spurn them all awiT ! 
Arm you, arm you. men of might. 
Hasten to the sanguine fight: 
Lei me, oh. my huildiii*: vine! 
Spill no other MihkI than thine. 
Yonder linmiiiiiij; gohlct see. 
That alone «hall vauquixh me i 
iMi ! I think ii »wovirr far 
To faH in banquet than in war ! 



ODE XLIX. * 

Wbbh Bacchm, Jore^a imnortal boy. 

The rosy harbinger of joy. 

Who, with the suDsliioe of the bowl. 

Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

When to my inmost con be gUdes, 

And bathes it with his ruby tides, 

A flow of joy, a lirely beat. 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 

*T is surely something sweet, I ibiak. 

Nay, something heavenly sweet, to drink *. 

Sing, sing of k>ve, let Music's brrsih 

Softly beguile our rapturous death. 

While, my young Venus, thou aind I 

To the Toluptuous cadence die ! 

Then waking from our languid tnuace. 

Again we 'U sport, again we '11 dance. 



t 



ODE L.' 

Wain 1 drink. I fed, 1 fed 

Visions of poetic seal ! 

Warm with the goblet^s 

My heart invokes tlie beaTenly M 

Wlien I drink, my sorrow *s o'er ; 

I think of doubts and fean no morej 

But scatter to the railing wind 

Each gloomy phantom of the naind ! 

When 1 drink, the jesting boy. 

Bacchus himself, partakes my joy; 

' Tkis. iW precadtac odk, sad a hw wmrm of tks 
■r« Bcrvlj ckaatoas k beiiv. M*tl likely ite; ««ta ^te ifci'Mi *l 
ike momtutitt c^ativMlily, ■■d m«r> MiBf. v« iifii. «ik ^f 
laiwiaGrHor: b«llkil iBi«t«Mia(aHOci«liCMby whick ikf^Unn 
rroalled iWeea«ivial raoiio*« ibil p roJac a d %h»m, as k 
Ur fiHi In tbr bam raibatiatiic w * 4er : sad Mac fc law kf a 
tic graMaariaa.wbo Mca aeikiag ia tWa bat 



I- 



mu h m il ik i mt m im^JUtk, wtc.] Asx?; was a kJad of Ifaihara 
*anal far via*, vaty mmdk ia aw ; ■• thoaM •<«• by the proverb 
03X9; xac ^^>Xit9{, vhU-b «u ipplM lo Omm «bo war/ ia- 
W f WW «■ aailac aarf driakiaf. Tkit proi«rk it Mraiiaaad ia 
^aoca4 ky Atkaaaas. tt^m ika Hniea* of XWv*. 



ntaa% MfrtM t'tr i'tl^UZ Pkoraalai aMifa* aa a rcaaoa for 
Ikt caatacratiaa of tka ihjrMt to BaA-kat, ikat iaabrirtj uAca rra> 
data ikatapfort of a uu-k *«ry aacaaMrf. 



^f faaar* mg ifwr ntnnim^. etc.] . Tka ivy vaa caaacoaiad to 
liadbas ^laya Saaihaooa\ Uvaaw ka foraariy la? hid aadarihat 
iraa, ar.ataihar* will kava it. kccaaaa iu leavaa rtwcabla tkOMaf 
:kaviaa.> Oikcr raaaaat ha m eeat.vfaiioa. aad ika ataal ii ia f aiw 
laad* ai baa^aato. ma,j ka iaaad ia L«afapiem, Baraa*. ale. «tc. 



ITka, K-Uk Ike laafkiar ef ike kmri, 

Tkart tie winter •) emr mul.\ .\ J9U9f b iW lida vkkk ka f m 
toRaokku* IB ibe erijiaal. It it a rarinai rii i a^iaaia, Aat Pia- 
lan-b Biuaok the mnme «l Le«i aaaaf the Jcwa far .\r«( ^aa« al 
tb« I anckaaal crick), aad aeeenllagly aapfoaad tkac iWy aenbifft 
Bacrkaa. 

> FaNr tbiakt tkit tfartaat ; kat, I balleaa. ka h li^alw ia U 
opiakM. It kaa ail tka ■pirii af ear aaibar. Like ika aiaiib akkk 
ka praacaied ia tka drcaa^ ' it aaallaaf AaactaaB.* 

Tka form af ikit ode. ia ike arijiaal. ia waikatla. Ii a a Lm 
of MBf of lerea ^aaiiaia Maatst. aad 




b aas iteaaly aw (pays 



fe». aiwi pn^ mn ^f mifkl, 
Jfaora la Mr iMayaiaajifir.] I kara a diay H d tka iaiarprttatiaa of 
Scalar Bad etkm . 

^iri Mfaa Xarte fare . 
Cka Ml Bacce ^ 'I m.*f jaaferto. 



Tka frat anaia aloae la iai 

• Coapara wiib tbii f^tm v**!* 
lib. r der Weia. wkare ikai diriaa 
ef wiac* 

Wlra f dMai. IJml. IJml 

Vujaaj 9jptt€i< aaaf l\ • Aaacrao 
piarra) wkoai wiac ba« iatpircd wiik 
ia ikaitai koak of tke Aatkalacia. wkkk baniaa ihM: 

0(v9; Tst x^fiwrn ^lysf TxtUt crr:rs« «9i^ 
reus ex roMv, xaloit on nxtcf crvf.* 

If wiik wattr yaa ill ap yaiar 

Voa'Uaevcrwri' 
For wiae is tke korva of 

Wkick barrics a bart ss 
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And. while we dance throu|;h breathing bowera, 

Whn«e every gale is rich with flowers, 

In howU he makes my senses swim, 

Till the (ipile breathes of nought but him! 

WIkh I drink, I deftly twine 

l'lr»«<-n. iM'gcmm'd with tears of wine ; 

And, while with festire hand I spread 

The tmilinf* garland round my heitd, 

Something whiKpeni in my breast, 

flow <we«t if is to live at rest ! 

When I drink, and perfume stills 

Around me all in balmy rills, 

Then as some besiuty, smiling rosea. 

In Ijnguor 00 my breast reposes, 

Vrnus ! I breatlie mv tows to thee 



In DLiny a sigh of luxury ! 
When 1 drink, my heart refines. 
And ri^cs as the cup declines,— 
RiM^t in the genial How 
Tint none hut social spirits know, 
W'hrn youthful revellen, round the bowl, 
hiLiiog. mingle soul with soul ! 
When 1 drink, tlie bliss is mine, — 
Tli**re '« bliss in every drop of wine ! 
All otiurr juys that 1 have known, 
I *ve scarcely dared to call my own ; 
But tliiA the Fates can ne'er destroy, 
Till beaih o'ershadows all my joy ! 



ODE U.* 

Flt not tlins, my brow of snow. 
Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 



*t.ala 



ArMtAiajf iamt n , etc] If torn* of ibo 

itun had ebtrrrcd Oiictor Trapp'» canlioa, with ntj^rd to 

'*6tsr^ mjl' Cv avcstt;, • i^^^m oi»lnaiialelllf|at.« ibey 

MC kmw9 tfUtd iWc tlaipllcitj of Anacrcoa'* fhary, by ■■cb 

-^■•1 onaceviioaa of tbo pMM(«. Goald oar poat lasfiae 

as lb* follawiag : 



divers. 



gMBdjcb^a, aia vil •laMglM 
<Ubi aa loarbilloa pleia da psrfi 
aa ■'•apertc daas la» airs, 
MmmfU 4» la lk|Ba«r divlaa. 



Or ilaa: 



ladl m\ iMaa 
■aaira licio ebro daliro 
ia giro 
la vaA aara 



«Mif wttk fl**//] Sabjolaad 10 Gall'* adhloa of 
Ua^voa. ibara ar* wumm carioat lailart apes tba H(a90C of ib* 
••-i«au. wbi.b appeared ia tba FraacA loaraalt. Ai ibe opcaiaf 
•/ ibe tMa«a. la PSrit, ibe aMaafert of ibe ftpertaclr reqantad Pro- 
iw r.ail la give ibea loaM aaeoaiaoa aiaa for tbe Una* of ibi« 
■aM^iatJaa. Be lagfatiad tbe won! . Tbiita.* wbirb wa« adopted ; 
*«t A* tlirml of Paris qaeatloaad ibr prwprlety of it, aad addr<>u>-d 
^« Tili ci iMi M Gail. tbra«(|b tbe aMdiaai of tbe poblic priau. 
Tvoar ikrwe af tbe leitrrt ba bai iaaerlnl ia biaaditiaa, aad tbpy 
kB«« «JidMd fraa bia loae learaed re i earcb oa tba •ahject. 
Alhrrti bat iaiiiatfd this ode; aad Capllapa*. la tbe fblio«ia| 
, baa (i vca a vanioa of It : 

C«r. Lalaffa. aea vita, Beea coateaiata aMOvetT 
iMt fa-it •• Buairo paldira paella daa f 

He faf iai. alat tpana liret aea teaipora eaait. 
laqae tan rearos falgMt ore color. 

Aipi« at iaievta* doiMat qeeiae lara eevollsa 
L.aadida parpareia lilia aikta roais. 

Ob r aby repel lay taara iMpaaaloa'd vow, 
Aad ly. baisvad aMM. ikaaa loaffiaf sraaT 



Though the wane of age is mine. 
Though the brilliant Hush is thine. 
Still I *m doom'd to sigh for tliec. 
Blest, if thou couldst sigh for mo! 
See, in yonder flowery braid, 
CulIM for thee, my blushing maid. 
How the rose, of orient glow. 
Mingles with the lily's snow ; 
Mark, how sweet their tints agree. 
Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 



ODE LU. • 

Away, away, you men of rules ! 

What have 1 to do with schools? 

The^-'d make me learn, they'd make me think. 

But would they make me love and drink 7 

Tu.'irh mu this, and let me swim 

My soul upon the goblet's brim ; 

Tc.irh nie this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine! 

Age begins to blanch my brow, 

I 've time for nought but pleasure now. 

Fly, and cool my goblet's glow 

At yonder founLiin's gelid flow ; 

I 'II quaff, my l)ny, and calmly sink 

This soul to slumlier as I drink ! 

S(M»n, to«> soon, my jocund slave. 

You 'II deck your niasti*r's grassy grave ; 



!• it. ibat wiatry itaie baa atiTw'd mj hnm, 
Aad ihiav are all ibe aaMaicr'a roai«ta rbaraaf 

Se« ibe rub larlaad, rali'd la veraal waatber, 
Wbrre ibc yoaaf roaebad a lib tbe lily glawat 

la areaiba of love ae tba* aiay lalae tofvlber, 
Aod I a ill i« Ibe lily, iboa ibe rote! 

Set, tm fomier flomtrf ktmkk, 

CmlCdff tkee, my Uutkluf mmU!} • la ibe asae aaaaer Ibat 
Aaacreoa plead* for ibe abiieneaa nf bia Inrha. froai tbe bcaaly of 
tbe colour ia earlaada, a abepberd. ia Tbaeerttaa, oadfavoora !• rr> 
coaaaead bia black bair : 

K3( to tov /itkxv ff^i, aa( be •/paitra uaauvBfi 
AAA* euTTo; <y tocs ^i^avet; ra Ttfiwra Ar/ovrsi.* 



.•^1 



* Tblaiadaabilaaatbewofbof a aaara aodera poet ibaa 
for at tba period abea be lived rbetoridaaa ' 
»■■ 

Tboagb tbe aailqalty of thia ode la coalraMd by tbe Tailesa BSh 

aaacripi, I aai very aiarb iadiaed io afree la tbia arga Meat SfSlai 

ita aatbeatirity : for. ibooub ibe dawBia«a of rbaiaric Mifhl alNad| 

bave appeared, tbe Mrat abo pave it aay celebrity was CorSB af if> 

; racaaa. aad be Boariabcd ia ibe oratary afiar Aaactaoa. 

I Uar poet aaticipalcd ibe tdeaa of Epicaraa, la bia atinlaa w tks 
I laboara of learaiaf, aa well aa bia da»o>iaa to volaptasaaasss.— 
Ilx9av Tratoccav fjLauxfii:>i fS^/trt* —U tbe pbilaaaphcr af 
I ibe prdea la a letter to Pytbodea. 

I Ttmek mi lki$, mmJ (m tme neimr 

I Mg mrmt aru«aJ tkf nf^pM <iMmt .*] By •j(p-jT»,i kfptitnit 

bera, I aaderataad aoaae beaatifal liri ; ia tbe aaae aaaaar ibai 
' AuxtOf iaofiea aaed for viae. • Coldea ■ ia fieqaeaaly aa apilhal 

of lieaaiy. Tbm ia Virgil. > Veaaa aarea ;■ aad ia P tapawiaa. • Cya- 

ibia aarca.* Tibaliaa, boarver, calU aa old woaaa • pMea.* 
Tbe traaaialloa d'Aatori Aaoaiai. aa aaasi, aaaleaa •■ tbia pas* 

aafa of Aaacreoa: 

E at' iaaefal eea pi* rare 
Forae aooorte d' iaralara 
Ad aiaablie beliade 
11 bel data d 
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And there '• aD end — for ah ! you know, 
Thev drink but little wine below ! 



ODE UII. 

Whcn I behold tlie fiestire train 

Of danrini; youth. I *in younj; a{;ain! 

Memory wake* her magic trance. 

And winf^ me li(;hily thiouf.h the dance. 

Come. Cyiteba. krailint; maid ! 

(^11 11 the llowcr ajid twiue the hraid ; 

Bid the hlush of summer's ro«e 

Bum upon my brow of «nou-s; 

And let me, nubile the wild and youn); 

Trip the ma7y dance alonj;. 

Fling my heap of years away, 

And Im* as uild, as young a& they. 

Hither ha&le, some cordial soul ! 

Give iiiv lipjt the brimming bowl; 

r>h ! you will Kee this huary sage 

Forget hi« locks, forget bis age. 

He still can chaunt the festive hymn. 

He still can kiss the goblet's brim; 

He still can act the mellow raver, 

And play the foul as sweet as ever '. 



I 



How fondly bleil be ieeou to benr 
That faireM of Pbcniciui fur! 
How proud be hreaiu the foamy tide. 
And spomi the bilbrny surjge uide ! 
Could any beast of vulgar tchi 
Undaunted thus defy the main 1 
No : he «U:scends from climea above. 
He looks the God, he brealhes of Jore ! 



ODE LV. • 



WiiLE we invoke the wreathed spring. 
Resplendent roce ! to ibee we 'U sing ; 
Resplendent rote! the flower of flowers, 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus* bovrcn; 
Whose Tir^'in bliub. of chasten'd dye. 
Enchants so umch our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure's bloomy aeasoa glowi^ 
The Graces lore to twine tlie roae; 
The rose is warm Dione's bliss, 
Aud Hushes like Dione's 



ODE LIV. « 

Mrhinks, the pictured bull we see 
Is auiorous Jove — it must be be' 

Amd ikert 'i «■ cW— /w «A .' ^ow kuov, 

Tktf driuk imtliuU *l»e Mov .': Thiu ihe win; Xainsrd . 



La Niirt noyt RUi-Ur : el i]Hand act loia 

Tiuma OBI enferB^ un« fuis 

.%■ triB d'anc foMC |«r<ifoBde, 

AJiru boa< vinft et bon* re^-ia. 

Hi Kieaor ne irtNive pa* 

On oabareta en I'aaire aoadc. 



woaaa rarried arrou the an by ■ ball. Tkas SMslia C t mm , L> 
viil. i-ap. ai. > Sidoail aBaiiiBaia naa famiBft laariddrw iuidnx 
ac mare iraikfreiaaie, cadeniat In ejaa haaomi.* In tbe Itule-.7w 
liM a|MMi ibe eoddeaa of Syria, aitribatad TCffy bheij u Lt.ju, 
ibcre t« aentioa of ibi* coia, aad of • leaiple d*djeaicd bf ibc S- 
duniaa* to .^une, wbrtai toaii-. il appears. ao«fb«ad«4 wiib Earop*. 
MiMcbat baa uriUea a verr baaatifal idyl ok tht aiory of Cara^ 

No : ke Jetcemit from Himr* aiaav. 

He tiMit tke GcJ, ke ttrMket uf Jm.] Tb*> Wnai bai : 

Tbe God fbrsot blMtelf. bla hoavea. for lov«, 
Aad a ball'* fbrai belled \\» alai^ty Javc 



• lUaaiifBii; 



I > TbU ode U a brilliaai paaegyric oa tba 
> (»ayt Barae*) bat prodaied aolhiaQ aMM« baaaiifal.* 
! Fron ibn idea of pecaliar eseeilcaoo «bick ika aa.anii 
' in ibU iluwrr. arcne a prc-iiy prorerbial vcpmaioa, aaad by Anufc 
I phaar.. ai-cnniiai; lo Saidat. 59oa u* tter/tXf, •Yoa kaveipukta 
I ro»n,< a pbrate H>Bi«wbai •iiailar lo lb* « dira dea 0e«miM* r^ 
Froai Xaiaard. Gonbaoid. and De Cailly. old Freacb poem •»t ,^,. ^ „.„,4,. ,„ ,|^ ^^^ ,j^ of eirrlleaw orifiMtai. I dmb* act 

of ibri be»t epicraaia of tb« Zn^Uth laaffaase are burrowed. • » ^rn curi.^. appiicai.o. of tbe weed ^9^ v, for wbitk ibe i*!*-- 

Bldtkt kimtk aJ i::mmer'i ro** ' 'i*'^*' rtwlvr may coa>uli Udoiaiiaaa apoa Ibe ejpilkalaaiaa ♦< 

Bam mp^ my brim- o/ muuu*. eu.] Llrriaa. la bU Dieroslypbira. V^^ "k*"* i« '* '"inJ-l'^^wi *■ «ke roMace of 

qaotias two of oar poeta odei. wbew be calls for B«riaDd.. rea»rk.. »«' i» «nf «»' ^* "^^ '3«". «"• »«•• "Uirwa bia 

• Coa»tat igiiBr SoriMt i-orooa« poeiii et poiaaiibu* in »yBpo»io cuo- 

Tcairr, Bon auiem »apirbtjtiu« rt pLilo*opbiaai affet-iaBiiba*.- > It 

appear* tbat wrtaib* >A dowc-r* w^re adapted for pneM and reveller* i 

at baoqaiU, Let by au Bwan* be-:aaie ibofi wbo bad preteaaton* lo | 

wimIob aad pbiloaopby.* Ua ibi» prinriple, (o bi* i5id cbapier, I 

be diaoover* a retiarueat la Virgil. drK-ribiai; ibe i;arlaad of tbe | 

poet Dilena* a* fallen off; which dittin;fui»be*, betbink*. tbediviae | 

latoiiatioaof Silenu* fron tbai of i-umuDa drunkards, whoalway* | 



Jam le i(;ilur rur*a* leaco^ foraoaala. Jaa ic 
(«JuiJ irrpida* T) traru ; jaa^ roaa. la i 



Elf.*. 



wear ibeir rmwa* while lhf>y drink. 
iaepclaraat • of ooBtBieaiaii>ra. 



Tbi*. indeed, I* tbe • labor 



Hs tttU earn kut tkg y.Net' * hrim, Mr.j Wine it pretcrilwd by 
Galea at an eiwllrni aipdicinr for old aiea : • Ouod fri(;idn* el ha- 
aMirlbaa eipleio* ralcfaciat,- v:c. ; bni .Tatare wat AaaLTvoa'* pby- 
akiaa. 

Tbere ia a proverb ia Eripbaa, a* qaoied by Alhea ^a a. wbicb aaya 
■ tbai wiae Bake* aa old laaa daacr, wbetber be will or aot.> 

Aoyo; «?•' ctpxxtoif ov xoxu; sy/jtv, 
Otvov },r/ojst ro'ji yspovzxi, u :rxr«^, 
Ilc(9stv yopiii'^ O'j ^tAovrxi, 

' > TbUode i* wriilea apoa a piciure wbicb repreteatcd ibe rape 
ofEaropa.* Sladaaw Dacier. 



?iow I agaia eaibraca tbaa, 
(Tell MP. waatita. wby iboa feareat?) 
.\^ia aiy loagiaf ar«a lafoM tkea, 
A(;aiB, my nM», a^ia I bold iWe. 



Thia. like BKMt uf tbe term* of cadearBnt la iW ■nina Ulb 
l-oria. I» lakea from Plaaiaa ; ibey were Tal|^r aad ealloqaial ia b:* 
time, and ibe) are amoao ibe riegaacieaor Ito mui t im I aliaial* 

PaaieiaiiB* ailade* to tbe ode before as. la (ka ba|iaaiaf af Ui 
porm oa ibe Rom.- : 

Carmine digaa rnaaeai; velleai caacrctar at Ulaa 
j Trio* arQuia ort-iait leaindiae vaiaa. 



' Resptewietu ruu 1 1» iket mr* U iiaj.] 1 bava pasacd oear ike lin# 
; 5JV irxtcst XJiSl fxi*7:r:* ; U ia eorppi la ihia arifiaal raa*- ■ 
I in;;, and baa iicea Tery liltir improved by ibp aaaatators. I ibiaM 
I tuppiMC il ic br aa iaierpolaiion. If II wer« aoi far allaa wkIA ar 
' con aflrmarda: p'.^C cV; yjZl'^ Xl/ftljULtV. 



Thf rote •'< mtrm Dl-mr's A/ift, etc.] Bellcaa. la a 



epeaaa alt 



It may perhapa be oonaideredaa a detcriptloa ofoae of tboae coiaa > Frenrh piM?l, qaoiins ibe oriflasl bete 9CpC90lffia«V T* c9;«^,SZ. 
wbicb tbe Siduaiana alracfc off la koaoor of Earopa. represeniiag a | ifaaalaica it. • comae lea dMioca el aif aaidlsM da Tdus.* 
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OA "kfli ihc poeit nujlic (0D(^ 



ii«nvl Id dun llv un(;lBl fca«, 
I rnll ihr DDiid doWm thence. 
iJ wipe, vilk undn- Wicl. MWf 
■c icar iliai an icb 'hlmliBt Uy ! 

rl druiipini! wiih Aurori'« ijemi, 
hi Frctli inliBld (he tpicj K|^ 
L11 fmm 4be wpf^ing bnda ariie. 
hrt rcrd mgaft, whni mirth it high, 
t'1 kcrhiM hcAnb in -ercry rycr, 
ir iwy filleaKCDi nhala, 
id fill irilta ht\m Ihc fuDting {pile! 



Juid when, nl Lrngth. in jnte decline, 

Swed SI in yauih. iu halniT bmlh 
TKftuKi odour Jbb in d«1h ! 
Oh ! whence eould fuch ■ pUnI btn t\ 
Aiienil— Enr ihiu ihe Ule i> tang. 
Whrn, humid, from the litrery elrftem, 



««■/., 



Hbciim, 



Vernit oppear'd, ii 

Uellow-d hy Ocein't brinT i™*; 

The pri-jiuni lirain of nUghly Jure 
DiKlntnl Ihe nympti of nun KiBnee, 
Till: nvmph uho iliaks Ihe nurlial Luee! 
Thm/ilien, in >lr]nBe««lirulliaur, 
The eiTIh pnduced 411 inhsl Uowr, 
Which iprung, with tiliuhiDg linrtDiwdnM'd, 
And winton'd aVr iu pereot hreaal. 
Tlie goit heheM Ihii brdluni hinh, 



WUh 









Ttitf Dfuipli* diipUy ih 
Ii iTuiiiki oW ihw ffn 
Throuiih Cvlhi?i^'ii> hir 



i;iiz, -oplai.iMf »9«i', iti/iai-jst tftufiyw, (iti: 
Inr, !«.« 



ie ihem on ihi ipaagled ihoin 



■fi«vtti i'. avti L|CU(i 



T'Li^^\ 
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ODE LVI. » 

lis, who instrucU the yonthfol crew 
To bathe ttiem in the brimmer^s dew. 
And taste, uncloy'd by rich excewet* 
All the bliss tliat wine possesRea ! 
He, who inspires the youth to ^anre 
In wint^cd rirclets through the dance I 
BjccIius, the god, again is liere, 
And leads along the blusliing year; 
The blushing year witli rapture teems. 
Ready to shed those cordial streams 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth. 
Illuminate the sons of cartli ! 
And when the ripe and vermil wine, 
Sweet infant of the pn^ant vine, 
Which now in mellow clusters swells. 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells, 
The heavenly stream sliall mantling flow, 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 
No youth shall then be wan or weak. 
For dimpling health shall light the chedt; 
No heart shall then desponding sigh. 
For wine riiall Irad despondence lly ! 
Thus — till another autumn's glow 
Shall bid another vintage tlow ! 



ODE LVII.» 

Ahd whose immortal hand could shod 
Upon diis disk the ocean's bed 7 
And, in a frensicd flight of soul. 
Sublime as Heaven's eternal pole, 
Im^ine thus, in semblance warm, 
The (^ueen of Love's voluptuous form, 

< a CoBpar« with thU «leffani ode tlie Tene* of Ui, lib. I, die 
Wetalote.* DpQi'a. 

Thlt appein to be one of tb- byant wblcb were •■dc at tbe in- 
■iTanary feiliTil of tbe vintage; one of tbo eTttXriytOt UflvOl^ 
at oar poet blmtelr terni ibrai ia tbe fifty-ninth ode. We cannot 
help feeiinf a |iecaliar vaaeraiJoa for theae relics of the relifion of 
aatiqnity. Uoraoe m»j be •nppotmi to bare wriiiea the ninetooalb 
ode of bit seooad book, and ibe iwenty^ftb of tbe tbird, for wMne 
Laochaaallan eelebratioo of this kind. 

TTUeA, MparUlMf im the citp of mirth, 

lilmmtmatrnthttomtu/tmrth!] In theoriniBal TTOTOV e(^9V9V X9> 
/Acfbiv. Madame Darier thinks that tbe poet here had the nepeo- 
Ihtf of UoBwr In bit aiiBd. Odyt^y. lib. It. Tbit nepealb^ wai a 
•oaMtbIno of esqnitltc rhara, infated by Uelen into the wine of ber 
f neau. wblrh had tbe power of ditpelling every aniicly. A French 
writer, with very riefant gallantry, oonjectnrw ihai tbit tpell, which 
mmAtt the liowl to begaillng. wa« tbedtana of Helrn • ooaTerMtioa. 
Sonde Ier4. qnoted by Bayle, art. HcMne. 

* Thlt 9&» U a very aataaied deMriptlon of a pietare of Veaas on 
aditeat, which reprsaeated the goddett in ber tirtt emrrgenoe froa 
the wavea. About two oeniariet aflier oar poet wrote, the |ieacil of 
thoartial Apellea emlteliiibed tbia tabjeit, in bit famont painting of 
the Venaa Aaadyuni«n<>, tbe model i»f which, at IMiny infbrma na. 
waa the baaaiifal Campaape, given to him by Aleiander ; ibongb. 
aooording to Xatalit Conet, lib. vii, eap. i6, It waa Phryne who aat 
to Apellea for the face and hreatt of ibi« Veana. 

There are a few blemiahet ia tbe reading of tbe ode before na, 
wbich have Inananoed Faber, lleyne. Dranck. etc. to drnoaaoe tbe 
whole poem aa aparioaa. !Voa ego paaoia offender macalia. 1 think 
It la boaatifkil aaongh to be aatbeaiic. 

Ami urhou Immortmi kmmd eomU tked 

Upam thlt dhk thf pnam't htdT] The abmpinem of OcpOL Tlf TO- 
p*U9t TtOVTOV, U findy aipmaaiva of aaddon admiration, aad la 
one of thoee beaatiet which wo caanol but admire in their aoarce, 
tboagb. by freqneot imluiioa, Ihay are aam haoomo ianfoid and 
animpraaaive. 



Floating along tlie silvery 
In beauty's naked m^esly? 
Oh ! he has given the raptured sight 
A witching banquet of delight ; 
And all those sacred scenes of Love, 
Where only hallowed eyes may rove. 
Lie faintly glowing, half-conceal'd, 
Within the Iticid billows veil'd. 
Light as the leaf that summer's breeze 
Has wafted o'er tlie glassy seas, 
She floats upon the ocean's breast. 
Which undulates in sleepy rest. 
And stealing on, slie gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like tlie humid rose. 
Her neck, like <Jlrwy-«parkling snows, 
Illume the liquid path she u^ces. 
And burn within tlie stream's embraces ! 
In languid luxury soft she glides, 
Encin-led by the azure tides. 
Like some fair lily, faint with weeping. 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen's inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Love witli smiles of fire ! 
While, sparkling on the silver waves. 
The tenants qf tlic briny raves 
Around the pomp in edtlies play, 
And gleam along the watery way. 



ODE LVIII. • 

W*^HK!f gold, as fleet as Zephyr's pinion, 
Escapes like any faithless minion, 

Amd all cftew torntf $cenei of lorr. 

When only hmlluw'J OffM mmf rvoe, etc.] The pictore hore baa all 
the delicate character of tb^aemi-redacu Venaa, aad lathe ewewteti 
emblem of what the poetry of paaaion ooght to be,— glowing bat 
ihrongb a veil, and atealiag a|ion tbe heart from con.-«nlaM«t. Few 
of the aacienta have attalaed tbia modesty of deacription. which ia 
like the golden dood that hangover Japiter and JaaOfimperrioua to 
every beam bnt that of faaey. 

Ber totom like the hmmUl roM.etc.] 'PoiOtUV (aaya an anonymoM 
anaoutor) la a whimalcal epithet fur ihe boaom.* Neithor Cataliaa 
aor Gray have been of hia opinion. The former has the eapmaioa. 

En hie in roaeia latec papiUis. 
Aad tbe latter, 

Lo ! where tbe roay-boaom'd honra, etc 

Crotiaa, a modem Latialat, might ladaed be oenanrcd for too vagae 
an ate of the epithet • roay,* when he appilea it Co the cyea :> e ro- 
aeia oeal la.* 

— yMi"9 f>e«'re, etc.] Ia tbe urigiaal 'ifJllCOi, who waa 

the aame deity with Jocna aaaoag the Aomana. Anralins Aacmrallaa 
baa a poem bcgianlng 

Invitat olim Bacrbaa ad ocmam aaoa 
Comon, Jocam, Capldlaem. 

Which Pamell baa oioeely imitated : 

Gay Raechna, liklag Eatfloart'a win*. 

A noble meal beapoke aa ; 
Aad, for the gaaaia that were to dine, 

Bronght liumat. Love, aad Joeaa, oic. 

> I hare followed Bamea't arraageaaeat of tbia ode; it derlalaa 
aooMwhat from the Vatican MS., Init it appaarod to aM the more aa- 
taral order. 

Wkeu fold, mijUH m Erjthyr'i plateii, 

Ecni^ct Uhe mmgfmlthle*i mimlom, etc.] In tha original 'O opa- 



ODES OF ANACREON. 



a3l 



And diet nw (as he fliet me ever), 
Do I puraiie him? nnrer, never! 
Xo, lei the fobe dewrler go. 
For who would court h'w direst fee? 
But, when I fed my lighteo'd mind 
>o more hy lies of gold confined, 
I looHcn all my din^ni; cares. 
And case them to tlie vagrant airs. 
Then, then I feel the Muse's spell. 
And wuke to life the dulcet shell ; 
The dulcet shell to heauty sings. 
And love diaaolves along the strings ! 
Thus, whm my heart is sweetly taught 
How little gold desenres a thought, 
The winged dave reinmsonce more. 
And with him wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine, whose halmy art 
In nJurabcr seals tlie aniious heart! 
Again he tries my soul to sever 
From love and song, perliaps for ever! 
Away, deceiirer! why pursuing 
tj-ue\em thus my heart's undoing? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire; 
Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre ; 
Oh \ sweeter far tlian all the gold 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 
I well rrmember all thy wiles; 
They withered Cupid's llowery smiles. 
And o'er his harp such garbage shed, 
1 thought its angel breath was fled! 
They uinted all his bowl of blisNes, 
His bland desires and liallow'd ki 
(ih ! fly to haunts of sordid men, 
But rove not near the bard again ; 



Osd«r luu alrMdj reaarkad ; for (.'bryMM. which •igaifiea 
fmU. «M ■!•• • fraqsMt ■•■• for ■ tijfe. la o«a of Ladsa't dia- 
.jfaaa. ikarv h. I ihiah. a tiBllar play apoa iha word, wlirra tb« 
tuikrmtn ar iJkrfiffmt ara called soldra bthn. The |Hia« of the 
•••MttM ara. la fraacal, area •ore jupid ihaa oar owa ; toair of 
Uha feat ara ikaaa raooniad of fNoprae*. 

Amd/ttftmtfaMkt/ttttmantr), elc.] AC( 0*, «« [At fVJr/il. 
Tht frw--* Af iirratiaa hat already br«a likea noiire of. Thua^b 
w^bflHt ■•rely a fl a y f al lieaHty, rlla prcaliirly*i|>r«Mhvur ioi- 
pammmmA wmiimmmli, aarf we aMy ra«ity bellrvr that It was udc of 
tte waaf MsroM af ihai aa u r f i l lc Maaibilily whkh br^lh«d ibroagh 
Lkr •t«i« of Sapi>h«. Saa Gynld. Vel. Poel. Dial. 9. it will aoi be 
M,<t tkai ihM i* a ■•i.-haBitaloraaaical by aay oae who caa fr«l iu 
(fcara is ihaav liaea af Caiallae, whira ha ooaipJaiat of the iaidr- 
I.:y af hi* MMireM, Laabla. 

Carll, Laibla aoatm. Laabta Ilia, 
lila LaaMa, qaaai Caiallaa aaaai, 
Plaa ^aaai aa aiqaa taoa aaMrit 
ilaac; aie. 



ftii 



Jlif 



la diilaaei ! bat tha real doaa aot bear cluUoa. 

■If kiM tmmt •/ Mttn. 

mi kaihm'd kl$UM,\ OriQlMl: 

IH^Mv xuTTc^a xtp-/yii. 

• Daaidariqae leapcrare paralaai,* not lifarailvrly. 
«v. like Aaarr-oa. bal iaifiartiBiT the lovr-philirrt of ihr 
fey • cape af hlMra • ojr part aay alladr to a taToeriir 
f ih« aariaaia, of driakiai; when the lip* nf their aiit- 
ihe bHa : 



eaJlaaary 



Or Irava a kiM wllhia tha rap, 
Aad I 'ii aol ash for wiar, 

ai •■ Bm Jaaaaa • traaslatloa fraai Philaaiiataa; aad Lariaa ha« a 



«»(*■■ apaa iW taaMhieo, • 'iva XfltC Tttvr,f t^M xaf ^Ut;;,* 
• *M yaa way •■ aaea bach drlah aad Uh.> ' 



Thy glitter in the Muse's shade 

Scares from her bower the tuneful maid; 

And not for worlds would I forego 

That moment of poetic glow. 

When my full soul, in Fancy's stream. 

Pours o'er the lyre its swelling theme. 

Away, away ! to worldlings hence, 

AVho feel not this diviner sense. 

And, with thy gay fallacious blaxe, 

Daule their unrefined gate. 

ODE LIX.' 

Sablrd hy the solar beam. 

Now the fiery clusters teem, 

In osier haHkuts, home along 

Ry all the foNtal vintage throng 

Of rosy youtliH and virgins fair. 

Ripe as tlie melting fruits they hear. 

Now, now they pruas the pregnant grapes. 

And now the captive stream escapes, 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing. 

And for its bcndage proudly blushing ! 

While, round the vat's inipurpled brim, 

Th*; choral song, the vintage hymn 

Of rosy youths and viq^ins fair, 

Steals on the cloy'd and panting air. 

Mark, how they drink, with all their eyes^ 

The orient tide that nparkling flics ; 

The infant bulm of all their fears. 

The inf.int Bacchus, l>orn in tears! 

WliLMi he, whoae ver(;ing years decline 

As deep into the vale as mine, 

Whi'ii he inhales the vintage-spring. 

His heart i» lire, liis fool's a wing; 

And, as he flics, his hoary hair 

Plays truant with tlie wanton air ! 

While the warm youth, whose wishing soul 

Has kindled o'er the inspiring bowl, 

Iin|»asRion'd seeks the lJladn^Ky grove. 

Where, in the tempting guise of love, 

Rirt-liiiing hliH:ps some vv itching maid, 

Whose sunny charms, but half display'd, 

Bluxii through the Itowcr. tliat, closely twined, 

Kteludes the kisiies of the wind ! 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 

Allures her to the embrace of joy; 

Swears that the herbage Heaven had spread 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed; 

* The title ErtO^rytOi Itlivoit whirh Baraat haa gtvaa wfhli 
ode. U by ae aaaat appropriair. We have already had oaaaf tkoea 

hyaint (oilr 5<i). hai ihii i» a UeM-ri|«iiun of iheTiBtafr: aad the tlila 
eti OV^O'^s *>hi< h It heart ia the Vatlian MS.. <• aote cerract ihaa 
aay that have beeo »a|>fetird. 

IWf e, in ihr tree tiiirii of literary •repttritai. doebit that fhh 
ode i« cenuiar, wiibivt Bt»ii;ii a,; aay rcasaa for mi'Ii a wpteiaa. 
• Nob aaio tr. Sal>ldi. aec poMaa diuere qaare;* bat ihia la 9kr 
froai Mli>fa(-liiry <Tilii-iiM. 

Sm-r*r* tk»l ike kerhayf lleutrn kwi *frtoJ, 
a* 'arrtJ lu ikt mmf4iMt keJ. rir.^ Tbe ori|;iBal here ha« hrea ra- 
ri<>B>ly iBirrprried. V>flir, ia tbeir iril for oar aulbor t pBriiy, have 
»Bp|MiM-d iImi ihe ii>Bib uely |ier>aB«i<-i hrr lua pre*atarmirrlaj;a; 
oibrri Boderalaad froa ibr wurU* Trfi^i^'sTI-' yauVfV '/CvCS^XC, 
thai hetrduceaber to* viulaiioa uf ihe Ba|ilial «w«. Tbetara whkh 
I havrclTcB It it wa-wbal like tbr •ratiairBlof ilelolaa. • aaa w 
<-oBj«,;iu. lilirrlatea TiacHlo prwferrr.* (Srr her nr-giaal Letter*.) 
The lialiaa traatlatioat have alaou all waatuaed apoa thit dearrip- 
tioa : bal that of Ibreheui ia ladeed • alaiaa labrira* aapid.* 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



That U^n should ne^er bind denre, 
And lore was nalore's holiest fire! 
The \-irgin w^bps, ihe virgin sighs; 
He kiss'd her lifn. lie ki» d her eyes; 
The sigli was balm, liie tear was dew. 
They only raited his Uainc anew. 
And, oh '. he stole llie swMtcst do« er 
That c\n bloom d in any bower ! 

Such is the madness wine imparts. 
^'Iicne'cr it steals on voiiihful hearts. 



ODE LX. • 



AwAiB to life, my dulcet hhell, 
To Phorbus all thy M;;hs sh.ill xMCf^ll; 
And though no^'lorioii* prizo lie thine, 
No Pythian wreath aioumi ilii.*e t^»*ine, 
Yet every hour is j;lor\*» hniir. 
To him who ^ather« \i iodomV Howcr! 
Then wake tlu-c from ihy iii.i^ir filumhers, 
Breallie to the soft and !Miryt;i;in immber^. 
Which, as my trrmlilin(; lip^ n-pe.it. 
Thy chords sliall echo h.tck .» ik^Kect. 
The cyifnet thus, with f.ulin,'* notes. 
As down <IayslLT*« tide lie finals. 
Plap with his >nowy pliim.i(;c fair 
Upon the wanton murmurini; air, 
Which amorously lingers round. 
And sighs responsive hOund for sound ! 
Muse of the Lvre! illume niv dream, 
Thy Phopbus is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I hear. 
And hallow'd is the wreath I wear, 
Hallow'd by him. the god of lays. 
Who modulates the cIiopjI mazir! 
I sing the love v^liich Daphne twimnl 
Around the guillR'ad'N yii-ldinp. mind; 
I sing the blus^hing D.ip)inf'< lli(<ht 
From this KlheriMl ynutli of li|;ht; 
And how the t«;nder, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly shade. 
Resign'd a form, ton tempting fair. 
And grew a verdant laun*! iherp; 
Whose leaves, with Hyiiip.ilhetir thrill. 
In terror seem'd to tri.-iiibiL* still! 

■ Tkh byaia lo Apollo U iupiiotnl sot lo btve be«n wriiim hj 
Aaacrroa, aBd it crruinlj it railurr ■ tul'liner fli|;bi than tbr Teiaa 
wiag I* aciMatOBrd to toar. Bui «e uughi not to jiuif^ froa tliii di- 
Tenflj of •lylc. in a port of wbom Iibm ha« pr«»crTnd »■. h partial 
rclica. If «• knew Horace bat ■» a tailritt, (bouM we trmtilj MieTe 
Ibar* eoald dwell aacb aaiaatioD in bit l;re * baidai My» tbat oar 
poet wrote hyaat, and tbit perbapt I» odv nf tbeai. We laa per- 
crive ia wkai aa altered aod iaperfe..t kUl« bi« worka arc at preteul, 
wbea we bod a tcboliati upon Horaiv ciliBf aa ode froai ibe tbird 
book of Aaacraoa. 

ilW kotp tk* irmder timid mtaid 

Plam p»mrtmf fe the kImUf f AaJt, etc] Origiaal : 

To fifj t*.::sftj'/t xsvr^sv, 

1 fad lbs word xr^TCOV bere ba* a d mMe fonv, ■• it alio tlj;- 
■IBeatbai •omaiaa pareaiem. qDaaidBctBt.>iuBa,> etc etc. (Sec 
JIarlial.)— Ib order lo roatirai ibi* iBi|K>rt vf ihi- word bere. ibote 
wbo are cariou ia acw rcadiagi aa; place tbe ttop after s j3;oj>, 
thai: 

79 /xr^ fxTTrjJC-r/i xsvtcsv 



The god pnriued, with wing'd deurti 
And when his hopes were aU on fin. 
And m hen be Cbonght lo hear die ai^ 
With which enamoured virgins die. 
He only heard die penive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair! 
But oh. my soul '. no more — no nsoiv ! 
Enthusiast, whillier do 1 soar 7 
This swivtly maddening dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Wliich tly tu wound celesCiil heuns. 
When sure the lay, with sweeter lone. 
Can tell the darts that wound mx omn ** 
Still be Anacreon, still iospin: 
The descant of the Teiaa lvre: 

m 

Still let the necur'd numbers float. 
Distilling love in c\ei\ note! 
And when iht youth, whose burning soul 
Has felt the Papliian siar'a control, 
Wlien he tlie liquid lays shall bear. 
His heart will duller to his ear. 
And drinking there of song divine. 
Banquet on intellectual wine! 

ODE LXI.' 

GoLDEii hues of youth are Bed ; 
Hoary locks deform my head. 

Stiit Ar itaormMi, itill iutplrr 

Tketiftmrnt c/ tkr Teiau Igre.j Tbe orl^asi ia TSv Avsr s::<7£ 
•Jt U's'^. I bave traatlaicd ii aader tbe iapftoaitiOB ihai ibe k<«i 
i» liy Aaacreoa : ihoagb I fear, froa this very li«e. ikai bit .*•«-& u 
it can tivrnly be tapporied. 

r&v Avoxsfsvrz If tU9:;, • laiute Aaaneoa.* S«>:* ■■* ^' 
leMoa Qitra a* by ibe hrial ; aad if. ia poetry. ■ aiaplerl^ar >: 
•eBtiB*-Bt, earii-bed by ibr aoit play fa! fetkilirt of fta-'y. br t 
^-bara wbicb io^iirtor de»rr*et iaiiatiow. wbere •ball we *iBd ta.k 
a i;nide at taarreoa ? Ia BM>raltiy. loo. wiib l oae liiile iimi''. 
I tbiak we ai|;bt boI lilatb lu follow Ib hit fnoiUep*. Fw if fc:i 
»OB[f be ibe laoeoa^se of bit beart. iboBfjb laaarioat a»i relaiM. W 
w>>anlr*t aod i-eaefuleal ; aad wbowoaldaoi furpiealewine;i- 
laritie*. wbeo aioord for by Tirtoetto rarr aaJte eadasriaf T Vbca 
we ibiak of ibe tealiaeai io iboae lioet : 

Away I I hate ibe tlaaderoaa dart 
Wbii-b tlealt lo woaad ibc BBwary Wart, 

bow aaay are ibero la ibe world to wboa «• wowM wiab a §*«■ 
Tsv AvuxcsovTX /itfiou ! 

Hrre eaiU ibe lati of tbe ode* ia ibe Tatirsa S5.. wWte aatbo- 
riiy roabrat tbe |p>oaiae aaiiqaity of ibea all. thoafb a few !■▼' 
iiolf a aaoag ibe aaaber wb.'A we auy beaiiate ia •iirfbaita; M 
Aaacreoa. Io ibc lillleetMy prcliaed to ibia imatluioa. 1 ot««rM4 
ibat Baraet bad qooicd tbit aaaaicript iBoorr*«;ll«. rrlyias ap*)* *■ 
iaperCect copy of it wbicb itaac Votaiat bad lakew : I tbail ;•»: 
Bwatioa two or three iasUBivt of tbli iaaenrary, the fi«t abi-k 
oci-ar lu Bw. la tbe ode of tbi* Dove, oa the ward* UrttS^i 
9^yASLA,j-^6»f be wyt. • Vailcaa MS. 7V7XCat^uy, ctiaa'Pr»* 
daoo IbtIio,- — tbuagb tbe Maaatcript readi ff;#vxz};««^ 
wiib SV9XIZ3fiJ iaierliard. Urgea, too. oa the taae liae. it taae- 
what ia ermr. Ia tbe tweaiy-teooad ode of thia teriea. liae ihir> 
tccDib, tbe MS. bat tsvct; with 21 laierliaed. aad Baraet iaram 
to It the readiog of TCvcV;. Ib the lifty-aeveath. liar iwrlfih. kf 
profoMt to have prtterred the readiag of ihe MS. .^Xzjii^xf'i; : 

j;:' a:/TTr;» *^»l« »>«e latter baa xixAT^ufvOi 0* c— * ayr».— 

Alaoai all the other ooaaieauiort have tiaaaiilaatcd theae ctron 
froa llaraet. 

■ Tbe iairatioo of tbit aMhoiholy ode aaoaf the careleM Irviur* 
of oar pott, hat alwayt reaiaded ae of tbe tkcletoat wbkh iW 
Egyptiaat oted to baas up ia ibHr |iaaqaet*fooaH, 10 iantnu t 
ibougbi of iiorulily evea aaidtt tbe dialpaliaaa of airtb. If •< 
were boc for the Iwaaty of iia aaahera, the Telaa Slaae aheaU 4i*- 
owB tbit ode. f^id babel illiai. illini qa0spiiahataaoR«r 

To Siobaru we are ladabiod tor li. 



Hoomy gnicei, dalliance gay, 
All the flofwen of life decay. 
Widierini; aj<e beQ;ins to trace 
Sad memoriak o'er my face; 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom. 
All the future must be gloom ! 
This awakes my hourly sighing; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Pluto** is a dark abode, 
Sad the journey, sad the road: 
And the gloomy trarel o'er. 
Ah! we can return no more! 



ODE LXII.* 

Till me, boy, as deep a draught 

As e'er was fill'd, as e'er was quaff d; 

But let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape's intemperate glow ; 

Let not the fiery god be single, 

But with tlie nymphs in union mingle ; 

For, though the bowl 's the grave of sadness. 

Oh! be it ne'er the birth of madness! 

A.i eke JUmr^f •JUJ* ^•tmf.'\ Borac* oftea, wiib fMliB^ awl •!•• 
ft*. d '^U twt iW fa^aclty of kaaMB cajoyaMalt. 8m book ii, 
Ic 1 i i aa4 that ia tka taooad apUtle, book ii, 

Sjagala da aobi« aaal pnrdaalar eaatta, 
Cripaarajoeoa, ▼••eraai, eeaTlvIa, ladaa. 

Tba wla| of arary pauiag day 
Vitbcn toae blooaiiBg Joy away ; 
Aad waha froa oar aaaaoor'd arail 
Tba baaqaat'* aiirtb, iba virgia't cbanai. 

to Ae i ktmfktmfJftmy, etc.] R«ffaier, a libartlae Fraacb 

a wriuaa Mao aeaaeu oa tbe approacb of daaib, fall of 

•ad Iraabllay repaauaca. Lbaallee, bowevar, tappons 

lly cba spirit of tb* Eptraraaa pbiloaopbar. Sao bit 

to tba Marqalt La Farra : 



at. 



Flw j*appfacba da tanaa at aoiBt Ja la radoata, ate. 



I ttall laara it to iba 
• bavary a 



lift to DMke bit re6artio«a 
■tie oa tacb a rabjact. 



: ith 



Irmti m'er, 

kk I mrm aaa f«r»ni aa awf*/] 8oali|rar, apo« Catailas'* wall- 
ova liaai. a^i aaae It par iter,* ate raaarki, ibat Ac^roa, 
■* iha aaaa id«a, U callad avc^OOS;, by Tbaocriia*, aad 
■sritO/S0/«.9{, by rticaadar. 

' Tbiaada caaaitu of two frafaeait, wblrb are to ba foaad la Atba- 
■a, baak k, aad wbkb Baraat. froai ibr kiailarityaf tbairtaa- 
ary, kaa eaaibiaad iato oae. I ibiak thi« ■ very JaatiSabIa Ii- 
rty. aad bava adopted it ia lOBe otbar fra^aMai* of oar poet, 
at bare to Tarae* of Ui, lib. iv, dar Triakar. 



r* eaatf Cka fp*'* imtemftrmte fUm, etc.] It wat Aaipkictyoa wbo 
■ laagbc Iba Greeks to m\x water with tbeir wiae ; ia eoMaeao- 
•jmm a#wbkb drcoaMaaee tbey erected altar* to Baecbaa aad tbe 
Oa tbie ajtbolosicai allecory tbe fbHowiaf episraai ia 



A y deaw as atero SeaMlet la vera Lyvaai 

Xalada*. eiilacto falailBit i|pM laerl ; 
Caa ayapbla igiiar tractabilla, at (iae ajapbia 
Laadeatl raraaa falalaa oarripitar. 

Pieria* Talariaaat. 
a. aaa varbaa verba, 

W¥ile beavealy Sre caaMaMd bit Tbebaa daaa, 
A XaJatl <aa^t joaag Baaba* fhia tbe laaw, 

Aad dipp'd bia baraia^ ia ber pareet lyaipb : 
ScUI. ftill ba loTae tbe tca-aaid't a7eul ara, 
Aad wbaa bit aative tree iafariate bara, 

■a batbaablM ia iba Ibaaiaia af iba ayapk. 



No, banish from our board to night 
The revelries of rude ddight! 
To Scythbns leave theie wild excesses. 
Ours be the joy that soothes and bleises! 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe. 
Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 
Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song! 



ODE LXIII.' 

To Love, the soft and blooming child, 
I touch the harp in descant wild ; 
To Love, the liahv of Cyprian howere. 
The boy who breatlics and blushes flowers ! 
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him. 
And gods and mortals bow before him! 



OPE LXIV." 

n*STi tliee, nymph, whose winged qwar 
Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer ' 
Dian, Jove's immortal child. 
If untreas of the savage wild ! 
GoddcM with the sun-bright hair ! 
Listen to a people's prayer. 
Turn, to Letlie's river turn. 
There thy vanquish'd people mourn ! 
Come to Lethe's wavy shore. 
There thy people's peace restore. 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine! 
Dian I must they — roust they pinof 

ODE LXV.* 

Like some wanton filly sporting. 

Maid »f Thrace ! thou fly'st my courting. 

Wanton filly ! tell me why 

Thou tripp'st awuy with scornful eye, 

* « This fNgaMat it prreerfed ia CJeaeaa Alasaadriaaa, I 
lib. tI, aad ia Aneaiat, flollect. Orwc.* BAaiBs. 

It appear* lo bare baea tbe opealag of a byau la pralaa af Lava. 

* Thii byaa to Diaaa It etuat ia Hepbavtioa. Tbara la aa aaae- 
dote of oar poof, wbicb bat led to teaa doabc wbelber be ever wtaia 
aay odee of thit kiad. It it related by tba Sckoliatt apaa Fiadar 
(iithaioak-- od. ii, t. i. atdtadby Baran). Aaacreoa belsf atkad. 
aky he addmacd all kit kyaat lo woaKa, aad aoaa lo tbe deiUaa? 
aotwered, • Becaate woaea ara ay daitiet.* 

I bav« attaaMd tba taae liberty ia rrportiaf tbie aaoedOM wbicb 
I ba«e doae ia tiaB»laiiastoaM>of tbeodm; aad it were to bewlebed 
ibat tbeee little iaAd^iiliet were alwayi coatidarad pardaaabia la 
the iaierprfUtioa of ibeaacipau; that, wbea aatare it 
ia tbe orisiaal, la ibe iraaUatioa, • iaatea aaqaaracarfat,< 



TWra, le iMit'i rimer imrm. 

There ikf mmqmitJk'J pep^e awKni !] Letbe. a river •t leala. a^ 
curdiac to Sirabo, tailiat; iato the 31«aadcr: aear to it wattilaaiad 
ibt> towu Xa .ania. ia fkroar of wbote iebabiiaatt oar pact i«ta^ 
poted to bate addretaed ibia tapplicaiioa lo Diaaa. It wet wrtiiea 
(at Xadaae Darirr coajectarea) oa tbv occaaiea of teaa battle, la 
whi.-h tbe Macaoaiaaa bad beea defeeied. 

* Tbit ode. «birb i* addreaaed lo torn* Thrat^aa (Irl. etlatt la Be* 
rarlidea. aed bat btva iailatnl very freqaeoiiy l^y Haraer. aa all tba 
aaaotator* luve rea^rked. Xadaae Omder rejeru tbe allagaty. 
whirb raaa ao obvioa«ly throacbual ii. aad aeppoeea It to have be«a 
addrrmaed to a joaag mmrm beioa|iBf la Palyrratee : thwe It aera 
aodeaiy ibaa iadeaa'ty ia tbe lady't majertare. 

Pieriaa, ia tba fearib haok of bia Hieraflypkiea, dtee thitade, aad 
iaforaa aa. ibat tbe borae was tba hiara|lypbkala«blaaaf prMe. 

3o 
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And seein'sl to think my doting heart 
It novice in the bridling artf 
Believe me, girl, it b not to; 
Hiou *lt find this skilful hand can tbrcm 
The reins upon that tender form, 
However wild, however warm ! 
Tliou 'It own that I can tame thy force, 
And turn and wind thoe in the course. 
Though wasting now tliy careless hours, 
Thou sport'st amidst the herbs and flowers, 
Tliou soon shalt fed the rein's control, 
And tremble at the wish'd-for goal ! 



ODE LXVI. • 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine. 
Fairest of all that fairi-st shine: 
To thee, thou blusliing young Desire, 
Who rulest tlie worid with darts of Hre ! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, to thoe 
Wlio bear^st of life the guardian key : 
Breathing my soul in fragrant praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays. 
For thee, O Qnccn '• I wake the lyre, 
For thoe, tlion blushing young Desire! 
And oh ! for tlicc, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour, 
liook on thy bride, Inxuriani boy! 
And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms. 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms. 
Before the lovely trembling prey, 
Like a young birdling, wing away ! 
Oh ! Stratocles, impnssion'd youth ! 
Dear to the <}ueen of amorous truth, 
And dear to her, whoM yielding lone 
Will soon resign her all thine own; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye, 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe tliy sigh ! 
To those bewitching beauties turn ; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and bum ! 
Mot more the rose, the Queen of flowers, 
Outblushes all the glow of bowers. 
Than she unriv^ll'd bloom discloses. 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses! 
Gh ! may the sun benignant shed 
His blandest influence o'er thy bed; 
And foster there an infant tree. 
To blush like her, and bloom like thee! 

■ TUseds It lairodaMd in tk« ReaaBoe of ThMdorMProdnmai, 
•ad U ibat kind ofapiikaJaaiaa which wu •••( like • Khotiaa tt 
lh« ■■ptial banqatt. 

Asms th« mamj worki of ih« InpaulMed Sappho, of which tine 
aad ifMfaat Mpantltioa hava daprivcd aa, ih« Iom of her epilhala- 
aisBa it mc aaa of the least that wedepiora. A tnbjert lo inlifrvtt* 
Isf ID aa aaoroaa faar; wai wanaly felt, aad antt have b««B 
waraly dasorilwd, by tacha mmI and tnrh aa iMar.iiMiluB. Tha 
fftlkNrisf ilMa are diad at a relic of one of her apithaiaaiiBaa : 

OAotf yoLfiSpt. aet /Asv or, yafioi w; xpao, 
ExTrft>r«-', txttt it itapOtvov av apsto. 

Sea Sivllner, la hit Foalirt, M the Eplihaiaaiiaai. 

AadJmHt tUrt an Ittfmu fwi^ 
^ r» M.iA ta» kcr, mmi ktmm //Aa tktr t\ Ori|lBal. Kuirv^tTTOf 
C< TTs^wXGC 9IJ fit xijtTM. Psuaratiat, apea iha wocdt • caa 
aaauiaiaBiuiillofmi.>lB ihaaBptislaeM«fUi*all«sanaroKplsla- 



ODE LXVn." 



GiifTLi yonth ! wfaoae looks 
Sncli a soft and girlish Uoorn* 
Why repulsive, why refuse 
The friendship which my heart pursues! 
Tliou little know'st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul! 
Then siiiilc not on my locks of gray. 
Believe me, oft with converse gay 
I 've chnin'd the years of ti-nder age. 
And Itoys have loved tlie prattling sage ! 
For mine ib many a soothing pleasure, 
And mine is nuny a soothing measure; 
And much I hate the beamless mind, 
Whose earthly vision, unrefined, 
Nature has never form'd to see 
The beauties of simplicity ! 
Simplicity, the flower of heaven. 
To souls elect, by Nature given 1 



ODE LXVIIL" 

RiCB in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The stream of Amalthea's horn? 
Nor should 1 ask to call the throne 
Of the Tarttfssian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years. 
The victim of declining fears. 
One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity! 

iag • Hot,* la toaawhat a tiailar tenia to that «hirh Gaalatnatat- 
tiibatat lo^ongy, tayt, • nortan qaoqaavoc^at In qao floe ilierar- 
pitar. ei Grvrit XlJ.TOv ff^( TO <p?;^Ov yuvatXfttV.* 

■•r 1 reaurk. that the author of the Greek Tmiaaofthlt rhanaia.; 
odeofCatallaa ba» Be({lected a aMtl atrikianand Aaacreoniir Iteaniy 
la ibetc veraet, • It flea la aeptJa,* etc. whirh U the r«|i«tiiioa of tbf 
liae -Malii lllaa paeri, aalt* opuvere paellep.* with the alight ai- 
teratioe of aalli aad aalla-. Caiallua himaelf. howeTrr. baa bcro 
eqaallj iajndicioaa la hit rertioa ofiha bnoaaoda of Sappho ; he 
hat traaalatad ySAWva; ifitpotv, hat takaa ao Bocica of aro;/- 
^Mvouex;. Hoi a«a hat esafht tha aplrit of It murm fklihfblly : 

Daloe rldentem Lalagni ambo, 
Dalce loqaeutea. 

■ I hava femad tbia poea of three or fiwrdlffcrnt fra^Mata. 

which It a in«ny ihai perkape aay be JaailSed by tha ataapbof 

Barae*. who hat thatcoaplled the Sfty-tarenlh of hit adiiioa.aod 

tbelliileodebaciBBiBB ^sp i/drap, otp 0lv9v, ai ItaC, m^kk be 

I hat aabjotaed to the epigraaaa. 

j Tha fragaMBta ooabiaed la tbIa ode. are the tlity^.teTOBth. alaetr- 
j alith, Biaety-aeTeaih, aad baadrmlih of Baraaa'a adilioB. to whM 
- I ref^r tba roader for tha aaaea of tha aaihort by whoa they ai« 



Ami 1^' im^t i.meJ ikt fnuUmf Uft 1} ■oadesr Chaallea 
baa given a very aalable IdeaW aa oU awn't laiaff«Mfaa with 
yoaih : 

One rbfnV par leejeaaet gent. 
Poar lenra errrara plein d'lBdalgaaoa, 
Je loirie irar iapradenra 

Ca hvear de lean agr^lawai. 

• Thia fragnNat la prcaertnd la the third book of Sinhe. 

O/iAe TmrttMH^pfimrt aiy •»«.] Re haraalladet to Afgaaiho- 

: Biat. who lived, aemtdlag to Laelan. a haadrtd aad ifty yaara; 
I aad relgaed, areavdias lo llrradotat, alghiy. Sea BarMa. 
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ODE LXIX.' 

5ow >'«piune't Millen inonili appenn. 
The angry ni|;bi-cloud swdlt with lean ; 
^nd aava(;e storms, infuriate driven, 
Fly howlint; in the face of heaven ! 
5'jw, now, my friends tlie i;atherin|; gloom 
With rosoale imp of wine illume : 
And while our wreatlia of pareley spread 
Th^r fjdtJess folia(^ round our head, 
Wr 'II hymn the almighty Power of wint. 
And fthcd libations on his shrine! 



ODE LXX. ' 

Tirr wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck ; 
And e«-ery guntt, to sliadc his head, 
Threi! little breatliinQ rhapk'ts spread; 
And one wax of Egyptian leaf, 
Tlif TvH wrre rose*, fair and brief! 
\^hili> fnim u golden vase profound, 
Trt all on flowery beds around, 
A cohlol-nymph, of heavenly shape, 
pQur'd the rich weepings of the grape ! 



ODE LXXI. > 

A SROEcn cake, with honey sweet, 
N all my spare and simple treat: 
And while a generous howl I crown. 
If* (Inat my liith' banquet down. 
1 take the soft, the amonius lyre, 
And sing of love'n delirious fire! 
In mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and King for theef 



ODE LXXII. < 

^ ira twrnly chonU my lyre is hung, 
And while 1 wake them all for thee, 

Thou. O virgin ! wild and young, 
Disport' St in airy levity. 

Tki* b eamfomi of two fracmeaia ; the wTealietk aad slfhtT- 
I is Bimat. TW«f an boili Ibaiiil la EaUatklat. 



• TWw •MesMM fcra iki* litll* od«. all of wkick Sr« 
I Af k#«nft. Tktf M« iW aigiUY fenB*. MTMty-ifkk. aad slflity-- 
k.rA. in Bar***. 

4WMrfy fiie»t,lnikmdf kh k-mJ, 

Tuwrg hmU *i»l 4 l«y ekmf i t u fpfrai.] L4M||epi«fff«, to givtf an 
)«• ml iW lainrlMH MiiaMiiaa in wblrh |{arUnd» wcrr bald by ih« 
•■'•^■u. rvliiM an aaacdotr of amyrtrtan, who. In or>irr li>i;raiify 
•»m iov#T«. wiikoHt livvini; i«H«e for Jealoniy with any of ibra, 
■ •f a ki» tiio«#>. I«i ikcoikrrdrlak afirr k^r. aad pot a garlanii m 
w hrom nt tbr third ; M thai oacfc waa laiiaBod with hia favoor, 
»1 ■•iitvd biatrlf with the pr«l*r«a«e. 

Thi« rirfmm»»mnir ia oilraaMly liho ika •■hject of oaa of the* tn- 
a« of Vn«ari dc Hanhioa. a Iraabadoor. Sm L'Hialuiro LiUt-rairv 
•• Trovl-AtkMn. The rocltal ia a cnriooa pktnre of the paerilf 
•ilaaifiaa of rhi*alry. 

* Thia form ia rmnplled by Bamrt. froa Atbraamt, Ilepbaation, 
»4 4r«enina. ff«o Baraaa, l«*ib. 

I hfava faraod froa tba oifbiy^aortb aad »l|bty^ifth of 
• •4iiM«. The two ff«faoau aro fcaMJ ia Aibawnu. 



The nursling fawn, tliat in some shade 
Its antler'd mother leaves bdiiiid. 

Is not more wantonly afraid. 
More timid of the rustling wind ! 



ODE LXXIII. * 

Fare thoe well, perfidious maid ! 
My soul, too long on earth dclay'd, 
Delay'd, perfidious girl ! by thee. 
Is now on wing for li}>erty. 
I fly to seek a kindlier sphere. 
Since thou hast ceased to love me here ! 



ODE LXXIV. • 

I bloom'o, awhile, a happy flower. 
Till lovo approach'd, one fatal hour. 
And made my tender Immclies feel 
The woimds of his avenging steel. 
Thrn, tliim I feel, like ftonie poor willow 
Tliat tos«cs on tlie wintry billow ! 



ODE LXXV. » 

MoNARci Love ! rcMsdess bov. 

With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 

And nymplis, that {;Linre eihcrrcul lilue. 

Disporting tre.id the moimtain-dew; 

PropitioiiA, oh! receive my sighs. 

Which, burning with entre:ity n«e. 

That thou wilt whisper to the breast 

Of hi-r I lo%-e thy s(»f t heliesl ; 

And couniiul her to learn from thee 

The Itwon thou hiiM taught to me. 

Ah! if niy heart no flatt4;ry uA\, 

Thou 'It own I 've leam'd that l«Mon well! 



OI)K LXXVI.« 

SpiSiT of lA>ve! wlioRe tresses sliine 
Along tlie breeic, in golden twine, 



Tkt mmrtliuf /mtrm, cW i« < 

iU mmiUr'4 mother UwMt htktmi, oic.] la iko Origteal : 

A7:o/ttfOiti if'TO /ay7r/S9(. 

* Homrd* here, nndonhirdly. aeiHna a alraaferpilhal; JladaiM 
l>acier, bow^Trr, oba^rvM. thai So|iho«-lF», Calliaoi-baa, rtr. have ail 
■'jfpiied it in ihf TtT^ aaaaii aaani-rr; and abe aeema to af rve in iba 
• •iBjerinreaf ih« *i-hi)lia«i upon Pindar, that perhap* iMirna are not 
iilwiya pei-BJiar to ihr niair*. I lliink we nay with oMtrr eaaeivn- 
« lade it luhe a lii-caaeof the |iori. • jaaail balvrrpoellaa i^trnna.* 

' Thit faaciBoni ii pfvierved In iba acbelUai apoa ArUtupbaaet. 
and ii ibr ri^hij^eTcath in llanws. 

■ Thit la lu !•« fwond ia Uopbraiioa. aad la the eight f-niaib of 
Bampa'ae.liiioa. 

I aanatbrri* apolAgiio for oaaUiiait a reev raoaidenMe fiafftat 
iapulrj III uur pofi. Zscv^, c' I'.'yiJTZJAT, iaO tt, etc. which it 
lirearrrrd ia the twelfth liook of AtlirBCua, aad la ibe aiaeiy-iral 
IB Barnr*. If ii wat really AaacnHNi who wialr li. nil fad nnqnaa 
air iapar aibi. It ia ia a at) leaf ffroaa aat-'rr. and la faN of oaiwoa* 
aioaa wbirh nr^er coald he urarrfally traaalate-l. 

* Thi» frar.neBi ii iirr»<rtrd Uy Uioo. Lbryaoaioa. Utat. II, da 
lU^ao. Skc Itaraea, 9!. 

* Thia fracmeBt, wbirb ia eitaal ia Albea«iu (Barnrt. loO, it aap- 
poaad, 00 the aaibority of c'baavleoa, to haw hara ad dm ud 10 
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Come widiin a fragrant doad, 
Bliuhiog with light, thy votary shroud; 
And, on thoic wings that sparkling pby, 
Waft, oh ! waft me hence away ! 
Lore ! my soul b full of thee, 
AliTe to all ihv luxury. 
But she, the nymph for whom I glow, 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks my woe; 
Smiles at the hoar and siket'd hues 
Which Time upon my fordicad strews. 
Alas! 1 fear she keeps her charms 
In store for younger, happier arms. 



ODE LXXVII. ' 

HiTiia. gentle muse of mine. 
Gome and teach lliy votary old 

Many a golden hymn diTine, 

For the nymph with Test of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age. 
Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 

Listen to a hoary »at;(^t 

Sweetest maid ^ilh vest of g(4d ! 



ODE LXXVIIL* 

Would that I were a tuneful lyre. 

<>f bumish'd iTory fair. 
Which in the I>iony«ian choir 

Some blooming boy should bear! 

Would that I were a golden rase. 
And then some nymph should hold 

My spotless frame « ith Mushing grace. 
Bendf as pure as gold ! 



SapfiW. Ve k«TC ■be ■ kUaat attribvtcd to Wr, wklch toae ro- 
nancvn haT» tuppoaed le l«> her tatwrr to Aaacreoa. • Mais ^r 
■ailwsr (m BBvlr **1^^ Sap)ho viat am momdermrlnm ctnt nm ■ix 
liBfiAAat Bf «■! .\Bi..-tvua.* NeaTelle* de U Ri^. de« LcU. to*, ii. 
OeXevrabrv. i6S(. TkelbllowiBS ■• h«r tngmft, tkeamfiimrmt 
ofwkwfc U Tvr; iarly iaAg'aod: tks tapi^M* ikat iW Xi 
dioaud tW ^wnn of Aaaa«oo : 



ODE 

Willi Cupid sees my beMd of 
Which blanching Time hat tanKbC 
Upon his wing of golden Usbt 
He passes with an eaglets iUcht, 
And. flitting on, he see«« lo any, 
« Fare thee weU. thoo'il hiMl thy 



'CcpiD, whose lamp hat lent the my 
Which lightens our meandeiiog w»y— 
Cupid, within my bosom stealing, 
Eicites a strange and mingWri feeling. 
Which pleaaea, though seretdy teaiioK, 
And teases, though dirindy p lc risi ng . 



' Lrr me resign a wretched b 
Since now remains to me 

No other halm than kindly 
To soothe my misery! 



4 1 Kxow thou lorest a bri mmhiy 
And art a kindly cordial hoal; 

But let me 6U and'driak at pleaawc. 
Thus 1 enjoy the goUeC 



>! nsi that lore disturbs my 
Yet feel not love's impaawa'd 

1 think there 's madnew in my 
Yet cannot find that 



I 



S FaoH dread Lencadia's frownio; 
I '11 plunge into the whilenin; dcep« 
And there 1 '11 float, to waves rasign'd. 
For love inioxicaies my mind ! 



T Mix me. child, a cup divi 
Crrsral water, rubr wine: 



Ok Sue! wbo tiii'M oa |oMf« thi 
Fail aaay a h;*a of daicrt toaie 

The Teiaa tMge u ua^hi i»y the* : 
■■L foJdm*. froa ibr ikroae of irold. 
TW»«««ic«t bvaa ihda'ti ever told. 

Be latel; leara'd aad *«af foe ■«. 

' nit b foracd of the ia(ih aad i i9ih fraf aatt la 
•f which ara lo be Ibnad ia &alijer'» Foetica. 

Da haw ikiaWcihat ib-Me deu-bed ilaes aad eoapJeu. wbicb Soa> 
ligrr ha* adda.cd as eiaaplea ia b:, Poe1ic^ are by bo •caa* aa- 
ibeaiir. bat of bit o« a fabei.^tioa. 

* Tbi« i4(raeralh iakeried aaoaj tbe reaMiat of Alraa*. S oa n. 
Lowever. bare attribaced it to Aaacreoo. Sec oar pod'* twcatf aa 
coad ade. aad ibe aalA. 



>$e«Baraef. irSd. TUsfragMM. tf 
i>m! of addiaf a tara aol to ba fcaad ii 
La.i'aa ia bit little eway oa tW GaOk 

* Barae^ iiSih. Thi». if I waMCMr 
Gail ba« oaiittcd it ia hit colle.iioa af 

* Tbit frajatcat U nual la Ancaiaa m 
^69ib^. who bat anaafad the aMfvarit 

«BarB«*.7ad. TUa frafwal. wkkh ia 
aa euellaat latiaa fee iha vaiarii 

* Tklt frafMrat it ia Bepbcuioa. See 
Caiallat espccaMa aeaacikiaii of ikk caai 



I love thee aad bale tbec. bat If I caa taO 
TW caate of ai« bra aad ay hale, mmj 1 

I caa feei it. alat :' I oaa feH it Ma avU. 
That I lova ibcc aad bate 




• Tbb aiaa it ii 
ia wbkfc 

Itiitbe laldoTBai 

* TbU fracaeat it eoU«tcil t^ 
lareat. aad Latutbiaa. aad ia ta lij aiaa i ia 
-aaa atiribatcd to oar poet. Aad 
•caticfad lowert »bkb 1 tbaagbt I 
to iiaatplaai. I wiabh<aaUbaaatdarihe 

, T9 O* SiC AV9Dtei«VT9{ 
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Weave the frontlet, richly flashing, 
O'er my wintry templet blushing. 
Slix the brimmer — loTe and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try. 
Here — upon this holy bowl, 
] surrender all my soul ! 



kuonQ the Epigrams of the Anthologia, there are some 
pan«f;yrtc«( on Anacnmn, which I had translated, and 
iiripoally intended as a kind of Coronb to the work: 
hut 1 found, upon consideration, that they wanted 
\aric^; a frequent recurrence of the same thou(;ht, 
wiihin ilu* limits of an epitaph, to which tliey arc 
rnnfincd, would render a collection of them rather 
uninteresting. I shall take tlie liberty, however, of 
kubjoining a few, that I may not appear to have to- 
Litly neglected those elegant tributes to the reputation 
of Anacreon. The four epigrams which I give are 
imputed to Antiiuter Sidonius. They are rendered, 
pertiaps with too much freedom ; but, designing a 
translation of all tJiat are on the subject, I imagined 
II was ncc«i«dry tu enliven their uniformity by somc- 
tioMS indulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 



AyrtirarrpOTi Si jihtviou, ci; Ayoxpcovra. 

HAAAOI rtrpaxopuftSof, Avoex^cov, afift at xtasos 

di€:a. Tf "kttfiwav Ttop^upmv itrroXa* 
T/a« 0* fltcytvocvTOf cevoiffkiBoiifro yoLkotxrof, 

t^otcti o earo yvK ^^ x'^''^^ fit9u, 
:ps2 xc T9( 9::9<^(v} r< xat o^t% rtp^iv aprftat^ 

it it T(» fBiiuyoii ;f/5t,u7rrrrou t'jfpovwct, 
b 79 paov ^f^^ee;, ^t/c, fiapSiroj, ai auv aoiox 

TTzvTa ^cctTT^ftiffgii xxt ffuv tpwrt fiiov. 

■ AioUHD the tomb, oh bard divine! 

Where soft thy hallow'd brow reposes, 
Long may the deathless ivy twine, 

And Summer pour lier waste of roses ! 

' %aifp«i«rSMMim. tkt rathorof ihU cplfrMm IItwI. seeordlag 
•oT'MHMi d» FdmU Gnrcit. is tk« mcowI y«r of the i69tb Oly«- 
p-W. ■• appean, fro* wbai Qoero and ^iatilian 1mt« mmI of 
^m, MkaT* bMB a klad of InprorriMior*. So* Intiiiat. Oral. lib. 
I. oif . 7.— Tbrrv U oothlai aMr* kaowa rMpodlag thU poet, •x- 
-9ipc Maw parikalan abeat bU illaau and daaib, wbkb are aea- 
i MowJ a» cwio— by PIlay Sad otbart ; aad tbora roaaia of kU workc 
b«t a Ifw epifiaa* is ik* Aatbologia, aoMmf wkick aro tkM* I bave 
mimcttd. apea Aaaeraoa. Tkote rtoMlat kava boea Maailam iai- 
^■mI 10 aaeikor pwrt («) of tbe Mair ••■», of wkoa TomIb* gltn 
MM ikr Mlovias aeeooat : > Aailpatrr TkaMaloaleaatU viiii icaiporo 
^afwti Oaam, at qai •aliaalaa viderlt Pyladaan, ftlcal coatui •& 
qMdaa ojM opiitaiaaaio AvBo^TytUi, Hk. Iv, til. ff(« Opx^r 
^ptixf. Al ••■ ae BaikyllBM prIaMM fbUM paatoaiaot, ac tab 
Sac— m daraUio, Mib aotaa as Oioae.* etc etc. 

Tkr reader, wko tkiakt It wonk obeerrlae. aay Sad a •traaffe 
ewvai^i ia BaffBaa't qaeiatloa of tki« artido froai VoHiae, Lexic. 
L'aivcn. ly ike oailMioa of a Maleaoi ke kae Bade Voc^et eueri 
ikai the port Aatlpater was oae of ike Int paaioodM* daacert ja 



And many a fount shall there distil. 
And many a rill refresh tlie flowers; 

But wine shall gush in every rill, 
A|id every fount be milky showers. 

Thus, shade of him whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure, 

Who gave to love his warmest thought. 
Who gave to love his fondest naeasure! 

Tims, after death, if spirits feel. 

Thou mayst, from odours round thee stretming, 
A pulse of past enjoyment steal, 

And live again in blissful dreaming ! 



TOU CDirOVy etc TOY OUTOV. 

TVMBOZ KvooipttovTOf b Trj9; tvOooit xvwos 
E'jittf x^ Ttztiittv ^'jtporocrr, /xavcq. 

'ifitpa' xau xt990u >cux9; oio^it \t$Of. 
()u^ Alnt; 901 tponat ceTrcT^eocv* cv ^ kx*povTOg 
Qv, 6^9$ atoivtii Kunp'jii ^tpfiovcpTi. 

IIbsb sleeps Anacreon, in thb ivied shade; 
Here, mute in death, the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold, the heart which lived but to respire 
All tlic voluptuous frenzy of desire ! 
And yet, oh bard ! thou art not mute in death, 
Still, still we catch thy lyre's delicioiu breatli ; 

A* Telam $irmm h UM.} Tka* Horace of Piadar : 



Melta Dlroraa lerat aara cycaaa. 

A swaa wa» tke kleroglypkieal eaibleai of a poet. 
called tke twea of Teot by aaotber of kb ealofUta. 

Ev Toc; fit\ixp9ii 'l/upuivi awrpofov 
Auaioi Avxx^covra, Tulov xu/.vev, 
£9pv;Xx; {;-/^i7 vtxrxpoi fu^niovip. 

Uuytvo'jf, kvBoXoy. 

God of tk4> ipvp^ ! tboo ba»i betray'd, 

la wlne'k hewllderiaQ dreaB, 
Tke fairett twaa tkat evor play'd 
AloBg tke Meie't •treaai ! 
Tke Telaa, aarMKi witk ell tkote booted boyi, 
Tke yoaag Detlrat, ligkt Lore*, aad foie llpp'dleyi! 

8HH, itittrttmiek thy Ifr^t d^Mmt AtmC*.] 
speakiaf of oar poet : 

W-olnrii (T ov >r,9i; fit'^trtpittof, tOX rrt xtivo 
hxp^ov ouot ^avMv cuvavcv ccv al^q. 

Z^/aa»vte<9U, AvdsXoy. 

!for yet are all kU aaaiber* aiate, 

Tkoagk dark wltbia tb* toaib be lie*; 

Bat liriaf •till, kit aaMMNHu laio 
Wiik BlopplcM aaiaatioa •Ifkt! 



tke rplgraa befisre aa, ■eatiou a rertloa of it by 
I, mhirh u ao« to be Iboad ia ibet ouaiaeautor ; bat k« aoro 
<^* aaee ODofoaada Bredaas wiik aaotker aaaeuior oa tke Aaiko- 
lefia. Tiooeaiiat UbiA|ania, wko kae f Ivea a traaelatioa of tbe rpi- 



« 



11 IribaeaJa vidaatar. 



a. 



Tbi* it tbe AiiBoat Siaoaidm. wbo« Piato ttyled ■divlae.* < 
L» Frrrr, ia bit Poptm Grant, teppotrt tbat ibe eplgraae aadcr 
bit aaae are all faltely inpaied. Tbe bmmi coatiderablo of kis 
R'tiain* i« a aatirical po«ii apoo wiiara. pr*««rrMi by 8lokwi» 

We aay jodgr froia tke liaet I bare Jntl qaoted, aad tke l»p a it 
of the rpicmii before at, ikai tke vnrkt iif Aaacreoa wereperfbcCIa 
ibr iiair4of SiaiuBidi'kiati \Biipeii'f. (>bto|MPat. tbe roaoMataior, 
brrr aiiitrart to exalt ia their driiraclioa. aad ti>lliB|| aa Ikey ' 
bar ae<l l>y tbe hitbept aad pairiarvkt, ke addt, ■ aer taae U 
qaii^oaai fin-rraai,* aUrib«Ua(f leibit oattafB aa effKt wkkkk 
coeld aever prodi 



Anil iiill lliy HiBsi uf uft BiiIk Hi b1i»m. 

rci liai ctrjlli •bk-un.-d ifay nnFloTt, 
•lill it Ii|{hu IlKvihrough lbs Clyuu fi<|l« : 
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rinnal -Fm in dcAth rcsicn 
"Pie 'hub] jnn ilul uMe ««K mine, 
Vhu hirnunT ponunl iDT*aT«, 
J, BinhiainnlDD'il 10 my laj^ 
Oh : dclighi cauEfl charm DD men, 
ir M thr eoblf It blio VFr« o'er. 
Klicn r^li' lud DOFF Dur a-oni •U-rrtmi 
TI1CU drinti oihiIiI he dralh indml : 
Nor roulil ) thiuk, unbleM by viae, 
DiiiiiilyiltclfdiniK' 



Touor 



, (t; TON xvrmi. 






quidy in obliviun ticcpelh : 



uinK of tbv d«ira>. I;u iM. 



■•indnl rui •Iran.*. Bi la 
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i FuewcU ! ihoa hadst a pube for erory dart 
i Tktf Love could •catterfiromlikqiiifer; 

time af kor MBllt't tewliAiBg |i«w«r. 

■•ff avcty fi«a* tbM wamt tad blwiw ; 
Mag af Wr braw'i lasarliat flowar. 

n« bcaaiaf glery of kar troMaa. 

TW tiygaaiioa hara, ac^$Oi ^OflViff ■ lb« iowar of tka balr.* U 
w/wcd froa AaacraoQ kJaaalf. at appaan by a fragaeat of the 
yu»i pmarva4 la S«obca«: AniXtl/Mi i* etJzeO^iOi OLftM^uov 



Tfe fmrru martmr mf Ua umimhen, etc] That, Mja Braack, la Uia 
; T*;>Var 10 Ika laiiraa af Panlas : 

Caaiara crada* Paf ualaa aactar. 

• Briaa* la tto aMal raadias Id thli ilaa. aad Cauaboa ku d*- 
ba^M li ; tu > aacur,* I ibiab. la aiack aara apiriuiii. 



f Mn nMt Am hadat • pt^ftr twtry dtH ate ] tf'Ji TXOTTOf , 
• »»fai«ff«a Batara,* aoi ••pacalaior,* as Baraet vary faltely iaiar- 
K»f it- 

Vwaiiaa Okaapvaa, apaa ikUpanaga, eeatrira* to iadalffv ai 
m .'k ■ IitiJ^ aacralagUal wiiriaa. aad talk* ia a uyla of iaaroad scaa- 
:ji iboat Vvmsa, • aala patlu caa Maria ta doao Sataroi.* 



And every woman fbond in tbee a heart, 

Which thou, with all thy aoul, didft give her. 



Aadnarf utnim Jmmd im rtaa m Aaarf, ate] Tkli eaa|»lat U sot 
ackcrwiia wanaated by ik« orif iaal, ikaa at it dllaiaa tka ikoagki 
whJcb Aolipatar kaa Igaratively aaprauad. 

Tov 6C yuvscxctfijy fitktitv Ti^e^ovra itor* w^, 
Uoitv Avax/BCtoyT9^(a) Tcans tti '£»a^ avfiycv, 
lufiitovtw tptOia/toL, yjyacxfljy umpoittufut, 

Criiia». of Atheac, pay* a irlbaia to tka lafttiaata faltaMiy of 
Aoacreoo, ualllaQkia, wiikalafaaiooadtaMH, yUVMXiOtv •fflttpo- 

Teot c*va to Greeca htir trcatara. 

8a,ia Aaarreoa, tage ia loTiog; 
Foadly wtaviag lay* of pl«aiora 

For tba aaidt wLo lliub'd approvlaf ! 
Ob! ia Bi|;bily baoqurt* tporlias, 

Wbrre *t ibo ffa««t roold erfir By kiaf 
Ob ! witb loTa'a apdneiioa oeurtiaif, 

Vkara '• tka ayapk eoald a'er deay kla T 

(a) Tka« Scalifpr, ia kit dedicatory Trnea ta Roaionl : 
BUadac, •aarlluqaai, daicia Aaacraoa. 



9Mnf» ^tm». 



Lauwt rcoiT.— BOIL 



Tflcs* c^' evttpttv vtoxtpwj fxvruviiairdLf oiov \r^Oi. 

Metroe. ap. Dioo. Labrt. Lib. vi, cap. 6. 



PREFACE. 

BY TUE EDITOR. 



Tni PocoM which I take the liberty of publishing were 

r«^rr in tended by the Author to pais bvyond the circle 

<pf ht4 friends. He diought, with some juMicp, ilint 

« hat are called Occasional Poems must be alwiiys insipid 

iri'l uninieraling to the {greater part of Uicir rcadcrH. 

The paniruUr siloalions in wliirh tlu'V were written ; ! 

tS" rhararler of the author and of his axsori.ites; all 

•}ir%e peculiarities must be known and felt bcfoiv we 

'ATt rnler into the spirit of such compositions. This 

' •jfiM«leralinn would have always, I hvlievr, prcwntird 

^r LiTTLB from submitting these trifles of tlio oionirnt 

t.i ttac eye of dispaasionale criticism : and, if their pmi- 

tiumous introduciion to the world be injiutici* to his 

mf-mory, or intrusion on tlie public, the error must he 

iKi paled to the injudicious partiality of frii>nd9khip. 

Mr LiTTLi died in his one-and-twentielli yc.ir; and 

BMAi of tlicse Poems were written at so early a |K.'ri(Hl. 

thic their errors may claim some indulgence from the 

rriiic: their author, as unambitious as indolent, sciirre 

'^•.T looked beyond the moment of composition; ho 

«roie as he pl«ised, careleM whether he pleased jk he 

• role. It niav likewise be remembered that they were 

ail the productions of an age when the passions very 

, often give a colouring loo warm to the imagination ; aiid 

tha may pallble, if it cannot escuic, that air of Uviiy 

, wtuch penrades to many of them. The « aurea legge, 

j »' ci place ei lice,* he Ino mneh parsoed, and 100 much 

I 



inrulratcs. Few ran regret this more sincerely than 
myself; and if my friend had lived, the judgment of 
riper years would have chastened his mind, and tern- 
percil tlie luxuriance of his fancy. 

Mr L11TLB gave much of his time to the study of ihe 
amatory writers, if ever lie etpectcd to find in the 
ancients that delicacy of M'niiinent and variety of fancy 
which an* so necessary to refine and animali* the poetry 
i»f love, he was much disappoiiitcd. 1 know not any 
one of tlu'in w ho can he regarded as a model in that 
style; Ovid made love like a nike, and Propvrtitu like a 
schfiolinasier. The mythological allusions of the laller 
are called erudition by his commentaton; but such 
ostentatious dispUv, upon u subject so simple as love, 
would be nowcHieemeil vague ami puerile, and was, even 
in his own times, pe«lantic. It is aMnnishing llial so 
nianv crilii^ have pn-ferred him to the pathetic Tihul- 
lus; hut 1 iH'licvc the defects which a common reader 
condemns have been looked upon rather as In-uutin by 
tlinse erudite men, the commentators, who find a field 
for their ingenuitv and researrh in his Grecian leam> 
in>; :i<nd qu.iini oltscurities. 

Tihiillua abouihls with touches of fine and natural 
feeling. The idea of hi^ unetpecicd return to IVlia, 
• Tune vcniam subito,*' etc. is imaginotl with all ihe 
delicate ardour nf a lover; and the sentiment of • nee 
te |K>Me carerc vi-liiii,ii liowi>^cr colloquial the eipreasion 
may have been, Ls ivituni and from the In-art. But, in 
my opinion, the poet of Verona poMrssr«l more genuine 
feeling than any of them. His life was, I hdieve, un- 

< Lib. I. clc«. 3. 
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fortunate ; his awocutes were wild and abandoned: and ' bhort a date to allow him to perfect mcb a 

the warmth of his nature took too murh advanLij;e of how far he was likely to have sacc«ed«d, the enBL-Bi* 

the latitude which the morals of those limM so crimi- | jud(;e from his productions. 

nally allowed to the pas^^ions. All this depraved his I have found amon^lii* papers m. ii<*veU in nfvrc 

ima(;ination, an J made it tlic slave of his senses: but still impi^rfoct state, which, as soon as I have imsixi-i 

a native SL-nsibility is often very warmly pern-piible; , colkvti>d it, sliall be submiitcd to the public ert. 



and when he toiiclics on p.i tints, he rear Iks the hrart 



Where Mr LiTTLi was bom, or what is tht f.izzi.-' 



immediately. They whi> li ivu fi-li the sweets of return of his parents, are points in which Tcry few rcao^ c 

lie interested. His life was oneof tho*e homt ^tr*-^ 
which liare scarcely a name in tlie map of IJff is.*:: 
traveller may pass it by without inquiring i:* v-l". 
direction. His character was well kn'iwn v- 1'.. r 
were acquainted with him ; for lie had t-x> mj.i »-■ ~ 
to hide iu \iriues. and not cnou{;h of art !■» .-'S ■- ■■■ 
defect*. Tlic lighter Iraiu of hi* mind mav i* n-- 



to a home from whicli tluT li.ive lonf; lieeii absent, will 
confess the beauty of tlio<^> Mmple unaffected lines: 

O qaid tolatitdl twaiiiu cnrii? 
Cob mrni uont rv(ionii. ao )>«Ti^;rino 
Lal>orv fv««i ^< nimuk Lirr^n »ii oiMirum 
Deaidrraiotinr ai.->]uinriiau« \t^o. (Jakm. xxxVi. 

His sorrows on the d<Mth of liift brother are the very 



tears of poesy; and when he coniplainH of the inj^.rati- perhaps in his writings; but the few f-ir wi-kr. :.«* 



valued live only in the remembrance of his frKO^^ 

T 1 
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tude of miinkind, even ihe inft|K.'rienced cannot hut 
sympathize with him. I ui<li I were a poet; I should 
endeavour to catch, hv translation, the spirit of those 
beauties which I ailmire ■ so warmly. 

It seems to have bei'n jHTuliarly the fate of Catullus, 
that the better and more valuable p.irt of his poetry has 
not reached us; for there is confessedly noihin(; in his 
extant works to auihoiize the epithet > ductus » so uiii- *>t de4i sii, 
venuillv bestowed u]>on him by the anrimis. If time ' I '■ii' a very sincere pleasure in dedicating t.i ^-i -'■ 
had suffered the n*st to esc.ipi', we perhaps sliould h.ive . Second Edition of our friend Little's Poenx I i= : 
found amon^; them some more purely amatory; but of unconscious that there aremanvin the coUe-:u-c t^- 
those we posRejw. can there be a sweeter specimen of : perhaps it would be prudent lo ha^e allen\l f-r .s-"--- 
warm, yet chastened description, than hi» Imes of .\cme ; and, to say the truth, I more than once rrtlv-i xr-rr '. ' 
and Septimiu^? and the few little bitn^'s of dalliance to ' that purpose; but, I know not whv, I dectrutf.*? -'' " 
Lcsbia are dislinf^uisheil hy such an exquisite playful- my heart or my judgment; and the consequrc:^ :s ^ . 



nc84, that they have always Isvn assumed as models by 

the most elegant modem LitinLsts. Still. 1 must con* 

fess, in the midst of these beauties, 

MMirt de foair l^porun 
Sargit aaiari aliquiil, ijuchl in i)i«i« ilorihnt an^i. ' 



have them in their original form : 

Xon pnttaat iMtftM ■■lt». ran«iiBfli. Li*r» 
Enndare jocof : •■• liiara potnL 

I am convinciHl, however, that choufh n^^t r^'f » 
casuiste relache^ vou have charitv enou-H f* :-v 



It has often been remark^tl. that the ancients kneu „,<.!, inoffensive follies: vou know the pjnu* IW-i *-* 
nothing of gallantrv-; and we;irctold there was too much ! not the less revered for those sportive yi*T-rniu.: *^. 
sincerity in their love to allow ihem to trills with the puMi*he.l under a fictitious name; nor did i:.c lri::% : 
semblance of passion. But I canimt perceive that they n.mlws poems prevent him from making i r^n ••: 
were any thing more constant than the m«>dern5: they caniinal. 



felt all the vime dissipation of the hearl, ihoui'.h they 
kne\*' not thoM.- sevluciive -[races by \«hich (;allantr\- 
almost le.ichi:s it to he aiiii.tble. Wot ton. the Icirni^ 
ailvocate for the nnxlerns. ib^crts ibeni in consjiU-rinj 
this pitint of comparison, aiiit ]ir.iiv-s tlii.- aneiriits for 
their ignorance of sui-b a refiniiiii*nt; but he S'*<-ni'i to 
I have rollcclt-il his notions nf f;allanttv from the insipid 
fndeurs of the Kri'ni'h romanci-s. \\hich are vt:r^-lmhke 
the fti'ntimental h-vity, the > grata |irotci\itas,w of a Ki>- 
chester or a Sidlry. 

From what I have hail an opportunity of observing, 
the early poets of our own Ian j'.ii.ijTe were the models 
which >lr Little s<livti.>«l for imitation. To attain their 
simplicity ^t\o rarissinia nostr<» simplii itas'. was his 
fondest ambition, lie could nut have aimol at a |; race 
more diflieult of attainujcnt ;^ aiiil I ii> life was of too 

' la ihr folSowioQ Po«-Bt. ihcrf it a ir:.n»Iji!oD i-f nnr rif Li» fini->t 
Carm.Da; l-ai I f4ai7 it i» <>u!; a » b<-'-M>.-« »r>«J2, ■uddni-nt-i lo 
l« |>raiMsl for iin.'r morr ibjo ili- aitfui|>i. 

' Lai.reiio». 

* It it ■ i-urioat illuiiraiiooaf ihi- \»\ <<urwlii«-li t!iupli. iix ri-ijairr*. 
thai tbe K3B.lfr« of Johnn^a. ^^ll^•r.ll'- a» ihr\ a| |m ar. mit. «riu«a 
with flnra.-y. and m-M- n r-i]u'r-d r- «i«.i^ii : «hi'- ih- kimi-lr \*u~ 
f.»*^' \tt ltiiu«4vdu. «hiib ».'T-ni* i-t .- .mv- f.unza.; :ruB lb;- hiMri. wa» 
ibeiluw proda.i'on of |>«ioful l^l«iur, (auf.Bj; on rtrry word, and 
balaacing eirry ttntnae. 



Believe me, my dear friend. 

With the truest esteem. 
Yours. 



T M 



.4prU 19. 1802. 



POEMS, ETC. 



TO JULIA. 

t!« JkLLUSlOX TO SOME ILLIBKIAL CKrnClS«S> 

Wby, let the stingiess critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o'er the ptxiant fool. 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool! 
Oh ! if the song, to feeling true. 
Can please the elect, the sacred few. 
Whose souls, hy Taste and Nature tauehi. 

Thrill ^silh the genuine pulse of thouifhi 

If some fond feeling maid like thee. 
The warat-eyed child of Sympaihy, 
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Si^ialt sj\\ wliiL' o'er my simple theme 
Sbo l:tn(;iii<kliiii in Ihiwion's <ln>am, 
• He w.i«. iniliMl, a lender miuI — 
>(i •-ritir l.iw, iin rliill roiilrol, 
Shmilil c^i-r fnvip, hy ttiiii<l art, 
Tlif rliiwir^;^ nf «i> fomi .t li«-irt!< 
Yrs' Miiil (if Nufiin:! cniil nf I^)ve! 
Ttiit. h«»veriin; like a siin\%-\vin|;'il ilorc, 
Bnraihiil ••'cf' my rra«Ile Viarlilin|;K wihl, 
An<< fi-iilM me KiMinn'a waniiost child! 
fir. I 111 iiir ilie k-.ir fn»m Ri:aiity'K e\*e, 
Fr'ini Ffeliii|;'> hrvaM the votite bi(;h; 
(ih ' Ii-l iiiv Miii(;. my iimiiory, find 
A »hrme williin the lender mind; 
Ami I uill Hf-nm the critic'^ rhide. 
And I Ml ill M'i»rn ihe fiinii- of ])ride 
V^hirli iii.inllf^ o'er the |HiUnl foul, 
Like vjptiur un a SLiijiiaui |mkiI! 



TO A LADY, 
WITH S(>Mi: MAM'SCKUT KOE^IS. 

0!« LBAVi!IG TBI C(h;NTKT. 

WnE<i, r.ikiiiijr many a liMik lieliind, 
1 lca\i- the friemU 1 rherith here — 

I*- r-hanrr «i>iiie other friendK to find, 
Bui surely findini; none m> dear— 

ll.piv thi* liiiji- simple |M|;e, 

Willi h « olive iIiUm I '\i: li.triil for th(x\ 
Mi\ mi^k and llien a look en|;at;e. 

And »ltul a moiiienl'k lhou|;hl for me. 

Bui. oh ' in piiy lei not ihov: 

\N hiisi' lii-arK are not of p'hile mould, 
{..-{ imt llie CM', that iwldoiii IhiWK 

Willi feel in;; tear, my »un(; Uphold. 

li>r. trust inc. ihev wh«i never incit 
Wiih piiv, !ic\cr nicll \%ith love; 

\ii>l ihi-v Villi froun .It all I 'tc fell. 
Anil .ill my lovint; la\-<4 reprove. 

But if. piTha|H», Miine (;enller mind. 

Which ralher luvek lo praiM' ih.in hlame, 

Miinild in my l^-ti;*-' •"* inlcrcsl find. 
And lini;cr kindly on my name; 

r II hiin.^if, oh ! if ;;enilcr siill, 
\\\ fi male li|>« mv name In- hlol: 

Air. where ilo all atfct-linn» thrill 
Ni Kwcetly as in woiiiairk hreaul ? — 

I'll hi.-r. dial he uhmt> Inrin|; themes 
llcr i-vc indnl|;cnt wanders o'er, 

IaiiiIiI siMiielime* wake from idle dreams, 
.Villi I Milder IIi4;hiM of fanry Miar ; 

lit It i:liirv ofi would rl.iim the lay. 
And fri< iidsliip ott hih niiiiiUri^ move. 

Fdl whi«|N'i thin, thai, • MMilh lo ikiv. 
Ills %ue«-l(^l Miuj; 'A. IS i.iven In l.o^B* 



TO MRS . 

Ir, in the dream that horcn 
Arniind my ftlei.*pin|; uiiad, 

Fancy thy form diHcovcra. 
And iKiiuls thee mcllini; kind; 

If jnvH from slee]i I l»ormw, 
Sure ihou 'It forgive me this; 

For he who wakes to Mtrruw 
At luiiht may dream of hliib ! 

Oh ! if ihoii art, in iief>mio(;. 
All that I 've c'«>r n^piired : 

Oh! if 1 fix-1, in dreaminf;. 
All that 1 've e'er desireii; 

Wilt I III ill fori;ive my takini; 

A kiss, or twmiethiiif* more ' 
Wliat ihou deny'si me waking. 

Oh ! let me tJiimlier o'er ! 



TU TBI LtlGB AND BEAUTIFUL 
IN ALL|:S10N TO SOME PARrNKKSBir IN A LOTTIBY SHABC. 

I.MIM'.O.MI*TL\ 



— li^jii |Mri — Vikfc. 

In w^i-dlnck a sp«>rieft of loiierv litm, 

Wlicre III hl.inki and in pri/eH we deal ; 

llul litiw coiiii-K it that yf>ii. KUrh a capital frizt^ 
Sli«iuld M> ion(; hate remain d in the wheel? 

If ever, hy Fortune's indiil(;ent dii-ree. 

To inc such .1 lii-k*'l Ahoiild roll, 
A UAtemth, lliMtcn knows! wen- Mifficicnt for 

For what could I do wiih I he whole? 



TO JULIA. 

Well. Jiilii. if to Inve. and lire 
'Mill all ihc plcasiiren hivc can ('in*, 

Ri> I rimes that hi in*; d.imnalion; 
You — M>u and I lia«e |;iten Mieh sropi* 
To lutes and joys, we^M-an c cm hn|N' 

In heaten llie Icasi sahalion! 

And vet, I think, diil Heaven dcM(;n 
Th.it lilisscs dear, like yours and mine. 

Should be oiir own iindoini;. 
It ii.id not iiiadc uiv soul m» vi.irm, 
Nor (;it<'ii viiU siieh a will hinj; form, 

To l»id me dual nn ruin ' 

Thi-n vii|K.' awav that liniid tcai : 
Swi-i-t iniini! \oii hate noii|;hl li* ff n. 

I'lii>ti|;h ^tiii wiTi* whelniM in sm . 
Stunt hill at hea\cii'k |:al«- awhile. 
.Ill I M»u to ilie an nn^r/ Millie. 

Tli.-v can't liut Utytm in. 



• I 



34^ 



MOORE S WOEKS. 



INCONSTANCY. 

And do I then wonder that Julia dcceircs me. 

When surely lliere 'snotliingin nature more conimon? 

Slie vow» to Im! true, and while vowini; die leaves me — < 
But could I expect any more from a woman T - 

Oh, woman ! your heart is a pitiful treasure; 

And Mahomet's doctrine was not too severe, 
When lie tliought you were only materials of pleasure. 

And reason and tliinking iK'cre out of your sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can win it. 
He thinks that an age of anxiety 's paid^ 

But, oh ! while he 's blest, let him die on the minute — 
If he live but a day^ he 'II be surely betray'd. 



IMITATION OF CATULLUS. ' 

TO BIMSILr. 



Mi Mr Gatalle, dMiai* inept I re, etr. 



CiASi tlie sighing fool to play; 
, Ccaso to trifle life uway; 

Nor vainly think those joys thino own, 
Which all, alas I have faU'Iy flown! 
W^hat hours, Catullus, once were thine, 
flow fairly seem'd thy day to shine. 
When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
The girl, who smiled so rosy sweet — 
The girl thou lovcdst with fonder pain 
Tlian e'er thy heart can feel again ! 
You met — your souls seem'd all in one — 
Sweet little sports were Kaid and done — 
Thy heart was wurm enough for both. 
And hers indeed was nothing loath. 
Such were the liourt thai once were thin.- 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine! 
For now ihe nymph delights no more 
In what she loved so dear before ; 
And all Catullus now can do 
Is to l>e proud aud frigid too ; 
Nor follow where the wanton flie«. 
Nor sue the hiiss that she denies. 
False maid ! he bids farewell to dice. 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The h«ry-djy of his heart is o'er, 
Nor will he court one favour more ; 
But soon he 'II see thee droop thy head, 
Doom'd to a lone and loveless IhhI, 
When none will seek the happy night, 
Or come to trafCc in delight! 
Fly, perjured girl !— hut whither fly? 
Who now will praise thy cheiik and eye? 
Who now will drink the syren tone, 
Which tells him thou art all his own? 
Who now will court thy wild delights. 
Thy honey ki<w, and turtle hiles * 
Oh 1 none. — And he who loved iK-furr 
(^n never, never love thee more ! 

> Fpw [loeu kaew lieUer ihaa Ltuillu whata Fran b wriisr nlU j 

■ la iMIicaieiM 
D'aa TolaplaaBS MatiMcai ; 
lint hl« paMioBt loo i flea obscared hU laasiaation. 



FJ>IGBAM. » 

YoiTi mother says, my little Venus, 
Tlier«> 'ft something not correct bctwocn \i^. 

And you 're in fault as much as I: 
Now, tin uiy soul, my little Venus, 
I think 'l would not lie right lietwcen us. 

To let vour mother tc4l a lie ! 



TO JULIA. 



I-.. I 



Tboi'oh Fate, my girl, may bid us part. 
Our souls it cannot, shall not, sever; 

The heart will seek its kindred heart, 
And cling to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed? 

Is all our dream of rapture over? 
And dors not Julia's bosom bleed 

To leave so dear, so fond a lover ? 

I>oes she too mourn? — Perhaps she may; 

Pirrhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting : 
But \«hv is Julia's eye so gay. 

If Julia's heart tike mine U beating? 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow 

Of niptiirt' in her blue eve streaming — 

But can the bosom bleed with woe. 
While joy is in the glances lK*aming? 

No, no'. — Yet, love, I will not chide, 

Alihoiigh your he:irt were fond of rovinj;: 

Nor that, nor all the world Innide, 

Could keep your faithful l»oy from loving;. 

You '11 soon be dist.int from his eye. 

And, \iilh you, all tli:it 's worth (MiSMSsin;;. 

Oh ! then it will Im- KW(M.i to die. 

When life has lost its only blessing! 



SONG. 

SwBF.T seducer ! blandly smiling ; 
Charinint; still, and still beguiling ! 
Oft I swore In love thee never, 
Yet I love thix' more than ever! 

Why ih.iL little wanton blushing, 
Cl.mcing eye, and l>osom flushing! 
Flushing Wiirni, and wily glancing — 
All in lovely, all entrancing! 

Turn away tiiostf lips (»f blishes — 
1 am poison'd by ihy kiHses! 
Yet, a^'uin, ah ! turn tln-m to me: 
Ruin 's Kweet, when they undo me! 

Oh ! lie li-vi, be h.-hs enchanting; 
Iz-t sonie little gruv be wanting, 
I^'t my i^e*, when I 'm expiring, 
Ga/e awhile without admiring ! 

' I b< ltf!V« ibU i]i;jraiu it ffriRlnalU Frtavh.— E. 
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NATURE'S LABELS. 



A FI4GMBMT. 



It Tjifi we fondly »tnvo. to trace 
Till' sriiir» rcfliTtion in the Iacv ; 
In «.iin we dwell on lin<-s and rrowcit, 
(.rrMikeil mouth, or »liort prohoftrbi; 
rM.«i!iii;s have look'd ai wim.* and bri^ii 
ks Plain or the Sta^ryrite: 
Aii<l many a sajje and li-arned ukull 
II 1^ petf|rd throii(*h windows dark and dull ! 
>in< 1: then, tli»U|;h art do all it can, 
W>- ni-'<:r can reach the inward man, 
>«ir inwjnl woman . from withoat 
l;i«iii];li, m.i'am, you imi/e, n» if in doubt), 
I iliink *l were well if >':iture could 
Kzid Nature rould, if Nature would; 
Ninio pn*tty *Jiori diinrriiKionN write, 
In i.ililtrts larfje, in black and white, 
X^liii li 4hc mit;ht han(; about our tlirottlc. 
Iiki- lalick upon pliy»ic-l>ottle«. 
Tlii?re we mi{;lit rcid of all— But Htay — 
.\« kanicd diulecticb say, 
rill- iriiumeol most apt and ample 
l'»r common um.*, i» the example. 
i nr irtianrc, then, if Nature's ciin* 
1 1. Ill not arranf;«d thmc traits m> fair, 
\^ liu h Apeak the xoul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
Tlus is the laiiel the 'd have pinn'd on. 

LABIL rii»i. 
Within this vase there lies enslirinetl 
The pumt, br^htoit fsmn of miiul ! 
Tliouj;h Fveling'A hand may iiometimes throw 
r|>on iiK charms tlu* n\uu\t: of w<n% 
The luAlre of the {*em, when vuil'd, 
Sliall lie but midlow'd, not cooceal'd. 

>ow, ftjn, imagine, if you 're able, 

T'l.ii N.iiure w rote a rccoihI label, 

Tli'-y 'n* her own words — at leaKl suppose w) — 

Aaii boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

LABEL SBCOND. 

When I compovd the fustian hnin 
i*t thift HNloubted (Inptain Vain, 
I li.id at hand but fe\v ingredients. 
And «i> was forceit to use expedients. 
I (tut therein Kome small diseernin);, 
A |;rain of sense, a (;rain of le:irnin|;; 
And when I saw the void behind, 
1 (ill'd it up with — frotli and wind ! 



TO MRS M- 



SvriiT lady ! look not thus a(;ain : 
Tliose little |Mmting smiles recal 

A ni.iiil remi'mber'd now with pain. 
Who w.is my love, my life, my all ! 

Oil! while this liearC delirious Cook 
S«e«t poivm from her ihrillini; ey^*. 

Tliuft would slie pout, and lisp, and look. 
And I wouM bar, and gaie, wad sich • 



Yes, I did love licr — madly love — 
She was the suuetesl, Ixist deceiver ! 

And oft site swore slie 'd never n>v«r ! 
And I was destined to believe her ! 

Then, l:idy, do not wear the smile 

Of her whose smile could thus Iietray . 

Alas! I think tin: lovely wile 
A(;ain mi(;ht steal my heart awa). 

And when the spell tliat stole my mind 
<>n lips so pure as thine I see, 

I fear the heart which slie resign'd 
Will err again, and fly to thee! 



SONG. 

Why, the v^wUl arc all thinking about it , 
And, AS for m\-^elf, 1 can swear. 

If I fancied that heaven were without it, 
I 'd scarce feel a wikli to go lliere. 

If Maliomrt would but receive me, 
And Paradine l»e as he paints, 

I 'ill griMtly afr.iid, («(kI forgive me ! 
I 'd \^orship the eyes of his sainlv 

liUt uhy should I think of a trip 
To I lie Prophet's ser.iglio alKi^e, 

^^ hen Phillida i;ives me her lip. 
As my ovtn little heaven of lo\u? 

Oh, PliilliH ! that kiss may be swecti-i 
Tliiiu ever by mortal was given ; 

Uiit your lip. lo\e ! is only St Peter, 

And keeps but the key to your beatL-ii '. 



TO JULIA. 

MiH-k ine no more with love's Iteguiling dream. 

A (InMiii, I find, illusory as sweet: 
One smile of frifudkhip, nay uf cold esteem. 

Is dearer f.ir than passion's bland deceit? 

I 'vi' heanl you oft eternal truth declare; 
I Your heart was only mine, I once beliereil. 
• .\h ! shall I uy that all vour vows were air? 
And must I nay, my liopt*s were all deceived .' 

i Vow, then, no longer that our souls are iwinetl. 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal : 
Julia 1 'I is pity, pity makes you kind ; 

You know 1 love, and you would seem to fi*el. 

Rut sh.iU I Ktill go rc\i-l in thoM arms 
On hliis in wliich affection lakes no pari? 

No, no! fareviell! you give me but your charoi». 
When I had fondly thought you gave your iK-ari. 



IMPROMPTU. 

I.ooB in my eyes, my blushing fair! 
Thou 'It see ihysidf n'flett.tl tlien*; 
And. .IS I gafe on chine, I see 
Two little miniainrcB of me : 



244 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



TIiu* in our looks «oine prnpngation lien. 
Fur wtf mutke Inibies in uacli olber't eyes I 



TO ROSA. 



Don the harp of Rom slumber? 
Once it breathed the sweetest number! 
Never does a wilder sonf; 
Sleat the breeiy lyre alonf;, 
When the wind, in odours dying, 
Woos it with enamour'd sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosa cease? 
Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lorer s throhbini; breast — 
Then he was dirinely blest ! 
Ah ! but Rosa loves no more. 
Therefore Rosa's song is o'er ; 
And her harp ne{;Iectc<t licsi 
And her boy foqjotten »i(*lis. 
Silent harp — forgotten lover — 
Rosa's love and song are over ! 



SYMPATHY. 

TO JULIA. 

>-«iae ■• sit Bilh Tnas. 



SrinctA. 



Ooa hearts, my love, were doom'd to be 
The genuine twins of Sympathy : 

They live with one sensation : 
In jov or grief, but mmt in love. 
Our iieart-strings muMcally move. 

And thrill with like vibration. 

How often have I heard thee say, 
Thy viiid pulse shall ct'-ase to play 

>Yhen minv no more is moving! 
Since, now, to feel a joy atone 
Were worse to thee than feeling none : 

Such sympatliy in loving '. 

And, oh : how often in those eyes. 
Which melting beam'd like azure skies 

In dewy vernal weather — 
How often have I raptured read 
The burning glance, that silent said, 

• Now, love, we feel together? • 



TO JLIJA. 

I SAW the peasant's hand unkind 
From yonder oak the iw sever; 

They seem'd in very l>eing twined ; 
Yet now tlie oak is fresh as ever. 

Not so tlie widow'd ivy &hin<.'s : 
Tom from its dear and only stay. 

In drooping widowhood if pines, 
And scatters all its blooms away ! 

Thus, Julia, did our hearU entwine. 
Till Fate disturbed their lemler ties : 

Thus gay indifference blooms in thine. 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies! 



TO MRS 



— •I 

IsaaaU 



•Idii 



Yis, I think I once heard of mn amorous yoa:ti 
Who was caught in his erandmolhers bed . 

Rut I own 1 had ne'er sudi a liquorish tooth 
As to wisli to be there in his stead. 

T is for you, my dear madam, such coDqaesft i 
Antiquarians may value you hi^li : 

Rut I swear I can't love for antiquity's sake. 
Such a poor virtuoso am I. 

I have seen many ruins all ^Ided widi care. 

But the cracks were still plain to the c^'e: 
And I ne'er felt a passion to Ten cure in ihete. 

But lum'd up my nose, and pass'd by ! 

I perhaps might have sigh'd in your nugica] cb 
When your lip had more fneslinevi to deck it 

But I 'd hate even Dian herself iis the wane,^ 
She might then go to hetljor m Jlecate ' 

No. no ! when my heart 's in these amorous fA;a 
Which is seldom, thank Ueaven ! the c-ii*:.-' 

For. by reading the Fatkm^ and lires o/tfc* X 
I keep up a slock of good grace : 

But then 't is the creature luiariant and frr»'i 
That my passion with ecstasy owm«: 

For indeed, my dear madam. thoui;h food ef^-t 
1 ne^'er was partial to hones! 



ON THE DF-ATH OF A U\DT. 

SwKST spirit ! if thy airy sleep 

Nnr sees my tears, nor hears my sif.hi. 

Oh 1 I will weep, in luxury weep, , 
Till the last licart'sKirop fills mineerev 

But if thy saintetl sotil can feel. 

And mingles in our misery, 
Tlien, then, my breaking heart I 'II sell— 

Thou slialt not hear one sigh from ■»' 

Tlie beam of mom was on the stream. 
But sullen clouds the day deform : 

Thou wert, indeed, that oioming beam. 
And dealli, alas ! tliat sullen storm. 

Thou wort not form'd for living here. 
For thou wert kindred with the sk\ ; 

Yet, yet we held tliee all so dear. 

We thought thou wert not form'd to Uk 



TO JUUA. 

SwEKT is the dream, divinely tweet, 
When alisent souls in fancy meet! — 
At midnight, love, 1 'II think of thee ! 
At midnight, love! oh think of mr! 
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Tfiink thai llion (•ivest thy dearest ki%«, 
Ami 1 will think I fml the biiM, 
TWn. if ihnii bhi«1i, th.it blunh l>e mlhc; 
Anil, if 1 wrvp, the t'^ar be thine! 



TO r. 

Ctx I Af'iln th:it fnrin rannw. 
Or on ili.it li|> in mpluru twine? 

No. no' (he lip tliiii jiU ni.iy [insw 
>!i.il! iiv^er more In* preWil by mine. 

< jn I a;;.iin that look n-cal 

W'hifh nn'-r roiilil miikc me die for tlifi*.' 
No. no.' the eyv that bumH on all 

Sli.ill n«**"tT morw l>e prized by mr ! 



Oh! why nhniild Platonic control, iovi.% 

Enchain an emotion so free ? 
Your loni, thon(;h a very Hweet »oul, lovr. 

Will nr'er be siiFficient for mr. 
If yo:i think, by thin cool neiK and Mconiin^;. 

To siiMii innn* .-in{;uli«' and bri|;hl. 
Re an ani;rU my lovf, in the niornint;. 

Rut, nil! br a woman to-nitjht! 



-- -■!■ 



■vr.ITl F.N !\ TIIK BLANK LEAF OF A I,ADY'.S 
COMMON-PLACK BOOK. 

II IK i« nr.i.> leaf rfMrrve«l for me, 
(p>ni all thy »ueet mcmoriaU free; 
Anit hi-re my simple M>n<; mi(;ht lell 
Th.' fii-tin|;< thou nuiM i;uew vi well. 
But •■(•iild I ihu«, within thy mind, 
<>ni* litil** Viirant romrr find, 
\^ lii-n- no impn-ftHiiin \et '\% ic-cn, 
Wh'-n- no nieiiiori.il yet hiiK birn. 
Oh ' ii idiould l>e my nwct'trM care 
Tti write my nnm€ for ever there ' 



SONG. 

AwAT with thi« pouiin(;and Midmm ! 

Nwrt't I'irl! will yon mTrrijirr oVrT 
I |i>ii* yon. by Hcivm ! 10 madneiw. 

Anil what ran I Kwc.ir lo ymi more ' 
&lii-%i* nitt the old wom.in'* fable, 

"Hi tt iv\\\\% .ire aft hhort a% .\ kiiw ; 
1 11 I'lti' ynii A% hin|; a* I 'in able. 

An- 1 ftwear for no h)n(;i*r than ihi*. 

Tticn w.i«te not the lime with profi*ftnions ; 

I'or not to )k' bl^^t whi'ii we ran 
K (ini' iif the d.irkiM triiii<>(;ri'wiiiiiiH 

That happen 'iwivl wimian and man. — 
iVi'iiy mnraliM! why iIiiik lM>};innini; 

M\ innoi-cnl wariiitJi lo n-prove* 
!ba%fn knnwh that I noer |ii\ec| sinning — 

K«i-rpt liiilr Mnnin^itin luvc! 

If Kwearini;. howerer, will do it, 

O^iiie, brinp nic the calenfi.ir, praT — 
I jfw by that lip I '11 |;o lhn)ii|;h it. 

Anil not mivi a «aint on my way. 
The an|;i'|4 kh.illhelp me to wheiMJIe; 

1 *ll *wir.ir upon every om* 
Th It *-W d.inred on the point of a needle,' 

I H I fid** on a l>eam of the Min I 

I b^li^i^ ^r LiitU ■Ilnd'^ h«r* 10 • fi«na> qnmioa ■■khi'' tin' 

'*'!* ••k*il«*a . •flow •■■; lhn«Mnd aiiRrU myltl liani-c apim il »> 

I' •( nl I «rrt llnr Mvdlr. «illbnal jmiliaf* mir aiitilhrr '• Il ht- 

■■ik««.- rwu ikiNkiBiior iIm- •• knoll mMt be «•■■ wriiia;; ihi« 



TO BOSA. 

LiKR liini who inistA to Mimmer iikii-s 

And pills hit little bark to Aea, 
Is lie wlio, liirrd by Hiinliiij; eyes 

(>>iiNi|;ii«hi^ ftimple lieurt to ihii;: 
For lirkh* w thi* Miiimirr wind. 

And Mdly may the hark bf IosaM: 
For iboii art mire t«> chan|;e thy iniml. 

And then tlw wretehed hrart it lo«t ! 



TO KOSA. 

( hi ! why idif Mild the |;irl of my KonI he in Ifir* 

At a iiieetin;; of rapture like thi% 
Wlirn thi' i'.ifHinm of the pant, and the Korrow of \rjrK, 

Have bi-rn paid by a moment nf bli^«7 

.Vre tlicv «!iiil for that moment of blimful de1l[;ht 

Whifh dwi'lU nn her menii»ry yri* 
l>f> tlirv llow, like the drwn of the aninroiin nit;ht, 

rpMii till* wjruilh of the «nn th-it ha« m'I7 

Oh ' hWiN-t i« ibf trar on that lanirniKliinj; Amile, 

Th It v.mh' whirl) \n loveliest thm; 
.\nd if *«nrh an- the dmm tint ileli;;ht can lif^uile. 

Thou khalt weep them a<;ain and a(;ain \ 



RONDE.Vf. 

. (iiMiii ni;:ht! (jooi! iiij'.Iil! • — and in it «>* 

And must 1 fri>m my Uosa |;ii' 

Oh. lios.i! viv •tiood ni|;ht!w once more. 

And I '11 repiMt il o'er and o'rr. 

Till the first i;lani-e of dawnini; Ii(;lit 

Shall find us saying; htill, »G«km1 ni|;htl • 

And Mill - Cooil ni(;ht! • my Rom My— 

Rut whi^piT still, - A niinnli- stay ; • 

And 1 will May. and every minute 

Shall have an a|;i- of rapture in it. 

^Vl■ 'II ki»« and kiss in quirk deli{:ht. 

Ami iiiuniiur. while we ki»s, ■ (io«mI ni(*hl' - 

mCcmmI ni|;lii! • ynii 'II murmur with asi^h. 

Ami ti'll me i( i< nun* to Mv : 

And I will vow III kiss no morr. 

Yi I kisn viui rlosiT llian brfon*; 

Till hluiiibi'r mmI our wi>arv Hij'ht — 

And ihrn, inv lovr! my vuil! • (ioo«l iiii;lit! 



AN Aiu;rMF.M'. 
TO ANY niii.i.is cm ciiun: 

I 'vc oft Invu told by leaine«l fri.in. 
That widiint* and the crime an' odc. 



3^6 



HOORE'S WOIIKS. 






Bui ln» -| udKOK nf the mul, 
ntiich (inki nnl wilJi Ih» rh Jin of t 

Whicli llimlrii >K'<v,R.l Il« 'liill . ontrol 
Of ■iiliirini; laio or pjlc jLi-.iy. 

Ami mith vhen ib>' inurli nf deaih 

bvMlvnlbuspiril'i mnrul li™, 
tune ttilt .ilieD'Ii iIh' vijrinjj bnrjth. 

Oh, Bnti : Hhi^n, In •mk iu ipbcn, 
Vf VHil tlull ]«ic Ihn nrli nf mn. 

Thai lore i[ fwinil u blitiful hcrr 
Shall be iu hni of b[b« ihm ^ 



So Ihmi. hit |.1d<l. Ml unlr.1. 

Shall llirnaith Ihy ninniilnrliif Urny. 
Tliv Inicr'i ttU'lr, dirinrly nwi, 

Shill liD^r rouni Ihy wanikriiig n-jt . 

L«i ntitr ipiriu nnj;! ibf (ky, 
And lirighIA in lh< wL-ic g.rm ; 

I '11 huk hunmh ilui Inril n-r, 
>or CDTy wnrMi of wnt u> Uic-m ■ 

And oh: if niry thspa may iml 
To nunglc vidi 1 mortil fume 

Then, iliun, m« Ime.— W \H>f iheTcil; 
Hide, hide ^m f IcaKa ilic unhuly flaair. 

No !— vhni Ihii linn ih-ill ««* in bni. 

And wlKn Ilut LrcilU at lengtli u (m; 
Then, Rou, muI In uul ve 'II meet. 

And DUDol. u cleraiiy. 



ANACBEO^mguE 



k Ihe drop! mj goblcl aetf. 



I'Uuuc ihcbunrjFa/iH 



AS ACBEOVriQCt 

Fiiiin of DTwiill lbi> ^blel (ii!. 

T will chi. dill pfntiK lar ; 

Lik' her d>'lu>i..r bcjm. 
But, like lfl^ti*B"« drram. 

Ome. nine l1i>' ■reatli. ihy brovi I' 

Liki' •laman's Ion die inie will hdc 
Bui:ih: noihalfnowion: 



By genile najv thf«a«leiB- b»ck. 



Wuh'd hy iliy to 

Mjyjillbeiwptin 



The loopiia of UlcTHiuy Bonn 

But IL-ai™ in pily cifl f»te>*<r. 

And biJt Iln • Go, and (in no 



LO\'E AND MAHRUCe. 



Willi Ihe leMl pmnniin; mind ; 
Leimeil wiihoui tfCn-uiion ; 
^i-ki d^^c^ii^l, TrlreBiiedi 

W'w enougll. lul neecr liffid; 

Gar, bul nol Ino linlitly fns i 
ChsUe M tnow, and j1 nu frigid ; 



tter Id beeome her tponia. 



LITTLE'S POEMS. 



^4? 



lin-ff will nvTcr liear eiiKluvini;; 

SumiiirrcMrincnts Mill liiin Ursi: 
Bli<4 iiM-lf is n«>( worlli liavinj;, 

If we 're by cnnipuUinn hlc»t. 



THE R1S8. 



If yon havr Kcen, throti(;li mist of nre, 
Till* fairy train their rin|;lets weave, 
(•l;inrin(; alon|; the «pan);lLfl j'reen : — 
If you have wen all ihit, and more, 
(>«Mi blew nie ! what atlml you *vc aeen ! 



IIU ■ill is Ici'io Bau|«an poio^ra ilootri . 

OtiD. Ii*l». li, rtr<;. S. 



I 



TO jruA. 

OH niR •iftTB-DAT. 



Gi\E mo, mv love, that billin|; kiss 

I i.iii|;lii ynu one «lclirioiiK nifjht, 
^^lll■n. turniu|; i'pii*iir(*H in hliiw, 

Wc iriiil inventions of tleli(;ht. 

(.■•mi'. i;i-nily sIimI my lips alon|;, 
Anil let ytiiir li|is in miirmnni move, — 

\li. no! — .i^rjin — ih.il ki«i was wronj;, — 
llfiw i-.in you lie so dull, my love.' 

(.'■jv, rr.ise! * thr lihifcliin(; |;irl rcplieil — 
Anil in her milky nriuH khe rauf;lil me — 

■ ll'iM- i-.in you thus your pupil cUu\n ; 
Ynu know 'I was in the dark you taught uie! < 



TO MISS 



111 4«L1!«G THE Al-T1lf»lt WHT SHI BtD ILIftPLCvS 

RIGHTS. 

It L :i«k tlii* iiylpli who round Ihel^ tlien. 

Ami in thy hrralh hit pinion di|>R, 
^^li>i Mint him in thylut'eut cNes, 

Ami faints upon thy sighinj; lips: 

I II Ask him where \ the veil of slei*p 
Th.il luiil to sliade tliy hN)kh of lij^hl ; 

\d<1 why tlifML' eyi>» their ti|>il kei*p, 
^!^ lira oilier Mills are sunk in ni(;hL 

Afiii I will say— hrr angel hrujst 
Ills UftiT ihrohliM with (;uiliy slini; , 

III r UiSf till is lh«* hwci'ti>s| iii*si 
Whi re Sliiiuber could repose his winj;! 

And I will say — hrr chceksof flame. 

Which plow like roses in the sun, 
Hitf neter fill a hluOi of shame, 

Evi.-pt for what her eyes hate done' 

Th>^ irll me. why. thou child of air! 

IKh-^SIhiiiImt fmiii Iut eyi-lida* ro\e? 
^Miii 1% lii-r hc.irl's iiiip.ishinnetl care ' — 

l'>:rhaps, uh, Mlph ! |XTha|is 't is love ? 



I 



\>'iiiif Timir was entwiniii|* tlic ({arland of years, 
^V|| it'll tfi cniwii my In'IoviiI was tii^eii. 

Though K(iiiii> f)f the leaves nii^'ht Im- sullied with leant, 
Y«'t (he llowiTh wen; all |>allivr'd in luaven! 

And Inn^ may lliis i;arlind he sweet lo the eve, 

M.iv its vrnliiri' fur t*\«*r Ih' new ! 
Yf>iin|; i.ovr Hhail mrii-h it with many a sigh. 

And l*ity shall nunie il with dew! 



F.LF.(;iA(: STANZAS.' 

How swei'tly could I lay my heail 
AYiihin tint culd (jrave's silent hreasi; 

Where Sirrow's tears no more iire shed, 
Nfi more the ilU <if life molest. 

Ktir, ah ! iiiv lu-art, hnw vi'r\' soon 
Tlir |;lilt<Tin|; dreams of yiuilli arep:iHi! 

And, hiiii; iH-ftiri- it re.teli ilh no«in, 
The Min of life is oviTcasi. 



TO llOSA. 

A fsr c iBwrf ■. • ran ale 6' sasMl. ^111 '. fiJ. 



NONSKNSF. 



'■ "D rvader ! if you eVr have srrn, 
^^hi-n I'hirtius hastens in his pillow, 

T> ni' rni.iids. wiCli their Ih'sm-s {jreeii, 
I* nil in|; ii|M)n llie uesiern hillow: 

if %nu hair M.vn. at lwili|;hl dim, 

^^iit-n ilir lniieikpiril\ tr«|MT h\niii 
1 lull* w ild alon(> the winding shorv : 



.Vmp ail- Mill then a thin); of art, 

S<ilui iit(; all and li»\in{; iioneT 
Aiiil li.i\e I stiiiie til {;aiii .1 IhMrt 

Which rti-n cii\i-»mli thinks his own 

And ih) \oii. like the dotard's firv, 
j Whieh |M>^Ae^ll•v» of m joying any, 

I FciiU its alMirii\e siek di-sire, 

Rv iritliiii; imiMitcni with nianvT 

I . » I 

l>o Vim thus sifk to flirt .1 nnnilior, 
\ \iu\ ihniiij;h .1 round fif daii;;lers run. 

R. iMiisf yiiir lii-jrl's iiisipkl kluiiilier 
I Omld neier wake Ut/erl for one. 

IVII me .11 iiiifi- if tills Ih- tiui*. 

.Villi I sli.iM r.diii iii\ j>mIiiiis Itreast; 
^llall liMiii (II jfnii ihi- il.iiij;hn|; mfw. 

And sli.iie \iiur Miii|iiTs\tilh the n^l. 

liiil if xniir lii-.irl In' not mi free. — 

( Hi ! il ill, I sh.ii .■ ill II JiiMfi, 

I'.-ll iini ili<' il.iiiiiiiiij: I ill- (11 me. 

I'liil iiiiii,;l>- iiii-ny uiili \oiir art. 

' Tlii« I'll m. .-iii.i ••■mi- mhrr* i-l ilir »*mr |«'diiip n»l. «r •■; 
.ii|i|ii • wt-n- Mil' rt tiili I'l iliv ■!■•. ■ Ijii L -li BuBrnii «ki. h ■ lifr 
vi tiiKii an-l ••■ |ilr4».ini ^t lli4l ul ibi- SMlUir »iMlM k««v alkiwsJ.— 
L. 



liB HOORE-S 


WORKS. 1 


1 .1 Htlivr lliink HD bla.'k » bell, 






Tli^i. ti»l,on'»hc->IMiYi», 




SONG. 


Ai>.l kiunc il.:.l liv^i muhl [uv.' »<.cll. 




Will the hnn-t Mine 


Vh kDu» ilui iK-an would n^ bo luiu.- 




fci™..i,li«.««li,«. 
Obw.'<will idLlulwc t»t iocflnh*. 






(Hi! whiODnnpiiJ. 


LOVE IS A -STOKSI- 




S,l,iil K, Limuitli. 
i:.mU] wu n..t look lU we wiib u> eipro.* 












U«il«». AtiriBB. 


L«n .iiiiy lb.. »in.[ in ir,- r.iJD.. aWc. 




I^er. . »b wnwhiiiB. but muu nx «t -I.iu 




'■1; 


l^M.k.lL'llll.ewjDIiuti. 






l^k.UltlM.'i;R>iiliac. 


■n.. ™A! o»-k our pUknr. ihv nnha our l.-J- 




Loflki b.Hjy >U IJ.M lbs. be^ »ailU be *l. 


OiMp wj. <Ik ciiill of Die «iiiirv Jir. 






Bui U mad.^ n, .-Unu cbi^T, ;^d wjnilv onil.- : 




TIIK BALLAD. ' 


llr.'j.l was Ilk- liiihlnin;;, Jul l.urrid ihnlJR. 






Uul >1 Uum 'J UK .i,y Julu ill Lui^ui.! acliulil. 




Tioi;lMX<.nliiuallDwvnluni). 

And wkl HK -> w^> f..,1. 'rii..» Uk- 6.1.1 . 


To iin- Ihh.iii >Ii.- d-jL-.!. .ind Ml imX a (.ir. 




TluirhrkinitAvri' iinioiirli'd bvibulun.:. 


1'l»iiCli lb.' 4»j>^i d»l i»u, wJ tbc wtuj.'d 


lij 


And >h>|>«»lQrod<>unw.iiklyieU. 


ffWll! 




And iiid.'.il il wru Frasram ^nd Fjiri 
Ibii. iF i[ vvrIuiihII.i] I» iIi«-. 


1> if >b.' I;iy lull'il mi j |>illuw >if iluwn ! 




Il w..>ild bhxui ULiib a liT.ii.-r lir. 






And wwild Hinly be ntwlci u> ou; ! 


SONG. 




Hien Like U. and Uiii-nwiiu 


J».I cu ;■ iKink w» J.x|«c. 




Tby n»:^«ll,™g.»JI«iBM; 


A H|,».T lKB.Mll> 1..T I«*HII Uy J 




Alldccb »Lllo«'i»«lUtbille 


Uiii'. upon IhT iluuib.i muiinj;, 




]lore rid> tb^iu ■ ucm lo luy ti^lil. 


SloLirh; dower .»ltk'»<.w..y: 




U< (lie ..l..r»ii> |>.iK- of Iby brniih 


Pilv, lli,.n.p.«rJ.--y-r,.in. 




K.i.ls.Iniiiwiihm,tiiva>i(:bi 






N«. l.-IillHwiih«-dfod*ilb 


Nrv.T [dlwb.nLn.njsJi.iHj,— "" 




Ik'iKMdi tbe WWII nuuo <rf ibiH m. 


Si.'i.Tar.Mii.dufMi.bilbiiiii. 




And ii»l^l nf lb. d..« ilui ;■ l..^ i 



Till:: t>i'iii>iti3E. 

1 Tl!..! rn.li, lb» b'oiiV I .b^ll n«l \vJ a,,:- 111. 

I -Uiui: In.,. ii„ ,„.,[..: Ill,: v.\n- ,hi,^\,.; 

i TU A SLLKI'INU MAIU. 

j Witciiiylif.-; Ibybn-ailRli. 

Wjk.-, ii,ilui.-: judMd.>ir.' 
Kiiidk' ibu^- u|h.iijn;; uibk uf fire. 



TIk' d.-w droppiiiH fiab fnin llir ir 
T1,j( affection liu tlahn liDin Hnx'. 



DKAUntXL TnAN:iLATIOX OF VOITUBE:! kb.- 



j llu»buH.'iilywjitllK' lut-k dooau 

To Weallie \m ■pml lliniuch ■ Imi 



bi> bjJUJ «■> I »lialij| Hi;,;nua \-i iW MU«ia| tjHfrv : 



LITTLE'S POEMS. 
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TO A LADY. 

0!« III SINGlitG. 

Tbt cong hu taught my lieurr to feel 
TliiHic MKHhing tliou|;litA of hvavenly love, 

Wliirh o'vT the Mintud Kpirits steal 
\Vhrn likt'DUig to iliv uplierctabore! 

When, lin.fl of life ami misery, 

I winh to sigh my laicitt breutli, 
<Hi, Kiiiiiia ! 1 will Hy to iIm-a, 

And iljuu slirfli sing mc into tleatli! 

AdiI if ailing thy lip and check 
TIi.it »inilf of hoavtmly SfiftnrM play, 

Whit h. — ah ! furtive u mind that *s weak, — 
S> oft has str>lcii my mind away; 

Tlioii 'It seem an angel of the sky, 
That nimvs to charm me into bliis : 

r 11 |;.ixc' and die — who wouhl not die. 
If death were half so sweet as tliisT 



A DREAM. 

1 TioL'GBT this heart consuming lay 
On Cupid's burning shrine : 

1 ilinu(;hl he stole thy heart away, 
And placwl it near to mine. 

I saw ihy heart be(;in to melt, 

l.ikr ii'u ln-fofe the sun; 
Till b<ith a glow rongrnial felt. 

And mingled into one ! 



But now no longer— such, oh I such 
The blast of Disappointment's touch I 
No longiT now tliose hours appear; 
Kach lesif is sulliixl Iiy a tear : 
Ulank, blank is every page with care, 
Not eVn a folly brightens there. 
Will ihcy yrt briglitL'n ?— Never, never! 
Then shut the bock, O God ! for ever! 



WRITIT.N IN THE SAME. 
TO Tin: PRETTY LITTLE MRS - 
iMpaoMrm. 



In 



WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, 

(l\LLIi:h «T1IE BOOK OK FOLLIES;- 

irAich rvery one tk/it opfned it should contribute 
tometlting. 



MagU veaatuiea an brcviiaimn ailrvrU laoartaB ace. 

Macsob. Sflf. lib. U, cap. a. 

Tbis journal of folly 's an emblem of mc; 
Rut «liai iNiuk Khali we Hnd emblematir of thee? 
Oh ! shall \\e not say thou art Love's duodecimo t 
Nom- can I Mr pn-ttier, few can \)C lims, you know. 
Surh a volume in sAeeei were a volume of clumit. 
Or, if bound, it diould ouly be bound in our — — ' 



TO THE BOOK OF FOLLltS. 

Tiis tribute's from a wret(*h«.'«l elf, 
>Mio hails llii.'e emblem of himself! 
Tlie Imok of life, which I have traced, 
Iij« iMvn, like tJiee, a molU'y watte 
Of follies irribbled o'er and o'er, 
One ffdiy Imnging hundreds more, 
iyiiiie liave indeed hern writ so neat. 
In charaeters so fair, so sweet, 
Tlut ihone who judge not too severely 
Have said they loved such follies dearly! 
YvC still, O book ! tlie allusion sunds; 
For the«: Were penn'd hyfnnale hands; 
The resl,— alas! I own the truth, — 
Have all been scribbled to uncouth, 
That prudence, with a withering look, 
Diidainful flings away the liook. 
Like thine, its pages here and tliere 
Have oft been stain' d with blots of care; 
And sumetimes liours of peace, I own, 
L'fwtn some fairer leaves have shown, 
Whiti> a« the snowingsof that Heaven 
By vhicfa tliose hours of peace were given. 



SONG. 



Di4i ! in pity do not speak ; 

In your eyes I rwul it all, 
In the flushing of ytmr cheek. 

In ihoM* ti-ars that fall. 
Y*"*, yej», my houI! I see 

You love, you li%e for ouly me ! 

Beam, yet U-am that killing eye, 
Rid me expire in liisciouii pain ; 

Rut kJM me, kiw* mo while 1 die, 
And, oh I I live again ! 

i^lill, my love! with ItMiking kill. 
And, oh ! revive uiih kisses still ! 



THE TEAR. 

O.v l>e(h of nnow the moonlnram slept. 
Ami ihdly was the midnight gloom, 

When by the damp grave Ellen wept — 
S\%(.vt maid ! it was her Lindor's tomb ! 

A warm tear (jush'd, the wintry air 
Coni;eal d it as it ilow'd away : 

All ni(;lit it lay an ice-dmp there, 
At morn it glitter d in the ray! 

All angel, wamU-ring from her sphere. 
Who saw this bright, this froten gem. 

To dt-w-i'yvtl Pity brought the tear. 
And hung it on herdiadeu ! 



TO . 



In ho«a cur qjtltqmum icriiat iiU vtvii ? 



0«i» 



So ! RoKi turnn lier Kick on mc. 
Thou walking monument I fur ihce , 
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MOORE*S WORKS. 



Whose risagc, like a fjniYC-ttonc Mribbled, 
With vanity bcdaub'd, befribbled, 
Tells only to the reading eye. 
That underneath corruption lie, 
Within thy licirfs contagions tomb 
(As in a cemetery's (;loom), 
Suspicion, rankling to infc*ction, 
And all the worms of black, reflection I 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect, 

And thou hast won tlie lovely trifli* ; 
And I umst bear repulse, neglect. 

And I mn&t all my ant^uihh slitln: 
While thou for ever linger'st ni^h, 

Scowling, muttering, [>loating, mumming. 
Like some sliarp, busy, f netful lly. 

About a twinkling ta|H!r humming. 



TO JLLIA. 



VIEPIXG. 



Oh I if your tears arc given to care, 
If real woe disturbs your i)euce. 

Come to my ItoHom, weeping fair ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy'A vision'd fears, 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill. 

You look so lovely in your tears. 

That I must bid you drop tlicm still ! 



SONG. 



'T wjs not the deatli-bird's cry from the wood, 
Nor shiverini; fiend that hung in the bbst ; 

'T was the shade of Heldcric — man of blood — 
It screams for the guilt of days lliat arc paw ! 

Sec how the red, red lightning strays. 

And scares the gliding ghosts of tlie hoath ! 

Now on the leatKrss yew it plays. 

Where hangs tlie shield of this son of death \ 

That Khield h blushing with mnrdcrous slains; 

I^ng has it hung from the cold yew's spray; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd by niins. 

But neither can take the blood away! 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field, 
Demons dance to the red moon's light: 

While tlie damp boughs creak, and the.swiogic 
Sings to the raving spirit of night! 



Uaye you not seen the timid tear 

Steal trembling from mine eye? 
Have yuu not mark'd the fhisli uf f«;nr. 

Or caught the murmnr'd sigh ? 
And can you think my love is chill, 

Nor fix'd on you alone? 
And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you my soul's aff<jriioiis move 

Dovoiitly, warmly true; 
My life has been a task of love. 

One lung, limg thought uf you. 
If all your tender faith is o'er. 

If Klill my truth you'll try! 
Alas! I know but one proof more, — 

I 'II bless your name, and die! 



THE SHIELD.' 

Ob ! did you not hear a voice of death 7 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath, 

Aud sung a ghostly dirge in the storm ? 

Was it a wailing bird of the gloom. 

Which shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb. 
To bowl and to feed till tlie glance uf light ? 

' Tbh poea U prrfeeilx is ihe tsslci uf the pirtent day - > hit imid 
plebecala naadet.p— B. 



TO Mils 



Yes, Heaven can witni;ss how I strove 
To love thee with a spirit's love; 
To make lliy purer winh my own, 
And mingle with thy mind alone. 
Oh ! 1 ap|K.Ml to thftse pure dreams 
In which my soul has hung on iliee. 
And I 've forgot ihy witching form. 
And I 've forgot the liipiid beams 
That eye diffus«», thrilling warm — 
Yes, yes, forgot each Siinsual ch.irui, 
Eiieh madd ning spell of luxury. 
That could sod lice my soul's diVires, 
And bid it throb with guiltier fires. — 
Such was my lovt% and nutny a time. 
When sleep has givi.-ii thee to my hre-ist, 
And thou hast Hcrin'd to nliare the crime 
Which made thy lover wildly blcHt; 
K'eii then, in all tli.it rirh deluKinn, 
When, by vohipluuus visions fired, 
My soul, in rapture's warm confusion, 
Wnn on a phantom's lip expinti! 
E'eii then soTue |»urer thoughts would steal 
Amid my senws' warm excess ; 
And at the moment — oh ! e'en then 
1 've started from thy melting pretti. 
And hluKli'd for nil I 've dared to feel. 
Yet sigh'd to feel it all again ! — 
Such was my love, and still, O still 
I might have calin'd the unholy thrill: 
My heart might be a taintless shrine, 
And thou its votive saint should be: 
There, there I *d make thee all divine, 
Myself divine in honouring tliee. 
But, oh ! that night ! that fatal night ! 
When both bewilder'd, both bctray'd, 
We sank U^niMth the flow of soni, 
Which for a moment mock'd control; 
And <m the dangerons kiss delay'd, 
And almost yiehled to delight! 
God ! how 1 wisli'd, in that wild boor, 
Tlial lips alone, thus stamp'd with heat. 
Had for a moment all tlie power 
To make our souls effusing meet ! 



LITTLE'S POEMS. 
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Tlut we ini(;hc mingle by the breath 
Id .ill of lore^t ddicinus tlcilh ; 
Ami in a kiss at once he hkfit. 
As oh ! «K Ireitiblud at thu rust ! 
Pilv iiiu, love! I'll pily llici\ 
if ilifiu iniUixl li.iAt foil likc^e. 
All. all my iMMniii's ptKirv i% o'rr! 
At ni];lit, which was my hour of calm, 
Wlicii from tlie pafp! of rlawic lore, 
Friiiii (he |iiire fount of anriont lay, 
Mv Mniil ban driwn the pLirid l>ahii 
Whirli rliarniM it* lillle i\ru:h away ; 
All ! ihu-TK- 1 find that iNilm no more. 
TliiiM* tpclU, wliirh make tu oft fbr|;el 
Tlic (iLi-tinj; tri>iilil<-A uf tin.* day, 
III dii-piT Mtrrows only uhut 
Till' Miiij;4 (h.'v cannot ti:ar away. 
Wliini to HIV pillow rack'd 1 fly, 
>Vitli viiMriitl M'niu* and wakeful eye, 
Wilde my !>raiii maildcns when:, O \vlu«re 
9 U (hat MTcni: conitolini; firayer, 
W liich once his harhini^iT'd my ro*t, 
\\ lii>n thr s(ill Miodiinj; voice of Heaven 
II f« M.vtn*d to whisper in my hreaM, 
• Slii'p on. thy firor!* are forj;iven I«» 
>'o, (hou|;h I still in M'mhiance pray, 
Mv ihoii|;htA are wandcrini; far away, 
Anil i-'en (he name of Deity 
U murmured out in si^hx for thee ! * 



ELKCIAC STANZAS, 



He should have •lay'd, have Un^er^d here, 
To calm liit Julia's every woe; 

He should have chascil inch hitter tear. 
And not havo caused tliose lean to flow. 

We saw his youihful soul expand 
In bliKtms of genius, nureed by taste; 

While Science, with a foiiterin|r hand. 
Upon liis brow ber chaplel placed. 

We saw liiK (gradual openiii(; mind 
Fnrich'd by all the (;raci-sdear; 

Enli(;lilen'd. social, and refined. 
In friendship firm, in love sincere. 

8u<*li WiiK the youdi we lovod so well ; 

Such were the liopes tliut fate denied : 
Wc loved, hut. ah! we could nut tell 

llow direp, liow dirarly, till lie dieil ! 

il\n<io -M the fond<*ftt links could strain, 
Twiiietl wiih my very heart lie (pnew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 
The lieart is almohl broken too ! 



FANNY OF TIMMOL. 



A MAIL-CO A (-.11 AOVKNTt 11. 



^>uaJrl|;it peiiwui !««• viwrv. 



llt.tti t. 
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TiorcH sorrow lon|; has worn my heart; 

riii>ii|;li i'%vrv il.iy I '«•■ counli-il oVr 
Ii.i« liriMi|;ht a new and ipiickoniui; smart 

To wounds dial rankled frL-nti hefoie ; 

Tlioii|;li in my earlioftt lift* licreft 

Oi m.my a link by naturo (ii-<l; 
TliiMi|;h liii|v dirL'ivfd. and plramire left; 

Tlioii{;li friends iKiray'd, and foes htrlied; 

I «l^l li:id bnpe^ — for ^pe will slay I 

AfiiT (III- Miii«i-I of dili(;li(, 
Si liki: die s(.ir which ushers day, 

Wr scarce can think il heralds night! ■ 

I linpiiil that, afhT all its strife, i 

Mv wi ary lifirt at lcu(^;di hlionM rest. 

And. faintinc from the waviti of life, , 

I'ind iKirbour in a bnitlier'* breast. 

Tliiit brother's l»re;ist was warm with truth, 
Wa« bri|;ht with honour's purc^ ray; 

lie was the dearest, Ci-nlK-st youth — 
Oh '. why dien wan he lorn away? ! 

' TbJi trrmgrnlar rrrmr m '* i-f tbf rfcvnn It MlofMd tram lli^ li(;lii 
r>»«ri of ihr ln-B>b. ami i*, I itiioh. pirlifilariy ■■ilt^ l>i t>k|<ri-k> 
•h* ««riciirtuf fi^liii-*. Ih Rpaiirr aaotioai. ibe \trn-t nia; linw 
\*rt>ml\f Bo<l rr|;ular : mi J in ili* inaailiea lo violral |*H*iiB. lan 
i*ia»* all ihr ■iiiBfii' I vliTH^lnrf* of liliBk vrnr. B*tiit<>i. !■) ili>- 
(•■•iHm wilb Ihr limiu uf ditlkb »mS »!•■'•, U alkw* ■■ lBlfn-*T- 
*i HiprBMoa of ibr •rniiM'ai.— F. 



SwEKT Kanny of Timmol ! when finrf )-ou came in 
To die cloNc lidlf can i.i|;e in wbirli I wan bnri'd, 

I (boii|;h( lo iiiyM-lf, if il were not u sin, 

1 roulil (e.it-b you the prettiest tricks in the world. 

Tor vour dear litde lips, to their destiny true, 

S.i-m'd (o know the^- were bom for the use of an- 
other; 

And, (o piK me in niinil of ^»llat I oui;h( lo do, 
Were rtern.illy liitiiii; and kiwni; each odier. 

.\nd then voii wiTi" tlar(in(* from ir^eiidit m» ^ly,— 
ll.iir o|ii-n, half hbiiltini;. — Mich In-mulitiit li(:ht; 

i.4i dii-ni S.IV vkliat they >hill. 1 could ruud in your eye 
More comical tliin|;s than I ever hhall virile. 

.\nd oft. as we mint;leil our It^pi and our fcui, 
I fi-ll a pnlsilioii, .iiiil (Mniinl ti-ll uln-dier 

In voiirsor in iiiiiii: — but I know i( «a» nwuet. 

Anil I diink we bodi fJl it and treuibled togethei'. 

At Ii-nj;lb wlu-n arriviil, ?.X our Mipjirr we sal, 

I li.-.ird widi a si];li. \«bi«-b b.id Miiiirdiin|; of pain. 

That pi.Tba|M our laM momi-iK of iiuvtiii^; w.is dial. 
And Kaiiny should {;o back lo Tiiumol ,i(;ain. 

Yet I fc-.inrc not lb it I was in low with you, Fanny. — 
nb, no' for I fi-lt it cmild never Iht tnie; 

I but Jkiid — what I '«-e sjitl very ofl-Mi to m.iny — 
There 'a few I viould rallier l>e kiirf^in); than you. 

Tbi'U iiroi did I learn dial you once had U-licTeil 
S»me li»\iT, the iicar^-»t and fal*e*l of men; 

Ami Ml lyiidy yim »pi»keof the ynuib who derei veil. 
That 1 lhoii|:lit you {lerhapA iui|;hl lie L'liiiMcd ai'.ain. 
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Bat you told me that paation a moment amused, 
Was followed too oft by an age of repeniini;; 

And check'd me so softly that, while you refused, 
Forg^ire mc, dear girl, if I thought *t was consenting ! 

And still I entreated, and still you denied. 
Till I almost was made to believe you sincere; 

Though I found tliat, in bidding me leave yon, you 
sigh'd. 
And when you repulsed me, 't was done with a tear. 

In min did I whisper, « There *« noliody nigh;« 
In vain with the tremors of passion implore ; 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply — 

I acknowledged them both, and I ask'd for no more. 

Was I right T-— oh 1 I cannot believe I was wrong. 

Poor Fanny b gone back to Timmol again ; 
And may Providence guide her uninjured along. 

Nor scatter her patli with repentance and pain ! 

By Heaven ! I would rather for ever forswear 
Tlie Elysium that dwells on a l>eautiful breast. 

Than alarm for a moment the peace that is there, 
Or banish the dove from so hallowed a ncsi! 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a cloud, with envious veil 
OlMcurcs yon bashful light. 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night! 

*T is thus the world's obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid heart, wliirh only longs 

To live and die unseen ! 



EIJ:GIAC STANZAS. 



Sir joTtt prrire. 



Whan wearied wretches sink to sleep, 
How heavenly soft their slunibere lie! 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 
To those who weep and long to die ! 

Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flow'rets deck the green earth's breast? 
"T is there 1 wish to lay my head, 

T is there I wish to sleep at rest ! 

Oh ! let not tears embalm my tomb, 
None but the dews by twilight given ! 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom, 

None but the whispering winds of Heaven ! 



THE KISS. 

Gaow to my lip, thou sacred kiw. 
On which my soul's iM^lnvcd swore 

That there should come a time of bliM 
When she would mock my hopes no more ; 



And fancy shall thy glow renew, 

In sighs at mom, and dreams at night. 

And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thou *rt absolved by rapture's rite. 

Sweet hours that arc to make mc blest. 
Oh ! fly, like breezes, to the goal, 
And let my love, my more than soul. 

Come panting to this fever'd breast; 

And while in every glance I drink 
The rich o'erflowinj^ of her mind, 

Oh ! let her all impassion'd sink. 
In sweet abandonment rcsign'd, 

Blushing for all our struggles past. 

And murmuring, •! am thine at last!- 



TO . 



With all my soul, then, let us part. 
Since both are anxious to be froe; 

And I will send you home your heart, 
If you will send back mine to me. 

We've liad some happy hours together. 
But joy must often change its wing; 
And spring would be but gloomy weather. 
If we had notliing else but spring. 

'T is not that I expect to find 

A more devoted, fond, and true one. 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind — 
pjiough for me that she 's a new one. 

Thus let us leave the bower of love. 
Where we have loitur'd long in bliss ; 

And you may down tfiat pathway rove, 
Whilb I shall lake my way through this. 

Our hearts have sufft>r^d little liarm 

In this short fever of desire; 
You have not lost a single charm. 
Nor 1 one spark of fwling fire. 

My kisses have not stain'd the rose 
Which Nature hung upon your lip; 

And still your sigh with necLir flows 
For many a raptur^ soul to sip. 

Farewell ! and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

T will be my luxury to compare 

Her spells with your remember'd charms. 

• This cheek,- FU say, • is not so bright 
As one that used to meet my kiss; 

Tliis eye has not such liquid light 
As one that used to talk of blisk !• 

Farew(!ll ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the luMrt which I resign, 

And in exulting joys discover 

All the clurms that once were mine; 

I think 1 should be sweetly blest. 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 
Yon 'd Mv, while to his bosom prest. 

He loves not Iialf so well as I! 



LITTLE'S POEMS. 
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A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

S» hnw, bcnraili the nmonbeain't Amilc, 
Y(»n lilllc billow hvavm ii4 hreant. 

Ami foams and Hparklc* for a while, 
And inurmurini; then Rubwius to rrtt. 

Thnti man, the Aport of hliiw and care, 
hi«cA on Tim4*'« uvenlfiil Rca; 

And, havint; nwcU'd .1 moment there, 
Thus mi:lt» into eternity ! 



AN INVITATION TO SUPPEK. 

TO MRS 

MT«ii.r, dear Julia! and the Sun, 
Il4ve now two year* of rambling run ; 
And lie Ivforc his whrt'ls )uw driven 
The f;ran(l menagerie of heaven, 
While I have met on earth, I swear, 
A« many bnitt^t as he has there. 
The only difference I can ice 
Rctwivl tlie flaniinj; god and me, 
\%, thai hi% \i*nys are periodic, 
.\nd mine, I fear, are simply oddie. 
Hui. dean'41 girl ! 't is now a lapse 
< tf two short yearx, or less, perhaps, 
Since you to m<\ and I to you, 
VowM to be ever fondly inie ; — 
.\h, Julia! those wen; pleasant times! 
You loved me for my amorous rliyuics; 
An«l 1 lovuit you, liecauM? 1 thought 
*T«ds so delirious to 1m< taught 
By sui-h a charming guide as you, 
\Yiih r^m of fire and li|*s of dew, 
All I hail often fancied o'er. 
But never. neviT felt Inrforc: 
Tlie day flew by, and night was sliort 
For half our blisses, half our sport ! 

I know not how we changed, or why, 

Or if the first was you or I : 

Yet so 'I is now, we meet each other. 

Ami I 'm no more than Julia's brother; 

Wliile the *s so like my prudent sister, 

There's few would think how close I re kiss'd her. 

But, Julia, leC those matters pus! 

If you will brim a sparkling glass 

To vanish'd hours of true delight, 

Cnme to me after dusk to-night. 

I'll have no other guest to meet yon. 

But here alone 1 'II tete a iete you, 

Over a little Attic feast. 

As full of cordial m>u1 at least 

As those where Delia met Tihulliis, 

Or Lesbia wanton'd with Gatulliis, ' 

I 'II sing yon many a roguish sonnet 
About it, at it and u|>on it; 
And songs address'd, as if I loved. 
To all llie girb witli wliom I 've roved. 



Come, pr'^-tliee come, you *11 find me here, 
Like Horace, waiting for his dear. ■ 
There shall not be to>night, on earth, 
Two souls more elegant in mirth; 
And, though our hey-day passion's fled, 
TliL* spirit of the love lliat 's dead 
Sli.ill hover wanton o'er our head ; 
Like s<Mils that round the gruve will fly, 
in which their lale possensors lie: 
And who, my pretty Julia, knowa. 
But when our warm remembrance glows, 
The ghost of Love may act anew, 
\Yhat Love when living used to do! 



AN ODE UPON MORNING. 

Toiif to me, love ! the morning niy« 
Are glowing o'er thy languid chamit; 

Take one luxurious parting gaie. 
While yet I linger in thine arms. 

T was long before the noon of night 
I stole into tliy bosom, dear ! 

And now the glance of dawning lighl 
Has found me still in dalliance here. 



Turn to me, love \ the trembling gl< 
()f mom along thy white neck stray; 

Away, away, yiu envious beams, 
1 *11 chase you with my li|M away ! 

Oh! is it not divine to think, — 

While uU around wen: lull'd in night, 

Wliile e*cn the planets seeui'd to wink, — 
We kept our vigils of delight? 

The heart, that little woild of ours, 
L'nlike the drowsy world of can*, 

Then, then awaked its Kis-ix*te»t powcn. 
And all was animation there! 

Ki« me once mon*. and fln-n I fly. 
Our [Mrlin{; would to niMin-<{ay last; 

There. cIimi; iliat languid In-uihling eye, 
And sweetly dre:im of all the past! 

As soon as Night shall fix her seal 
L'lMin the eyes and lips of men. 

Oh, dearest! 1 will panting steal 
To nestle in thine arms ag.iin ! 

Our joys sliall Like their stolen flight, 
Secret as those celestial spheres 

Wliieli make sweet music all the night. 
Unheard by drowsy mortal ears! 



SONC. » 



Oh! nothing in life can saddim us. 

While we have wine and good humour in store; 



' (krssai, BOB til 



> fSMlMs parlh. 

Cat. Cmrm. liil. 



AJi 



■|iBrllim 



iniiaw BiK-l'-B rt|imo. 

Hut. lili. i. ui. S. 
* Tbrrr tn ■■ay iparioai ni|>t«i of ihit vrng ia fir«'Bl«li«« 
■Oil it j» uoivmally alirihuird to ■ (•rnil^'SiiB «bo ka» an Mon* 
ri|:hi ilita ib^ I'.iiiier of ibptr Porai lo iBy tbare wbsirTrr ia ibr 
r«iB|iu«i lioa . — C . 
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With thb, and a little of lofo to madilen at. 
Show mo the fool that can iahonr ftir more ! 

Come, then, hid Ganymede fill ev'ry bowl for you, 
Fill them up hrimmere, and drink as I call : 

I 'm cf^inp to toatt every nymph of my soul for you. 
Ay, on my soul, I'm in Iotc with them all ! 

Dear creatures! wc can't live without riiem, 
They're all tliat is sweet and Kudiiciiig to man ! 

Looking, ti(;hinc about and about thuiu. 

We dote on them, die for them, all that we can. 

Here's Phillisl — whose innocent bosom 

Is always agog for some novel desires; 
To-day to gut lovers, t(Hmorrow to lose 'em, 

Is all that the innocent Philiis requires. — 
Here's to the gay little Jemy! — who simpers 

So vaxtly good-humour *d whatever is done; 
She'll kiss you, nnd that without whining or whimpers, 

And do what you ple^tse willi you — all out of fun ! 

Dear creatures, etc. 

A bumper to Fanny! — I know you will scorn her, 

Bceause she's a prude, and her nose is so eurl'd ; 
But if e>er you chatlc<l with Fan in .1 corner. 

You'd say she's the best liiile girl in the world !— 
Another to Lyddy! — still slni|;g1ing with duty, 

And asking her conscience still, ■whether she should; • 
Wliilc her eyes, in the silent confession of henuty, 

Say, * Only for something I certainly would !" 

Dciir creatures, etc. 

Fill for Chloe! — bcwitchingly simple, 

Who angles the heart without knowing her lure; 
Still wounding around with a hlu>Ji or a dimple, 

Nftr seeming to feel (hat she alMi could cure I — 
Here's piouK Susan!— the saint, who alone, sir, 

Could ever have made me religiou» outright : 
For had I such a dear little saint of mv own, sir, 

I'd pray on my knees to her half the long night! 

Dear creatures, etc. 



Come tell me where the i.iaid is found 
WliofM heart can love withnui deceit. 

And I will range the world around. 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh! tell me where 's her sainted home. 
What air receives her hicxitefl sigh ; 

A pilgrimage of years I '11 roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye! 

And, if her cheek l>c rosy bright, 
Wliilc truth within her iKMOin lies, 

I'll gaze upon her, mom and night. 
Till my heart leave me thntugh my eyes! 

Show me on earth a tiling so rare, 

I'll own all miracldS are true; 
To make one mai<l sincere and fair. 

Oh ! 'tis the utmost Heaven can do! 



SONG. » 

SwKBTisT love! I'll not forget thee; 

Time shall only tcapli my heart. 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee. 

Lovely, gentle as thou art! 
Farew^eil, Bessy! 

Yet, oh ! yet again wc *ll meet, love. 
And repose our hearts at last: 

Oh ! sure 't will then l>e sweet, love, 
Calm to think on sorrows past. — 
Farewell, BeMV ! 

Yes, my girl, the distant hleswing 
3Iay n't be always sought in vain ; 

And the moment of poHsessing — 
Will't not, love, repay our |iain? — 
Farewell, Bessy! 

Still I feel my heart is breaking. 
When I think 1 stray from thee. 

Bound the world that quiet seeking. 
Which I fear is not for me ! — 
Farewell, Besny ! 

Cilm to {>e:ice thy lover's bosom — 
f^in it. dearest! must it lie ? 

Thou within an hour shall lose him. 
lie for ever loses thee ! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 



SONG. 

If I swear by that eye, you'll allow 
Its look is so Khifting and new, 

That the oath I might take on it now 
The very next glance would undo ! 

Those h.ibies that u(rstle so sly 
Such different arrows have got, 

That an oalli, on the glance of an e\e 
Such as vour», niav Ih: off in a shot! 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip. 
Though each uiouient the lr«>asure ren 

If my constancy wisln-K to trip, 

I ma\ kixs off the o.ith ^\lien I chuse! 

Or a HJgli .nay disperse fnnn that (lower 
Tlie dew and the oath that are there! 

And I 'd make a new vow i-v'ry hour. 
To lose them so sweellv iu airl 

But clear up that heaven of your brow, 
Nor fancy my fiiith i* a feather; 

On my he.irt 1 will pl<*<lge you my vow, 
And they botli must he broken togetht 



JULIA'S KISS. 

Whin infant Bliss in rosi-s slept, 
Cupid U]K>n his slumber crept; 

' All tlin««nn;;a itpr4ia<H|iir.l looln ftbirh Mr Liiil 
tad •onrtlmM taog. for hi* fripod* : ihU aay aiToani ( 
llarity of aiMrc obterral-lu In oiaBj of Utcm.— >K. 
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Aoil. wliilc a iMlny •i|;h lie stole, 

Ki'i:ilinn from tliu infant'* soul 

ll<- siiiilini; mU, ■ Willi Uiis, willi this 

I '11 sccnl my Julia'* ltumiu|{ kiasl* 

N.iy. ninre; li« Mnlc lo Venim' bed, 
Kn- v<;i flic ft.in|;iiinc tliinti had llni, 
\^\iv It l^>%e'» divinoNi, dcarvnl flame 

II id kindli.tl iliruii^jh lier |>auliti^ Frame. 

III Mill I slill dwull nil iiiciiiury'8 tlieuivs, 
>:itl lltMti'd iu «nlii|iiiioii« drouius; 
And t viT> Ji>y hIic foil livfiiru 

In oliiiiilM:r iiitw was :irliii{; uVr, 

Friirii )iiT ri|H' li|>H, wliicli scciit'J to thrill 

A« in Ciii; war of kinwA slill, 

A III! ■iiniin>iih lo lmcIi nilii;r i'Iud|;, 

H* <»i'i|i* llic ilcw llial Iruiuhling hung, 

\iiil Miiilini; iiai«I, - Wiih iliis, willi lliis 

I 'U Iiailiv uy JuUa'k huniin(j kiss.* 



TU 



Kewiwieh liim thou liraviiii bt:liind, 
W Unur liearl is warmly hound lo thee. 

t.Uns*' a« the Irnihirost links ran hind 
A licirl as warm as lieart can he. 

*'li" 1 had long in fn-cilom roved, 

Tliriii|;h many Mi'in'd niysoni toshnn-; 
r « «<. piHsinn wlii'n I lhriii(;hl I Irm-d, 
l was faiK-y when I lliiiu|;lit tliMn fair. 

Ki-n Oi»\ my Muff's early iIm;iim». 

nf{;uil(.il nil! only while hIh; wariii'd, 
T w.is young denire that fc-d ihe dn-am. 

.\iid i\-Mon broke what |iamoii form'il. 

r.iil tliDu— ah ! belter had il Iwrfn 
ir 1 had slill in fm-iloin nivfil. 

If I linl ni-'tT Ihy l>eanties seen, 
K'-r ihi-ii I no^or shouhl liaTe loveil I 

Tli*-n all till* fMJii whii'li lovers ferl 
11 1 1 ncv. r III ni\ IhmiI hii-ii known; 

Rul. all! till* jovkwh it'll Iovits stral, 
>lt<iiilil Ihey have ever lieen my own? 

<■!•' Iruni nir, when I swt-ar lliet- thiK, 
U tn-st '. the |iain nf hiviii|; ihec. 

Til..- ».-iy p;iin. is »wii'ter hlisn 
Than passion's wiUloi ei'siasy ! 

Th.ti little cage I would not part. 
In wliirh my soul is prison'd now, 

Inr ihe ino«t light and wingLtl liivart 
Tliai wantons on the |i.issing vow. 

Siill, my beloved ! slill keep in minil, 
Hfiwi'tiT far n-movefl from me, 

T>iai (Ik-iv is one lliou litavest iK-hind 
^Vliom; hiMrl respires for only lliee! 

Aoil. ihoagb un(^.'nial tics have bound 

Ttiy f Ik- unto an<itlier's care, 
Tli.it arm, wliicli clasps thy iMMom round, 

Ciniiol confine the hmrt tliat ** tbare. 



No, no ! that beait is only miiM, 

By tics all otlier ties aliovs, 
For 1 have wed it at a sbriiM 

Where we have had no priest but Low! 



SONG. 

Fly from tlie world. O Bessy! to me. 

Thou 'I I in-viT find any siiicercr; 
I'll i;ivi- up Ihe world, ti Bi.-s»y ! for thee, 

1 can never uirel any thai 's dearer ! 
TliL-ii tell iiie no more, with a timr and a sigh. 

That our hi\i's will lie censured by many; 
.\ll, all liav« their follies, and who will deny 

That oiirk is tlie sweetest of any ? 

When your lip has iiiel miue, in abandonment awect, 

Have we firli as if virtue forbid it.»— 
ila%e wu felt as if ili*avcn denied them to meelf— 

Nil, rather 'twas Heaven that did it! 
So iiiniiceni, love! is the pleasure we sip. 

So link of |;uilt is ihi-re in it. 
Thai I wish all my errors wen: lodged on your lip. 

Ami I 'd kiss them away iu a minute! 

Then ritiiie lo your lover, oh ! Hy to bis khed. 

From a world wliich I know thou despisest; 
Ami shimlHT will hover as light on our hed, 

A* e'er on the couch of ibe wi«.-sl! 
.\rid when </er our pilhiw ijic tempest is driven, 

.Villi tliiiu. prelly iniHHViil! fearrst, 
I ll lell lliii', i( is not the chiding of Heaven, 

'Tis (mlv our liillahv, dearest! 

And, oil : when we lit* nn our death -InhI, my love ! 

I.ookiiij; IkicK on llii* scene of mir errors, 
j A sigli from my Bi-ssv s'lall pleail then almve, 

.\nd Death !».• tlisirm'd of his tiTrors! 
j And each to the oilier enihraciiig will s;iv. 
! • Farewell ! h-i us Iiii|m' we're forgiven !■• 
: Tl.v laot f-iiliiii; i.I.inii- will illiimiiie the wav, 

.\iid a kiMi he our passp«irt to Heaven ! 



sum;. 

Think mi that Imik itf humiil raT. 

\N liirh for a inoineiil iiiit'd wilh mine, 
.Vuil for ih-it iiioiiieiit sis'iii'd lit wiv. 

■ I dan- lint, or 1 wmihl la- tliiiK'!* 

T!i ink. think on cmtv smili- and glance. 
On all ihoii hast to charm and move; 

Ai:d fill 11 forj;ive my hoMtiu's trance, 
An.l lell iiic 'i is not sin to love! 

Oh I not to love ihce wciv the sin ; 

For siiii\ if Himii-ii'h dif-rcisk iM-diifie, 
Thou, tliiiu at I diMiiietl still to win. 

As I W'.is denlineil to be won ! 



S1>N0. 

A CAPTivK thus to iliiv, my girl. 

How- swisily shall I jmsh my a|:e, 
(!on It'll leil, like Uie plavful squirrel. 

To w.inloii up and down my cage. 



256 



MOOBE*S WORKS. 



When Demih ihall enry joy like thU, 
And conM to tliade oor tunny weather, 

Be our latt sigh the ligh of bliu, 
And both our souls exhaled together! 



THE CATALOGUE. 

• Comb, tell me,* mys Rosa, nii, kiming and kiss'd. 

One day she reclined on my breast; 

• Come, tdl mc the nuniiior, repeat me the list 
Of tlie nymphs you liare loved and caruss'd.* 

Oh, Rosa! 't was only my fancy that rorcd, 

My heart at the moment was free; 
But 1 'II tell thcc, my girl, how many 1 've loved ! 

And the number shall finish with tliee! 

My tutor was Kitty; in infancy wild 

She taught m« the way to be blest; 
Slie taught me to love her, 1 loved like a child, 

But Kilty could fancy the rest. 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 

I have never forgot, I allow ; 
I have had it by role very often before. 

But never by heart until now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame. 

But my head was so full of romance. 
That I fancied her into some chivalry dame. 

And I was her knight of tlie lance ! 
But Martha was not of tliis fsnciful school. 

And she laugh'd at her poor liltic knight; 
While I thought her a goddess, slic thought me a fool. 

And I'll swear Ae was most in the right. 

My soul was now calm, till, by Cloris's looks, 

Again i was tempted to rove; 
But Cloris, I found, was so learned in bonks. 

That she gave me more logic than love I 
So I left tliis young Sappho, and hasten'd to fly 

To those sweeter I(i(;ician8 in hliwi, 
Who argue the point with a soul-t(>lling eye, 

And convinre us at once with a kins ! 

Oh ! Susan was then nil the world unto nie. 

Rut Siisaii w.M piously given ; 
And the worst of it was, we could never a(|[rec 

On the road that was shortest to heaven ! 

• Oh, Susan !• 1 've said, in the momenu of mirth, 

■ What's devotion to thee or to me 7 
I devoutly believe there's a heaven on eartli, 
And believe that tfial heaven *s in Cftee !» 



A fra(;mknt. 

TO— — — . 

T u night, the spectred hour is nigh ! 
Pensive I hear the moaning blast 
Passing, with sad sepulchral si(;h, 
My lyre that hangs neglccteil by. 
And seems to mourn for pleaMires past ! 
Tliat lyre v.'as once attuned for thee 
To many a lay of fond delight. 
When all thy days were given to mc, 
And mine was every blissful night. 



How oft I 've languish'd by thy side. 

And while my heart's luxuriant tide 

Ran in wild riot through my Teins, 

I 've waked such sweetly-maddening strains, 

As if by inspiration's fire 

My soul was blended with my lyre! 

Oh ! while in every fainting note 

We heard the soul of passion float; 

While in thy blue dissolving glance, 

I 'vc raptured reail thy bosom's trmrc, 

I 've sung and trembled, ki^'d and sung; 

Till, as we min|;lc breath with breath. 

Thy burning k'lKses pnvTh my tongue. 

My hands drop Ijudess on the lyre, 

And, murmuring like a Kwan in death, 

I'pon thy bosom 1 expire! 

Yes, I indeeil remember well 

Those hours of pleasure past and o'er; 

Why have i lived Iheir sweets to tell? 

To tell, but never feel them more! 

I should have died, have sweetly <lied, 

in one of those impiission'd dreams, 

When languid, nilent on thy breast. 

Drinking thine eyes' delicious beams, 

My soul has flutteKd from its nest. 

And on thy lip just parting sigli'd! 

Oh ! dying thus a deatli of love. 

To heiiven how dearly should I go ! 

He well might hope for joys aliove. 

Who had N-gun them here below! 



SONG. 

Whkbk is the nymph, whose aznrc eye 
Cm shine through rapture's tear? 

Tlie siiu has sunk, the moon is high, 
And yet she routes nut lierel 

Was that lu-r foobtop on the hill— 
Her voire upon the gale ? — 

No; 'twas the wind, and all is still: 
Oh, maid of Marlivale! 

Otnie to me, love, 1 've wandcr'd f.ir, 
*Tis past the proniisoil hour: 

Come to me, love, the twili(;lii star 
Slmll guide thee to my bower. 



SONG. 

When Time, who sie:ils our years away, 
Shall steal our pleaNures too, 

The memory of the past will stray, 
And half our joys renew. 

Tlien, Chloc, when thy l>eauty's flower 

Shall feel the wintry air. 
Remembrance will recal the hour 

When thou alone wert fair ! 

Tlien talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys bhall alwa^K laht; 
For hope shall bri|;hlen days to come, 

And memory gild the |>ast. 
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Omic. (Hiltir, fill tliu (;fiii:il liowl, 

I itrink in lovo ami thi-c : 
rii.^i nc^iT c.iiiM (lifMy in »niil, 

TImiu 'Ii Mill Ik* yuiny fur iim;. 

Aiiil. AS thy lipn fill* trar-ilrop rli.iv 
Wliirii (III my riKrk llir^' (iiid, 

Ni hii|K- hImII hic.i) uway t\u: trice 
^'liirli Minxiw kariM hvliiiid! 

Tlii-n till the Imwl — aw-.iy with |;loom ! 

ihir iii\«> Hh.ill alwax* last; 
l'i»r h(>|ii- •th.ill hri^jhtcii ila%K to rome, 

Aiiil iiii-iiKin ('ilil ihf paM! 

Ilui mark, at thou(;hl i>f futunr \(sin 

Whi-n Invf nhall hvw itn miuI. 
Ml (IhiiM.- «lni|i« hrr timid icsm — 

Tlii-^ iiiiiii'lv with my l>owl! 

Il>iw like i)ii« iMtwI (if wine, my fair, 

ihii l«i%in|; life sli.il) tlivt; 
riHiii((ti ifiin» may sftiiii'liiiii.'S miii|;lu iIkti*, 

Till- (lraii(;lit will Mill Im xwi^'II 

TifTi till the ImiwI — awny with ijlnom! 

iPiirjiiX'k oliall alwavh laM; 
I'm liii|M- will l)ri(;lili?n ilavN to cumc. 

And iiiL-iiKir)' (jild th«' piiM! 



THE SIIRHK. 

My f.iirH had diMiiit.>d iiic lit rove 
A toil*:. hin>; ]>il];rima|;c nf loti*; 
Ami IN. Ill V an alLir nil mv w.iy 
II > liin-d my pi<iiiK hU-yis to slay ; 
till if till* «.iini ^\.l^« \iiiiii|; ami fair, 
i iiirn'd and miii(; iiiv \is|H:rs iIuti*. 
Tills. fMiiii a yMillifiil pil{;rim'N fire, 
Is »ImI \niir (ifi-itv KiiiniH ri-(|iiirc: 
Til |i.iMk. nor till a !iin|;lr head, 
\^llil ilii-iii wiiultl Im- ;ini/riritf imlred! 
I>iii. inisi iiir, .ill lliiii yiuii^; dvtniioii, 
W.iM lull In K«i|i m\ /imI in iiniluiii, 
.\nil, i-^ciy humldtr altar \\xsU 
1 imw Ii.itv [cai'li'd iiik »iir.i?iK at laM ' 



RKIT.KN AM) ROSE. 

A FALF. iir iU>«AN('.K. 

nr •!irkni-<A whiili liiiiij; upon \Vil|iiiii)MT;;'>i walls 
Mis li.rij; Iht-ii It iiiiiii)nT' d Willi awi* ami dimiiax ' 

>-r \i-iis ihit a MUiliiMiii had pla\M m ils halK 
\iid It si-^iii'd .ti» kIiiiI mil Infill llii* n-^'imiK «if da\. 

Ii-iij.li ili<- t.iUiAs wi-r>- ln'ij.lili n'il \y\ iiiaiiv a Inmiii. 
>i t ni-n>' i'Miil.l ilif \Miin|s iif till' iMsili' illiiiiii*; 
kriil ill! Ii|,liinill{; wlmli ll.idi'd dU llio llri^;li|Hi|iiiir; 

s||-.||li 

\\'- \ liiik. .IS it li-iiiii,; lii riili-i ihir ijliMiiii ! 

(Ill* \%Iii|| s|i ill cliis liiuiililr ilarki|i's« disjHTM- 
S,\.\ \\ illiiiiilii \''\ liinl lii till- v-i I III llii- r.i\i-. 

Il • III iii-«i-r ilis|> I - Slid ilii- \« i/.iid itl \i-rs'-, 
■ 111! till. |iM];iit sl.ii- id ilin.ili\'s MUik ill till w.ni' 



Ami w-hn w'n» the hri|*hl ftlar of chivalry llien? 

Whn rfiuld Ih* hut Beuben, the llnwer of tlicaf^r? 
For Ri-ulM'n wan (init in the romUit of nu>n, 

Thnuf.li Youth iuid scarru written his nam« on li«r 

I-'nr >Villuin)M-r|;'s dau(;hter hin b<Mnm had 1i«at, 
For lin«ii>, who wa» hri|;hl af the spirit of dawn, 

WJii-n with wand dnippii4' diaiiiondH, and nil very fifct, 
It walkx o'er (he flowrrH of (he iiiouiitaiD and lawn ! 

Mum Uofip, ihrn, from ReulM-n ko fatally M^-er? 

S;iil, sid wi-re the words of the man in the care, 
That darkiii'sh hhoiild rover the castle for ever. 

Or Iteiiheu lie ftuiik in the mercileM wave! 

Slir flew- to ihr wi/anl — nAiid tell inc. oh lidl! 

Shall mv ilnihi'ii no nioie Wt nMonil lo mv c^'w?* — 
« Yi-s. yi-A — wlii'U a Hpirit idiall toll the (;riMt Im'II 

Of the iBoulderiu(; ahbey, \our Reuhi'n »hall riie!* 

Twii-c, (hrin: ho rf*]icaIiM, * VourRculx'n Hlinll riiic!* 
And Hose fi-lt a moiiii'nt'h n:le:iM.' from Ik'T pain; 

She wiiMil, while idic liMiii'd, the team fnun lier even. 
And hhe liii])ed iJie uii^'ht yet weti her lieru o^in ! 

Hit hero ruttid Miiile at the terrorx of death, 

\V|ii-n he felt I ha I he died for the sire of his Rote! 

To the Oder he llew, ami then? pliin|;iii); iMineatli, 
ill the lapse of the hillows soon found lii» repuw. — 

Ifow Mraii(;ely I he orihT of dentinv fallx! 

Niil li>ii|: in the w.ilent llie wanior l.iy, 
Wlirii a siiiiIh-iiii was mi-ii |o |;lani'e nver the walln. 

And till' easile nf \Villiimber(* luiik'd in tlie ray! 

All, all hill I he soul of the niiiid wa» in li|;hi, 
Tliive Mirritw and ternir lav ('hMiiuy and hiank : 

Two da\H did hIii- wander, and all the loiij; ni|;lil, 
111 qiifstt of lii-r loie on the wide river k Uuik. 

Oft, nfl did slie paus<- for the loll of (he hell. 

And she lieaid but (he lirealhin(>s of ni^ht in thr 
ail ; 

l.oiii;. Imi]; did she |;a«e on the waliTy ftWell. 

And y>\w siw Iml llie fo:iiii nf the while hilhiw tliiTi*. 

And iifii-n as niiilni;;hi iu vi-il wniild undraw. 

As slie liHik'd .it ihi* li];hl of the iihniii in ilie Mn*ini. 
j She (liiiii|.lil 'l u.is III-. Ii.-hni'l nf siUer kIic vIW. 
I As ill.' rill I of ihr Mir;,i- j;lilii I'll lli;,ll ill lll<- Is^lMi. 

.\ilil llfiw the lliiid liii;)il w.is lii {'.i-riiliiin>; llir skv. 
I I'lHii iliisi nil llii: mill ili-w\ ilLiij;i 111 leehiliil. 

Tlirii' ^^l-pl till llie Ir.ii .ilninsl Irn/e III In I •Ar. 
I W liiii.— Ii.iik ' — 'I w Is llie lii-ll Ihal «aiii«- dii-p iii ili- 

I Ulll'l' 

Sli>- si nili •!. -iml viw. lliiiiiii;h llie >;|iiiin:i iiiii; s|, i!i- 

.\ luini n'l I llii' v\ lilts in III ljrsi\ ;.liil> . 
>lii- klliA\ 't M IS III I |ii\r. llmo; Il ills ■ liii 1. w ls ile. i\'i!, 
.\iiil Ins 1,1 (nil 1 >•! «ilii I V..IS v.isli .1 |i\ ilii- li>l> . 

\\ IS iliis vii.il llir S.1T nt llii- I II- li.iil ti'M liilil - 

Piiii. ihiii lliixiijili lli>- |i)i.iiil"oi llii iiiiHi:. «lii I 1 1,\ .III. 
1 \\ IS l;. nil. II Iml .ih' \w \^.ls li-- rlliix .ilid ci'id. 
Aifl ihli>-i| A\SA\ like tin* s|>i-[| nl j ili.aiii' 
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Twice, thrice diii he rise, and u often the thou|{hC 
From the hank to embrace him, but never, ah ! never ! 

Then fiprin(;ing beneath, at a billow the caught. 
And sunk to repoau on iia boiom for ever! 



TIIR RING. • 

kTALU. 



Aaaalai Ilia «lrl. 



Otid. Amor. lib. if, eleg. iS. 



Til happy day at lungth arriveil 

When Rupert w.i» to wed 
The faire»t maid in Saxonv, 

And take her to liin \un\. 

Aa noon as morn was in tlic sky, 

Tiic fiKut aud sporU ltq;an ; 
The men adminil llic h;ippy nviid. 

The mjida the happy man. 

In many a twwt device of mirth 

The day was p.uw'd alnni; ; 
And some the fintly dance aniuxed, 

And Nome llie dulcet sun^. 

Tlie youn(;er maids witli lsal>el 

Disportutl tlirou(;h the iMiwers, 
And deck'd lier robe, and crown'd her head 

With motley bridal Howers. 

Tlie matrons all in rich atlirc. 

Within the cmiIc w:iIIk, 
Sat I'lAlenini; to lliu choral utrains 

That ccho'd tliroui;h tliu halls. 

Youni; Rupert and lii» friends repair'd 

Unlo a ftpacioiiK court, 
To strike tin; iMiiiiiiliiif; tennis-ball 

In feat and uiunly simrt. 

The brido|;n>om nn lii< finisur had 

The wu(Min{;-rini; m> ltri(ihl. 
Which waH to ^raci.- lliu lily hand 

Of Isaliel that ni(;hl. 

And fe.irini; lie mi|;lit lirciik the (^em, 

Or loM! it in the play, 
He Imik'd anmn<l lliu court, to nee 

Where he the rinj; mi^lit lay. 

Now in the court a Matiic iitoo«l. 

Which there full li>n|; had lK.-en; 
It was a hesilhen (joddiiM. or 

Perhaps a heathen qur.i>n. 

* 1 •hMld \* torry to ibiak ihii my frtewl had any t^rioat la- 
Utaiioai of rrlgblealng lb« narM-ry l>y ihU ttunr : I raibrr bope— 
lbo«<|b ibr ■■user of it Icaili mm lotioalM— ibii bit ilr»IgD «■• to 
riilli'«le ibai dliimpsml Ukiewbir^ prrfera ibow mootien of ibc 
fiiBcy in ib« - iiMH-MMa wlrat-ala • of Ifhc piirtu iiiia(;iB*liaa. 

I HmI, liy ■ Boio ia tbo ■■BaKrl|al, ibat be art «ilib ibh «lory la 
■ Gmaaa aoibor. ('a«aA>x n/Ka Ftaclmattmm, book iii, part. \l. cb. 
iS. On niaaaliing ibe work. I |N>rrpivn ibal Fromaan qaolo It froai 
BaiatiwBiU, aBoao aaay o brr tlorin cqaally dialmlital aaJ ialrr- 
eiifag.— E. . 
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Upon its marble finfjer then 

He triiNl the rin(; to fit; 
And. thinking; it was safest tlicre, 

Thereon he fa»tt:n'd it. 

And now the tennia sports went on. 

Till (hey were we;iried all, 
AntI niesMunfjers announce<l to them 

Tlicir dinner in the hall. 

Younfn Rupert for Im wcidding-rin^ 

Unlo (lie Mutue went; 
Bui, oh ! how vtiM he shock'd to fin<l 

The marble fini^er Itcnl ! 

The hand was clofwd upon the ring 

Willi linn and mi(>hty cla^p; 
In vain he (liiid. and tried, and tried. 

He could not Iookc the ^riU|> ! 

How RoroMirprised wok Rnp<Tt'» mind,— 

\% wril liiH mind nii|;ht be; 
• I'll conic," quoih hi% ■ at ni|;ht again. 

When nono are ln-n: lo m*«>.« 

He went unto the fe.ist, and much 

H«: tlioii(;lit upon bin rin^;; 
And much be wuudcr'd what could mean 

So very Ktr.in{;e a ihifif; ! 

Till' fcasl was o'er, and to the court 

He went williout delay, 
RcMiUed to break llu; miirblc hand. 

And force the riii^ away ! 

Rut mark a kI ranker wonder si ill— 

The riii|; was there no niorc; 
Yet w.iK the marble Ihiiid uii(;rai(p'd. 

And o|M;n an Irefurc ! 

He >ie:irchM the bahe, and all ihc court. 

And not)iiii(< enuld be find. 
But to llie e.iMle did reliirn 

With Mire liL-wildeiM mind. 

Wiiliin be found llieni all in mirth. 

The ni^'lil in dancin); llew; 
The youth another rinj; jirneurcd. 

Auil mine the advuiitun; kni-w. 

And now (be priiNt baH join'd (heir Iiands, 

The liouih of liivv advance! 
Ru|ier( almost fori;ctH (o think 

L'pon (he morn's mischance. 

Within the iMfl f.iir IuIm-I 

in bhisliini; KWivtnev» l.iy, 
IJke flowent lialf-o)H'n'd by the dawn. 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, )iv her lovely side, 

In youthful l>iMuty i;l<iw!i. 
Like Phnf>buN, wIm-o be Itcnds to cast 

His lieanis upon a rov: ! 

And here my soni; Khould leiive ihcni both. 

Nor let Ibe rent \w tolil. 
But for the luirrid, horrid talc 

It yet haft to unfold ! 
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Sooa Roprrt, 'twin hu bride and him, 
X detth-cold carcase found ; 

Hp uw ii not, hut ihofiglit he feh 
Itft arnw embrace him round. 

lie uartcd up, and tlien retiim'd, 
But found the phantom Mill; 

ir#ain he tlirunk, it clipp'd him round, 
With damp and deadly chill! 

lod when lie bent, the earthy lips 

A kiM of horror jpve ; 
T wat like the unvll fmm chamel Taullt, 

tN- from the mouldering grave! 

Ill-fated Rupert, wild and loud 

Thou cncdst to tliy wife, 
• (Hi : MTti me from this horrid fiend. 

My Uabcl'. my life!* 

Bat Itibel had nothing seen, 

Slie hiiik'd around in vain; 
Ao-l niuch %hc mourn VI the mad coorcit 

Hut rack d her Rupert's brain. 

At length from tliis invisiblu 
Thif« words lo Ru|>«rt camc: 

'<>h tifHl ! while he di<l he:ir the words, 
Wli;it terrors shook his frame!) 

> Husband ! husband ! 1 've the ring 

Thou g;iveM to-day to me ; 
And thou 'rt tn me for ever wed, 

A» I jm wed to thee! I 

And all tlie ni|;ht the demon lay 

Gild-chilliiig liy Ink side. 
And «tr.iinM him with Mirh di'udly grasp, 

He thou{;ht hu shouhl have died! 

But when I lie dawn of d;iv w.i9» near, 

Tlie hfirnd pli.inliHii lltil. 
Anil k'ft the iiffri|')ite<l youth to weep 

By IsalR'l in Ik*iI. 

All. all that day a (iliNiniy cloud 
W.is s«*en on Rii|hti'4 hmwH; 

Fair Kthrl w.is likcw-i%- hid, 
Rut »lro\e lo ehiMT lier Kpoime. 

Anil, a^ the diiy .irivaiicnl. he thou|;hl 

Of roiiiint; "iu^it ^>ih fi'.ir: 
Ah ' th.it he mii«l with terror view 

The IkiI that shouhl )m- dear ! 

A I |pn|;th the M-rond ni(;ht iirriTcd. 

A(;ain their murh ihey prevt'd; 
I*oor Ru|»ert hop«>fl that all w.is o'er, 

Ami liiok'd for liive and rcM. 

But nil! when niiilnii'ht came, again 

The fiend wa^i at his side. 
And, u% it utrain'il him in its grasp. 

With howl exuliini; cried, — • 

• llu«band ! huttvinil ! I 've the ring. 

The riiij; itioii gavv^t to me; 
And thou 'rt to me for ever wcii. 

As 1 am wed lo thee ! • 



In agony of wild despair. 

He started from the bed ; 
And thus to his bewildered wife 

The trembling Rupert said : 

■ Oh Iftabel ! dost thou not see 

A shape of horrors here, 
TItai strains me to the deadly kiss. 
And keeps me from my dear?! 

■ >'o, no, my love ! my Rupert, 1 

No shape of horrors see; 
And much 1 mourn the phantasy 
Tliat kee|is uiy dear from me!* 

This night, just like the night before. 

In terrors piiWd away. 
Nor did the demon vanisli thence 

Defore the dawn of day. 

Sa\-s Rupert then, « My Isabel, 

Dear pjiriner of my woe. 
To Father AuHtin's holy cave 

This instant will I go.> 

Now- AuHtiii was a reverend man. 

Who acted wonders maint. 
Whom all the country round believed 

A de\il or a s.iiut! 

To Father Austin** hcly cave 
Then Rupert went full ulraight. 

And inlil hiui all, and abk'd him how 
To n'inedy his fate. 

The father heanl the youth, and then 

Retintl awhile to pr.iy; 
And, having pray'd for half an hoar, 

Retum'd, and thus did say : 

> Then- i« a place where four roads meet, 

\Miirh I will tell to iIilv: 
De there this eve, at fall of night, 

And liikt what thou hhall sit>. 

Thou 'It see a group of figurcH paM 

In strange diiiorder'd crowd, 
Triv'liiig by torrh-light through tlie roads. 

With noises strange and loud. 

And one thnt 's hi(;h above the rest, 

TiTnlie lowering o'er. 
Will make thee know him at a glance. 

So 1 need say uii uiorr. 

To him from me ihc«e tahletft give, 

Tliey 'II MMiii Ik- undersltMid ; 
Thou ueed'st not fear, hut give them straight, 

I 'te Bcrawl'd tlicni with iiiv hliHid!* 

The night-fall came, and Rupert all 

In |Mle amaienicnt went 
To where the crn^i»-roatU met. and he 

Was by the father sent. 

Anit ht ! a group of figures came 

In strange diknnler'd crowd, 
Trav'ling by torch- light through the roads. 

With noises strange and loud. 
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And OH the |;looiny tram adTuoced, 

Rupert beheld fmin far 
A female form of wanton mien 

Seated upon a car. 

And nu)>ert, as lie {;nzed upon 

The looRfly-venlwl dame, 
Tliouglil of (he marhle Ktntue*» look. 

For herH wra» jutt thu same. 

Behind her wnlk'd a hideous form, 

^Viih eye-halls tloshini; death; 
Whene'tT he hrcathetl. a sulphur'd smoke 

Came burnin({ in his breath ! 

lie set;ni'd the first of all the crowd 

Terrific towcrinjj oVr; 
■ Yes, ye»,« said llupert, * this is he. 

And I need ask no more.- 

Hien slow he went, and to this fiend 

The tablets trembling gave, 
Who lookM and read (hem with a yell 

That would disturb (he grave. 

And when he saw the bldotl-sorawl'd name. 

His eyes with fury shine: 
« 1 lhou{;ht,« cries he, * his time was out, 

But he must soon be mine!* 

Tlien darting at the youth a look, 

Which rent his soul with fear. 
He went unto the female fiend. 

And whispcr'd in her car. 

The female fiend no sooner heard, 

Tluin, with reluctant look, 
The rery rin|; that Rupert lost 

Slu! from her finger took } 

And, giving it unto the youth. 
With eyes that breathed of hell. 

She said in that tremeu<lous voice 
Which he remembcKd well : 

• In Austin's name take back the ring. 

The ring thou gavcsl to me ; 
And thou 'ri to me no longer wed. 

Nor longer I to tliee. • 

He took tlic ring, the rabble pass'd. 

He home retum'd again ; 
His wife was then the happiest fair, 

Tlic happiest he of men. 



SONG. 



ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF MRS . 

WSITTEN Ilf IRKLAIfD. 

Or all my happiest hours of joy. 

And even I have had my measure, 
When hearts were full and every eye 

lias kindled with the beams of pleasure ! 

Such hours as this I ne'er was given. 
So de:ir to friendship, dear to Idisses; 

Young liOve himself looks down from heaven, 
To smile on such a day as this isl 



Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
ImI 's fiHjl a* if we u»f*or couhl sever'. 

And may ihr ))irlh of her we love 
Be thuH with joy rcmcinlier'd evur'. 

Oh ! banish evrry thought to-night, 

Whirl) ronlil dii^ttirb our soul's communion ! 

AbanrloiiM thus to dear di:liglit, 

We 'II e'lMi for once forget the Union ! 

On thnt U't sl.'iicsmcn try their power*. 

And iri^nihli* o'er the rights (hey 'd die for; 

The union of tin; soul l>e ours, 
And every union else we nigh for! 

Then, oh! my friends, ibis hour improve. 

Let 's find as if we ne'er could 8e*or; 
And may (lie birth of her we love 

Be thus with joy reniember'd ever! 

In evj-ry eye around I mark 

The fe<:Iings "f llie heart oVrllowiiig, 

From every soul I catch the spark 
Of symftiichy in friendship glowing I 

Oh! could such moments i.>%i'r My; 

Oh I that we neer were dooiu'd to lose 'em ; 
And all as bright as (Iharloiic:'s eye, 

And all as pure n^ Charlotte's bosom. 

But oil ! my frienils, this hour improve. 

Let 's fed as if we ne'er could sever; 
Anil may the birth of her we love 

Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

For me, whate'er my span of years, 
Whatever sun may light my roving; 

Whether I wastt* my life in tears, 

Or live, as now, for mirth ami loving ; 

This day shall come with asp<'cl kind, 
Whenrver Kate may cast your rover; 

He 'II think of those lie Irfi behind, 

And drink a health to bliss that *s over! 

Then, oh ! my friends, ibis hour improve, 
lA*t 's feel as if we ne'er eoiild »ever; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy I'eineuiber'd ever! 



TO A BOY WITH A WATCU. 

WaiTTEN FOR A FRIE-^D. 

is it not sweet, beloved youth, 

To nivc through erudition's bowers. 

Anil cull tlic golden fruits of truth. 
And gather fancy's brilliant flowers ! 

And is it not more ^weet than this 
To fe<;l thy parents' hearts approving. 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The ilear,4he endlesh debt of loving 7 

It must In; so to thix*, my youth : 

With this idea toil i« ligliter; 
This swivtens all the fruits of trutli, 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter 
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TW fitde gift we tend Uiee, boy. 

Nay Mmelimes teach thy soul to ponder, 
If ifHlolonce or syren joy 

Should CTf r tempt that soul to wander. 

T will tell thee that the win(;ed day 
On ne'er he chain'd by inan'R cndeaTour ; 

Thai life and time idiall fade away, 
While hcaTcn and virtue bloom for erer ! 



FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES. I 



TCobllitM aoia est at-iar ■■los Tirtni. 



iav. 



Mtii ih(i<i«r proud boasters of a splendid line, 

III ,;ildi.-d ruins, mouldering while ihcy shiuc, 

II- « hejvy sits that wcijjhl of alien show, 

I K' mjrti.il helm upon an infant's brow; 

j'l •%■ Imrrow'd splendours, whose ooninistini; Ii(;ht 

r :'<rw!k back the native shades in deeper night. 

Vk t)tc proufl train who glory's shade pursue, 
^^ li -ri* .ire the .irtA by whirh thjt glory grew .' 
1 V j.t iiuine virtues that with vaglir-guxe 
N •:i;;ht y<»ung Renown in all her orient )>Iaxi: ! 
\\ \irT*- t% the heart by chyniic truth refiiicfl, 
i H'- <:ipii>rin|; soul, whose eye had read mankind' 
V. liiTe jre tlie links that twined with heavenly art, 
1Il% rouniry's interest round thct patriot's heart? 
\^ iiirr*' is thf tongue that scattcr'd worrls »f fire .' 
Til* spirit breathing throu|;h the poet's lyre.' 
Ui thc^' duirvDd witli all that tide of fame 
^^ biL-h vainly waters an unfruitful name? 



JB»(a« IwlIsB qaibat Mtemuriaa, n pia ama qaika* aulla 
■iM ia araii rrliaqaitar »fc*, Litt. 



I< there no rail, no ronserralin|; rause, 
Aipnned by llc-aven, onlain'd by Nature's laws, 
^v lit-rc ju!»tirf llivs tlie herald itf our \(ay, 
Aii'1 truth's pure beams upon the banners play 7 

^ • -«. ihrn* 's a call, sweet as an angel's breath 
T>k »liiiii)N:rijig bab(!S, or innocence in death ; 
.\n>l urgent .is the tonjpie of heaven within, 
N\ ht-n tile mind's balance trembles U|>on sin 

« ill' 'I is our country's voice, whose claims sliou.u nicft 
\n I'rhi-t in tl)(> muiI's most deep retreat ; 
.\l<>n|: the heart's m|>onding string should run, 
>>>r let a tone there vibrate— but tlie one! 



SONG. 



M 4tT. I believisl thee true. 

And 1 wa» blest in thus believing; 
But now I uioum that e'er I knew 

A girl ao fair anil so deceiving ! 

' I lirlifvp ih^M* wnnli were ailapteJ by Mr Liule 10 ib^ |taibi-iii- 
>>ul«.-k air • (*aila Water.*— C. 



Few have ever loTed like me, — 
Oil ! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 

And feA^' have e'er deceived like tliee, — 
Alas ! deceived me too severely ! 

Fare thi.t; well ! yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee; 
Who now would rather trust that smile, 

And die with thee, than live without tliee ! 

Fan; thee well ! I 'II think of thee; 

Thou leavest me many a bitter token, 
For M'c. distracting woman ! sec, 

My pi'are is gone, my heart is broken !-<- 
Fare thee well ! 



SONG. 

WnT d<ie» azure deck the skv! 

'T is to |m> like lliy looks of blue; 
Wily is reil tin- rosi-'s dye? 

IU-cium; il is thy bhislies' hue. 
All (hat '» fair, by l.ovi-'s decree, 
lias been m.ide resembling thee ! 

Why is falling snow so white, 
Du( to In' likr thy l)osom fair? 

Why arc udar hi-aiiis so bright* 

That ihey may seem thy golden hair! 

All tli.'it 's bright, by Love's decree, 

lias bet'n made resi'mbling thee ! 

Why arc Nature 's beauties felt! 

Oh ! 'I It thine in her we see! 
Why has music power to melt? 

Oh ! lM>cause it speaks like thee. 
Ail that 's KWeet, by love's decree. 
Has been nMde n^strmbling tliec I 



MORALITY. 
A FAMIMAR EPISTLE. 

(liDSK^SRD TO I. AT — NS — N, KSQ. M. B. I. A.' 

Tiii>i ('•H long at s«<hool and college, dozing 
On iMMiks of rhyme and bo<iks of prosing, 
An<l r(ip\iiig from their mural |Mges 
Fine ntipi** for forming HigeS; 
Thou|;h loiij; viitli those ditines at schitol, 
\N lio iliink lo Miaki' us goint by rule; 
Wli«>. in niethiMJic foruM advancing, 
Tearhini; nmralitv like dancing, 
T'll us, fur liea\eu or money's s.ike, 
Wh.ii itrpt we are through life to take; 
Thou(;h flius niv friend, so long eniploy'd. 
.Vnd so Miuch niiilni|;lit oil deslmv'd, 
1 must cunfevk. uiy MMrchi-s \m%1. 
1 only I'-.inni (o Jouht .\i last. 

i find the ibn-lorH ami the s.i{;es 
Have diffi'i'd in all eliuicN and ages, 

' Tkf c^oilrnan in nhuoi ihi* |hm-b U ■iUr«-»«4Nl it ihe aaibtir o 
«<iia>- i-»lifuii-<l ««iiik» »ud «»4« Mr Liliir « mimi |uriu'aUr friraJ. I 
h*M h'-jr.l Mr l.illlr ^i-r* lri-i]Hi-BiU »|H*ak nf hiiu *% iMr ja wbua 
• ilii> i-li-mrnu urn- hi iii.i- ii,> that m hIm-i in hit tiraii nor War 

hjij n4IUI«* Irfl BU^ itrtii .fB.\. — li. 
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And two in fifty scarce a^iree 

On what is pure morality ! 

T is like the rainbow's sliiftin(r mne, 

Ami erery vision makes its own. 

Tlie doctors of the Porch advise. 
As modes of being: great and wise, 
That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that from feeling flow. 

« Reason alone must claim direction. 
And Apathy 's the soul's perfection. 
Like a dull lake the heart muni lie; 
Nor passion 's gale nor pleasure 's sigh, 
Thou|;li heaven the breeic, tlie breath supplied, 
Must curl the wave or swell tlic tide !• 

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 

To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes lie taught mankind 

To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away some weeds, 't is true. 

But all the flowers were niviidi'd too! 

Now listen to the wily strains, 

Which, on Cyrunes sandy plains. 

When Phsasure, nymph with loosen'd tone, 

Usurp'd the philosophic throne; 

Hear what the courtly sage's ton|pie' 

To his surrounding pupils sung : 

• Pleasure 's the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend ; 
And Virtue gives her heavenly lore. 
But to make Pleasure please us more ! 
Wisdom and she were ImiiIi dcsi|pi'd 
To make the senses more n.'fined, 
Tlial man might revul, frL-e from cloying, 
Then most a sage when most enjoying !<• 

Is this morality^ — Oh, no! 
E'en I a wiser path could show. 
Tlic flower within this vaiie confined, 
Tile pure, the unfading flower of mind, 
Must not throw all its sweets away 
Upon a mortal mould of cl.iy ; 
No, no! its richcfti hreatli should rise 
In viriuu's incense to the skies! 

Bui thus it is nil sects, we see, 

Have watcli-wordH of mor.ilily : 

Some cry out Vciiuk, others Juve; 

Hen; 't is religion, there 't ih love! 

But while they thus so v^idcly wander, 

While mystics dream, and doctors ponder. 

And some, in diiili*ctics firm, 

Seek virtue in a middle term; 

While thus they strive, in Heaven's defiance. 

To chain morality with si-ienci*, 

Tlie plain good man, wlio»e iirtious teach 

More virtue tlian a sect can preach. 

Pursues his course, uns,i|;<;ly hli.-si, 

Hb tutor whispering in his breast : 

' ArisilpiMt. 



Nor could he act a purer part. 
Though he had Tully all by heart; 
And when he drops tlie tear on woe. 
He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blamed that tear. 
By Heaven approved, to virtue dear! 

Oh ! when I 've seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream. 
While Nature, wakening from the night. 
Has just put on her robes of light. 
Have I, with cold optician's gaze. 
Explored the doctrine of those rays? 
No, pedants, I have left to you 
Nicely to separate hue from hue: 
Go, give that moment up to art. 
When Heaven and Nature claim tbe lieart; 
And dull to all tlieir best attraction, 
(io— measure angles of refraction! 
While 1, in feeling's sweet romance, 
I^ook on each day-l>cani as a glance 
From the great e\'e of lliui above. 
Wakening his world with looks of love ! 



THE NATAL GENIUS. 
A DREAM. 

TO , TBI MOINIXG Or HI ■ISTIi-DAI 

In witching slumbers of tlie night, 
1 dream'd I was the airy sprite 

Tliat on thy nat'il moment smiled; 
And thought I wafted on my wing 
Those flowers which in Elysium xpring, 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive-branrh I iMiiind thy head, 
Heart's-ease a1nn(; thy path 1 fJied, 

Which was to )>l<>4im through all thy ycui 
Nor yet did 1 for|;i-t to bind 
IjOvu's n>ses, with his iii\rtle twined. 

And dew'd hy svnipathetic tears. 

Such was the wild but precious boon. 
Which Fancy, at her magic noon. 

Bade nu* t<i Nona's iinagc |uy — 
Oil ! were I, lovi-, thus dooin'd to lie 
Thy little guardian deicy. 

How blest arouml thy kIc\« I 'd pl.iy ! 

Thy life should softly steal along, 
Gilni as some lonely slicphcnrs ving 

That 's hcani at distance in the grove; 
No cloud ftlioiild cviT hhade thy »ky. 
No thorns along tliy p ithway lie. 

But all be sunhhiin-, peace, and love ! 

The wing of Time klioiiUI iicv«t bniah 
Tliy doK'y lip's luxuriant llu>h, 

To bid it» roscK withering die; 
Nor age itself, though dim and dark. 
Should ever quench a Mii|>lc spark 

Tliat tlulh« from mv Nona's eve ! 
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®ti^ itoti^is of tb$ ^n0di8. 
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.-k^m, somewhat different in form, and much 
iiiittnl in oilenl, Wd« nn{;in.illy dr.sijjnL'd aft an 

fur n work altnut whirl i I havi> Imin, al inliT- 
i].1rivi-d during; the I.isi two yi'.int. Some months 
<r.wi.-vrr, I found that myfii<!nd l^rd Ilyron had, 
iri idi-ntal coioridrnrf, choMcn the samu suhjert 
rjnia : ami as I roiild not hut feel the dis.idvan- 
< •iniinp; -ifUT Ml formiilahlc a rival, I lhou(;lii it 

puMinh my huNihh: hkt^lch inimMi.itcIy, with 
ti*r.ui<jn!t anil add it ions as I h-id lime to make, 
I*, hv ;m e.irlicr appiMranm in ihi: literary hori- 
'■ m\<>«;lf a rli.mci! of wliat astmnomurs call an 
tl rittnjj. iH'fiirr the luniiuary, in whobo li(;ht I 
!■«; lost. hhitiiM appear, 
•jfiiimw niav Iw inadr, hy persons whose opi- 

ri-s|N'ri, lo the selection of a suhjirt of this na- 
•in the Si-ripture. 1 think it rii;ht to rrmark that, 
It iif f lit, till- sulij''ct is not M'ripiiiral— the no- 
;Hin whii-h it is foiindifl (that of the love of 
f'lr nomrn) iKnin^; orii;iMali*d in an err»»neous 
tiiin hy iIm- L\X. of that vopm' in the sitth cIm|>- 
<'-ne<»is, npin \vhii-h die Mde authority for the* 
r*i,.* The foundation of my story, tlu-rcfon-, 
liiil<- to do with Holy Writ as have the dreams of 
I T i'l.ilonisls, or the re^rrii-s of the Juwish divinim; 
II .ipproprialinf* ihi* iioiion thus to the um.-s of 
. I h.ite donr no more than i-iUalili^i it in that 
'.f III tion, to wliich the opinions of tlie most ra- 
).itli< r>, and of .ill oiImt Oiristian theologians, 
i'ii|; a|;ii roiisi(;itiii it. 
•(•liiiiiti to till- liliii'is of till* siihji'ct for |ioelry, it 

nir -iImi .-iHcapahle of .iffonliiit; an allet;oriral 
ni. iliroii(;h v^iiirh nii|;hl U' sliadowe«l out (as I 
niic'.i\oiiii-«l to ih) ill the follow in(; storie»], lli<- 
ihi' siMil fri>iii its oii|:iiial piiril\ — the losRof li|;hl 
ippiiri-^ whirh it Miffirs, in the pursuit of this 
<• p. i i»hahli? plvasun*^— and the puiiiidinicnts, 
fnnii roi»!»cienre ami divim- junliee, with whirh 
it v. pridk-, ami pn.-ftiiiiipliioiiH inquiry into the 
*«Tn Is of (hmI, are Mirr to Ih; visited. The lirsiu- 
!or^• of Cupid and l»syi-hf owes its chief charm 
.Mill of .^cilitl ineaiiini;,- and it has N-en m\ 
hiiwevi-r 1 mav han* failiil in thf atti-nipO to 
uiiiiMk' tli<- Kiiiif fHor«/ inlurvst to the folhmini; 



THE 
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r WIS \ilirn the w<irid w.is in its prime, 
Whrn till- hvsU stars had just lM.'i;un 

'hi-ir rare of |;lory. and vouii({ Time 
Told his tirst hirth-ilays hy the sun ; 

?i«iir. 



When, in the light of Nature's dawn 

Rejoicini;, men and un^ls met 
On the hi|;h bill and sunny lawn, — 
Kre Sorrow came, or Sin liad drawn 

Twiit man and lieavi-n her curtain yet ! * 
When e:irth l.iy nrarer to the skie^ 

Than in tliirse days of crime ami woe. 
And morLtU saw, witlutut surprise. 
In the mid air. an(;elir eyes 

Ga/iii{; upon this woild below. 
Alas, that |ussion shoiihl pnifane, 

Even then, that luoniiii); of the earth ! 
That, Kidder still, the fal.il stain 

Should fall on he.irts of heavenly birth-— 
And <di. that sLiin sn dark should fall 
From woiii.tn's love, must ikid of all ! 

One evi>nin|;, in that time of hloom, 

On a hills side, win-re hiiii(> the ray 
Of sunset, slivpiii(; in |M>rfuiiie, 

Three nohlir youths convrrsini* lay ; 
And as they hM>k'd. fn>iii liiiir lo lime, 

To ihi: far sky. whenr l)iy-lii;ht fiiri'd 
His radiant ^Kin(;, lhi:ir hnms siiMinie 

Res|M)ke llu'iii of ih.il dist.nii woild — 
OiMtiires of li,;lil. siii-ji ,ts siill |ilay. 

Like niolirs in sunshine, round the l^ird, 
.\nd lhroii|<h their iiifiniii: array 
Transiiiil e.uli nioniciit, iii(;ht and day. 

The iH'ho of his liiiiiiiious word ! 

Of heaven lliev spoke, and, still more oft. 

Of ihi- hi-i(;lil evi>s that rhanii'd ihemthetirc; 
Till, vifhliuc i;r.(duil to iln- Mifl 

.\iid liilnivi'tt-niii]; s jnlliniire — 
The sili-ni hr«-illiin|; of ihi- llimei-» — 

Tlif iiiriliii|; lii;hl ihal hiMniM aliovc. 
As on (heir tiist fond erriii|; hnun, 

Kacli lold ihf story of his love. 
The history of that hour uiiMest, 
Whiii, like a hird. from iis hi^h neM 
Won ilowo hy fast'inatin^; i*\is>. 
For woman's smile he lost the skies. 

Till' First \iho spoke was one, with look 

Tin- least ifli-slial of tlie thnv — 
A Spirit of lij'ht iiioulil. that ti>ok 

The prints of earth iiiml yieldin);ly ; 
Wlifi, r^en in hfneii. %*.is not of those 

Neari'sl the ihioiK-. hut hi-lil a place. 
Far off, anion;; ihoM^^hinin^; rows 

Thil I irrle out throu(;h endless ft|>are. 
And o'l-r whi>v\iiii);stlic lii;lit from Him 
In thi' t;riMl iruire f.ilU most dun. 

Still f.iir and glorious, he !»nl shone 

A n;; lhns'%"ulh« iIm- unhea*enlu-»l one — 

A creature U) wluiin h|;ht r.-main'd 
I'roni fcdtn still, hut all'f'd, siain'd, 
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And o'er who«e brow not Lore atone 
A bliglit liad, in his transit, sent, * 

But otlier, carthlier joys had gone, 
And left tlieir foot-prints as they went. 

• 

Sighing, as through the shadowy Past, 
Like a tomh-se.irchur, Memory ran, 

Lifting each shroud that time had cast 
O'er buried hopes, he thus began :— 

FIRST ANGEL'S STORY. 



T WAS in a land, that far away 

Into the golden orient lies. 
Where Nature knows not Wight's delay. 
But springs to mtiet her bridegroom. Day, 

Upon the threshold of the skies. 
One mom, on earthly mission sent. 

And midway chusing where to light, 
I saw from the blue element — 

Oh beautiful, but fatil sight! — 
One of earth's fairest womankind, 
Half Tuil'd from view, or rather shrined 
In the clear crystal of a brook ; 

Which, while it hid no single gleam 
Of her young beauties, made tliem look 

More spirit-like, as tliey might seem 

Through the dim shadowing of a dream. 

Pausing in wonder I look'd on, 

Wliilc, playfully around her breaking 
The waters, (hat like diamonds shone. 

She mov'd in light ot her o^'n making. 
At length, as slowly I descended 
To vii^w more near a si(;ht so splendid, 
The Ircmblc of my winjjR all oVr 

(For through each plume 1 felt the thrill) 
Startleil her, as she reac-h'd the shore 

Of that small lake — her mirror still — 
Above whose brink she stood, like snow 
When rosy with a sunset glow. 
Never shall I forget tho«ie eyes I — 
The shame, the innocent surprise 
Of (hat bright face, when in the air 
Upluoking, she beheld me (here. 
It secm'd as if each thought and look, 

And motion were (hut minute rhain'd 
Fast (o (he spot, such root she took. 
And — likr a Kunflower by a brook, 

Willi f.ice uptum'd — m) s(ill remained I 

In pity (o the wondering maid, 

Though h)th from such a vision turning. 
Downward 1 bent, lieneuth (bu hhade 

Of my spread wings, to hide the burning 
Of glances which — I well could feel — 

For me, for her, loo warmly shouc ; 
But ere 1 could again un>«-al 
My rcstlcm l>vcs, or trvcn steal 

One sidi'-lung look, ihc maid w:i» gonr — 
liiil from me in the forest leaves, 

Suddt-n as when, in all her chariiiK 
Of rull-liliiwn light, some clout! UM'civi's 

The moon into IiLh duskv uriiiH. 



'T is not in words to tcU the power, 
Tlie despotism, tliat, from that hour. 
Passion held o'er me — day and night 

I sought around each neighbouring spot, 
And, in the chase of (his sweet light, 

Uy task, and Heaven, and all forgot — 
All but (be one, Mile, haunting dream 
Of her I saw in (hat bright stream. 

Nor was it long, ere by her side 

I found myself whole happy days. 
Listening to words, whose music vied 

Will) our own Bden's serapli lays, 
When seraph lays are warm'd by love, 
But wanting thaty far, far above ! — 
And lo«)king into cy(« where, blue 
And beautiful, like skies seen through 
The sleeping wave, for me tliere slione 
A heaven nmre worshipp'd tlian my own. 
Oh what, while 1 could hear and see 
Such words and look*, was heaven to me? 
Though gross the air on earth I drew, 
'T was blessed, while she breathed it toii ; 
Though dark the (lowers, though dim the sk 
Love lent them light, while she was nigh. 
Throughout creation I but knew 
Two separ.ite worlds— (he ont^ that small, 

Beloved, and cousecra(ed spot 
Where Lea yua\ — (he other, all 

The dull wide waste, where she was itof •' 

But vain mv suit, mv madness vain : 
Though gladly, from her eyes to gain 
One earthly look, ono stray desire, 

I would have torn the wings that bung 
Furl'd at my back, and o'er that Fire 

Unnamed in heaven (heir fragments flung 
'T uas hop<-les.s all — pure and unmoved 

Slic }ttou(l, UH lilies in (he ligli( 

Of the hot noun hut look more white; — 
And though she loved me, deeply loved, 
'T was not as man, a» mortal — no. 
Nothing of earth was in that glow — 
She love<l me but as one, of race 
Angelic, from (ha( radiant place 
She saw so oft in dreams — (hat heaven. 

To which her prayeiK at morn were sent. 
And on whos<' light she gazed at e^en. 
Wishing for wings, that she might go 
Out of (his shadowy woild Ix'hm, 

To tha( free glorious element ! 

Well 1 renieinlMT by her siile, 

Si((iu|; at rosy even title. 

When, — turuing to tin- star, uhosi- IhmcI 

l^ook'd out, us fioiii a brill tl bed. 

At that nuite l)hiNliiii(; hour, — she K.iid, 

k Oh ! that it were mv tiooui (•) l>e 

The Spirit of yon biMiittMius »lar. 
Dwelliug up there in piiiily, 

Alone, a.s all such Iiii|;h( lliings iue; — 
My sole employ to |)ray ami shine. 

To light my eeiiser at the sun, 
And tlin(; Wis fire towards tin- shrini* 

Of Him in Heaven, the Ktenuil (hir*!- 

So innocent (ho uiaid — so fii-e 

From mortal tainl in soul and frame. 
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Whom 't waft my crime — my destiny— 
To luve, ay, bum for, uiih a tlame, 
To « liich eartli'ii wildent firen are lame. 
Had you but seen licr look, when first 
Trom oiy mad lips tlie avowal burst; 
Xol an|;ry — no — the feelini; liad 
Xo t«)uch of anger, but most sad-- 
l( was a Mtrrow, calm as deep, 
A miiurnfiilnoss that cuuld not weep. 
So fill'd ilie lieart was to tlie brink. 
So fix'd and froien tlieru — to tliink 
Tlut :int;cl natures — even I, 
WhiMie low »he clunf; to, as the tie 
Bct^M'n hw-r spirit and Ilie sky- 
Should f^ll thus hcadloni; from the height 

Of kuch pure glory into sin— 
Tlie Mu of all most sure to blij^t,— 
Tlie sin, of all, that the soul's light 

U Mmnest lost, extinguish'd in ! 
Tliat, th(tU{;li but frail and human, she 
Should, like thi^ half-bird of the sea, 
Try wiili her wing subliuier air, 
Wliili' I, a creature boni up there. 
Should m«.*et her, in my fall from light. 
From heaven and peace, and turn her flight 
Dtiwnw.inl a{;uin, with nie lo drink 
Of tlur salt tide of »in, and sink I 

That very night — my licnrt had grown 

Impatient of its intvnnl burning; 
The Icrin, tt»o, <»f niy »fay w.is flown, 
And ill*: bright Watchers ' near the throne 
Alrea<ly. if a meteor shone 
Bctwf?cn ihcui and this m-tlier zone. 

Thought 'i w.u their herald's wing returning: 
<'>ft did the [lOtenlKpi'l 1-word, given 

To envoys hither from the skies, 
To l>e |N-onounccd, when back to heaven 

It is tlifir hour or wish lo rise, 
i^nntc lo my lips that fjtd day; 

And «»nce, t<io, was so nearly spoken, 
Tliai my spread plumage in the ray 
And brccic (if heaven liegau to play-— 

When my heart fail'd — the spell wu broken- 
TIm? viord unlinish'd died away. 
And my chvck'd plumes, ready to soar, 
Fell slack and lifeless as before. 

How could I leave a world which she. 
Or lo»t or won, inoile all lo me, 
Beyond home — glory— every thing? 

How fly, while yet there was a eliancc, 
A hope — ay, even of perisliing 

Ctletly by that f.iul glance 7 
N'o mailer where my wanderings were. 

So ihere slie htok'd, moved, breathed about— 
Woe, ruin, dp.ith, more sweet with lufr, 

Than .ill heaven's proudest ju)'s without! 

But, to reium — iliai very day 

A ^Mkl u as lit Id, where, full of mirth, 
r.iiuf, irowding thick as flowers that play 
lu ftiiiiiuier \»inds, ili«> youn|; and gay 
And iM'.iulifiil of (lii< liri{;lit r.irth. 

* Se«^ou•. 



And she was there, and 'mid the Tonog 

And beautiful stood first, alone; 
Though on her gentle brow still hang 

The shadow 1 that mom had thiowa— 
The first that ever sliame or woe 
Had cast upon its vernal snow. 
My lioarl was niadden'd — in the flush 

Of the wild revel I gave way 
To all that frantic mirth— that rush 

Of desperate gaiety, which tliey 
Who never felt how pain's excess 
Can lire:ik out thus, think happincM : 
Sad uiiniicry of iiiirih and life, 
Whose fl.iKhes come but from the ttrift * 
Of inward jiaMions— like the light 
Struck out by clashing swords in fight 

Then, too, that juice of earth, the banc 
And blessing of man's heart and brain^ 
That draught of sorcery, which brings 
Phantoms of fair, forbidden thin(pi — 
Whoso dropn, like those of rainbows, siniU 

I'pon the mists that circle man. 
Brightening not only earth, the while. 

But grasping heaven, too, in their span !— 
Tlien first tlie fatal wine-cup rain'd 

lis dews of darkness through my lips. 
Casting wh.ue'er of light remain'd 

To my lost soul into eclipw. 
And filling it wiih kuch wild dreams. 

Such f.intasieK and wrong desires. 
As in the absence of heaven's licams. 

Haunt us for ever— like wikt-fins 

That walk this earth, when day reiiivs. 

Now hear llie rest— our banquet done, 

I sought lier in tlie accuslom'd bower, 
Wliere late we oft, v^hen day was gone. 
And the world husli'd, had met alone. 

At tlie same silent n.oonlight hour. 
I found her — oh, so Uviutiful ! 

Why, ^^hy have hapless angels eyes ! 
Or why are there not flowers to cull. 

As fair as woman, in yon skies? 
Still did her brow, as usual, turn 
To her lovrd star, which loem'd to bum 

Purvr tlian ever on tluU night; 

While slie, in looking, grew mocc brif hi. 
As though lliat planet were ao um 

From which her eyes drank liquid ligliL 

Tliere was a virtue in that scene, 

A spell of holiness around, 
Whirli would have — liad my lirain not been 

Thu!t poikon'd, inaddeii'd — hi-ld me bound, 

\s though 1 suhnI on Gotl's owu ground. 
Even as it was, with soul all flame, 

Ar:d li|)S that liuni'd in thrir own sighs, 
1 sIimkI lo ^-iz.-, wiili awe and sliame— 
The iiit-iiiory of VAcu c.iiiie 

lull o'vT iiiewheii I mw those cyn; 
And tlinu^li loo well cich glance of mine 

To llie pale shrinking maiden proved 
How f.ir, alas, from aught ditine, 
Aughl worthy of so pure a slirioe. 

Was the wild love with which I loved, 

^ 
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Tct mutt the, too, have leeD^h yes, 

T U sooihing htit to fAfnlr she mw— 
The deep, trtte, ttml-fdt tendemeit, 

The homage of bo angel's bvvc 
To her, a mortal, whom pure lore 
Then placed ahore him — fisr above — 
And all that straggle to repress 
A sinful spirit's mad excess. 
Which work'd within mo at that hour, 

When — with a voice, where Passion shed 
All the deep sadness of her power, 

Her melancholy power — I said 

• Then he it so — if hack to heaven 

1 must unloved, unpiiicd fly, 
Witliout one blest memorial given 

To sooth me in that lonely sky — 
One look like those the young and fond 

Give when they *ro parting— which would be, 
Even in remembrance, far beyond 

All heaven hath left of bliss for me! 

• Oh, hot to see tliat head recline 

A minute on this trembling arm, 
And those mild eyes look up to mine 

Withouta dread, a thought of hamt! 
To meet but once the thrilling touch 

Of lips that are too fond to fear ne — 
Or, if that boon be alltoo much, 

Even thus to bring their fragranee near me ! 
Nay, shrink not so — a look — a word — 

Give them but kindly and 1 flyj 
Already, see, my plumes have stirred. 

And tremble for their home on high. 
Thus be our parting — cheek to cheek—- 

One minute's lapse will be forgiven, 
And ihon, the next, shalt hear me speak 

The spell that plumes my wing for heaven!* 

While thus I spoke, the feaiful lAaid, 
Of me and of henelf afraid, 
Had shrinking stood, like flowers beneadi 
The scorching of tlie south wind's breath; 
But when 1 nanMKl — alas, too well 

I now recal, though wildcr'd then, — 
Instantly, when I named the spell. 

Her brow, her eyes uprose again, 
And, with an cagcmcas that spoke 
The sudden light that o'erher'broke, 

• The spell, the spell! — oh, speak it now. 

And I will bless thee ! • she exclaim'd — 

Unknowing what I did, inflamed, 
And lost already, on her brow 

I stamp'd one burning kiss, and named 
The myntic word, till then n'cr told 
To living creature of earth's mould ! 
Scarre was it said, when, quick as thought, 
Her lips from mine, like echo, caught 
The holy sound— her hands and eyes 
W^ere instant lifted to the skies. 
And thrice to heaven she spoke it out. 

With that triumphant look Faith wear« 
When not a cloud of fear of doubt, 

A vapour finm this vale of tears 

Between her and her God appoin! 
That very moment her whole frame 
All bright and glorified became. 



And at her hack t saw unclose 
Two winifs magnificent as those 

Tliat sparkle round the eternal throne,- 
Whose pluntes, as bnoyantly she rooe 

Above me, iii the moon-beam' shone 
With a pure light, which — from its hae,> 
Unknown upon this earth — 1 knew 
Was light from Eden, glistening through ! 
Most lioly vision ! ne'er before 

Did aught so radiant — since the' day 
When Lucifer, in fulling, bore 

The third of the bright stars aviray — ' 
Rise, in earth's beauty, lo repair 
That loss of light and glory there ! 

But did I tamely view her flight ? 

Did not /, too, proclaim out tliricc 

The powerful words that were, tliat night,- 
Oh even for Heaven too much delight! — 

Again lo bring us eyes to eyes. 

And soul to soul in Paradise? 
I did — I spoke it o'er and o'er— 

I pray'd, I wept, but all in vain; 
For me the spell had power no more. 

There seem'd around me some dark chain, 
W^liich still, as I' essay'd to soar. 

Baffled, alas ! each wild endeavour: 
Dead lay my winjjs, as they have lain 
Since that sad hour, and will remain — 

So wills the offended God— for ever! 

It vnis to yonder star I traced 
Her journey up the illumined waste- 
That isle in tlie blue firmament. 
To which so oft her fancy ^/<^ent 

In wiftheH and in drcaihs hL*fore, 
And wliich was now — such. Purity, 
Thy blest reward— ordain'd to be 

Her home of light for evermore! 

Once — or did I but fancy so? — 

Even in her flight to that fair sphere, 

'Mid all her spirit's new-felt glow, 

A pitying look she turn'd below 

On him who stood in darkness heir; 

Him whom, perhaps, if vain regret 

Can (Iwvll in heaven, she pities yet; 

And oft, when looking to this dim 

And distant worid, remembers- him. 

But soon that passing dream was gone; 
FartluT and farther off site slioiie. 
Till leKscn'd lo a poini as small 

A» are tho«u: specks that yonder ham — 
Tlioiie vivid drops of light, that fall 

The last from day's eviiaiisted urn. 
And when at lcn};tli slie merged, afeir. 
Into her own immortal star. 
And when at length my straining sight 

Had caught her wing's last fading ray. 
That minute from my soul the light 

Of heaven and love both pass'd away; 
And 1 forgot my home, my binh. 

Profaned my spirit, sunk my brow, 

' S«H' \olr. 
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Nor the alone, but her whole nee 
Throngh ago yeC to come — whate*er 
Of feminine, and fond, and ^r. 

Should spring from that pore mind and face, 
All waked my soul's intcnsest care: 

Their forms, souls, feelin(;s, still to me 

God's most disturbing mystery! 

It was my doom — eren from the first. 
When summon'd with my cherub peers, 

To witness the young Temal burst 

Of nature through those blooming spheres. 

Those flowers of light, that sprung beneith 

The first touch of the EternaFs breath — 

It was mr doom still to be haunted 

m 

By some new wonder, some suhlime 
And matchless work, that, for tlie time, 

Beld all my soul rnchain'd, enchanted, 

And left me not a thought, a dream, 

A word, but on that only theme! 

The wish to know — that endless thirst. 
Which even by quenching i« awaked. 

And which becomes or bless'd or cursed. 
As is the fount whereat 't is slaked — 

Still urged me onward, with desire 

insatiate, to eiplore, inquire — 

Wliate'er the wondrous things might be. 

That waked eauh new idolatry.— 
Their cause, aim, source from whence they ^rung. 

Their inmost powers, as though for me 

Existence on that knowledge hung. 

Oh what a rision were the stars. 

When first I saw them bum on high, 

Rolling along, like living cars 
Of light, for gods lo journey by! 

Tliey were my heart's first passion — days 

And nights, unwearied, in their rays 

Have I hung floating, till each sense 

Secm'd full of their bright influence. 

Innocent joy ! alas, how much 
Of misery had I shunn'd below, 

Gould I hare still lircd blest with such ; 
Nor, proud and restless, burn'd to know 
The knowledge tliat brings guilt and woe ! 

Often — so much I lore*! Co trace 
Tlic secrets of this sttrry race — 
flave 1 at mom and evening run 
Along the lines of radiance, spun. 
Like webs, between them and the sun. 
Untwisting all the tangled ties 
Of light into their different dyes — 
Tlien fleetly wing'd I off. in quest 
Of tliose, the farthest, loneliest. 
That watch, like winking s«.'ntinels. 
The void, beyond which Cham dwells; 
And there, with noiseless plume, pursued 
Their track through that grand solitude, 
Asking intendy nil and cich 

What soul within their radbncc dwelt, 
And wishing tlieir sweet light were speech, 

That they might tell me all they foil. 

Nay. oft, so pamonaie my chase 
Of ihcK resplendent heirs of space. 






Oft did I follow— lest a ray 

Should 'scape me in the farthest night.^ 
Some pilgrim Comet, on his way 

To visit distant shrines of light. 
And well remember how I sung 

Exulting out, when on my sight 
New worlds of stars, all fresh and young. 
As if just born of darkness, sprung! 

Such was my pure aml>ition then, 

3iv sinless transport, night and mom; 
Ere this still ncv^cr world of men. 

And tliat most fair of stars was bom. 
Which I. in fatal liour, saw rise 
Among the flowers of Paradise! 
Thenceforth my nature all was changed. 

My he.irt, soul, senses turned bdow; 
And lie, who but so lately ranged 

Yon wonderful expanse, wliere glow 
Worlds upcn worlds, yet found his mind 
Even in that luminous range confined. 
Now blest the humblest, nu»nesl sod 
Of tlic dark earth where Woman trod ! 
In vain my former idols glisten'd 

From their far thrones; in vain these OKS 
To the once-thrilling music listen'd, 

Tliat hymnd around my favourite spheres- 
To earth, to earth each thought was given. 

That in this half-lost soul had birth ; 
Like some high mount, whose head 'sin heai 

While its whole shadow rests on earth ! 

Nor was it Love, even yet, that tliralTd 

My spirit in his burning ties; 
And less, still less could it be call'd 

That grower flnnie. round which Love flies 

Nearer and nearor, till he di.» — 
No, it was wonder, such as thrill'd 

At all God's works my dazzled sense; 
Tlie same rapt wonder, only fill'd 

With passion, more profound, intcine. — 
A vehement, but wandering fire. 
Which, though nnr love, nor yet desire. 
Though through all womankind it look 

Its range, as va^'ue as lightnings run. 
Yet wantofl but a loiicb, a look. 

To fix it burning upon One. 

Then, too, the cvcr^rcslless zeal, 

Tlie insatiaie curiosity 
To know wliat slutpcs, so fair, must fe^ — 
To look, but onc^, l>cneaih the seal 

Of so much loveliness, and see 
What souls bc!on{;'d lo iliose bright eyes — 

Whether, as siin-bcams find tlieir way 
Into the gem that hidden lies. 

Those looks could inward turn their ray. 

To make tlie soul as bright as llicy ! 
All this impcll'd my anxious chase. 

And still the more I saw and knew 
Of Woman's fond, weak, conquering race, 

Tlie intenser still my wonder grew. 

I had beheld llieir First, their Evt. 

Born in that splendid Paridise, 
Which God made soldy to receive 

The first light of lier waking eyes. 
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I had cecn purest aii(*eU lean 
In wonhip o'er her from aliove; 

Ad(1 m.in — oh ye«, had envyin(7 teen 
Proud man po»scu'd of all her lore. 

I ftaw ilieir happincM, so hrief, 

S« I'Viuitile — her error, loo, 
TtiJt easy trust, that prompt hclief 

In what the warm IilmiI wishes true; 
TTiat faith in wonls, wlirn kindly said. 
By which the whole fond strx is led — 
9lint;leil willi (what 1 dnrst not Itlamc, 

For '1 is mv own) that winli to know. 

Sad. fatal zeal, so sure of woe; 
Whirl), thoii|;h from lloart-n all pure it ca*T<e, 
Yi-t stain'd, misusi-d, hrou(;hl sin and shame 

On her, on me, on all below! 
1 had seen this; had seen Man— ami'd 

A% his soul is with stren{;tli and senw — 
By h(*r first words to ruin rluirm'd ; 

His Taunted reason'» cohl defence, 
IJke an ice-harrier in the niv 
Of melting; summer, smiletl away! 
Nay — siranj'eryel — spite of all this — 

T'loui'h by her rounSf;ls tau^'ht to err, 

Tliou|;h driven from Paradise for her 
(And with her — that^ at least, was hli»), 
Uad 1 not heard him, ere he rross'd 

The threshold of that earthly heaven, 
Which hy her wilderinf; smile he lost — 
So quickly was the wronj; for(;iven — 
Had 1 not heard him, as he press'd 
The frail fond trcmhiur, to a breast 
Which she had doom'd to sin and strife, 
Cill'd tuT— think what— his Life! hix Life! ' 
Yrt — such the lov(^-Ll^i:ht name — the first 

That niin'd Man to Woman (;ave, 
E\en in his out-cast hour, when curst, 
Dy her fond witchery, with that worst 

And earliest l>oon of love — the i;rave! 
She, \»)io hrou(;ht du.-ith into the world, 

There stood iK'fon? him, with the light 

Of their lost Paradi^ still hri('ht 
I'pim tho«e sunny locks, that curl'd 
Down her whit** shoulders to her feet— 
So iHMUiiful in form, so sweet 
in lieart and voice, a» to redeem 

The hm, the drath of all tliin(;s dtsir. 
Except herself— and ni.iki* it itevui 

Life, endlcM Ufe, while she w;is near! 

Could I help wonderin(« at a rivatare, 
Knchanted round widi sp.lls so strong — 

One, to whose every thou(;ht, word, feature. 
In joy and woo, through right and wrong, 

Such swtx't omnip«)teuce ilea\en gave. 

To hiess or ruin, cunte or save ! 

Sor <Ud the nurvel cease with her — 
New Evos in all Iter dau(;hters came. 

As stnmg to charm, m weak to err. 

As sure of man throu<;h praise and blame, 
Whate'er they hrmight him, priile or shame. 

Their still unreasoning worsliipper— 



I (.havab. ik» ■■■r by wblrb .idsa nllad lb« m 
if ■ ff Mioa, ■«■• •Lie*.*— !U« 



■ after ibair 



I 



And, whcresoe'er they smiled, tlie iame 

Enchantrctces of soul and frame, 
Into whose hands, from first to last, 

TluA worhl, with all its destinies, 
Devote<lly hy Heaven S;^>ems cast. 

To save or damn it as they please ! 

Oh, 't is not to l>c told how long, 

How restlensly I si(;h'd to find 
Some one, from out that shining throng, 

Some abstract of the form and mind 
Of the wluile matchless sex, from which. 

In my own arms l)elield, possess'd, 
I might learn all the powers to witch, 

To warm, and (if my fate unhless'd 

Would have it) ruin, of tlie rest ! 
Into whone inward soul and sense 

I might descend, as doth the hoc 
Into the flower's deep heart, and thenoe 

Rifle, in all its purity, 
The prime, the quinteSHencc, tlic whole 
Of wondrous Woman's frame and soul ! 

At length, my baming wish, my prayer,— 
(For such — oh wliat will tongues not dare. 
When hearts go wrong?— this lip preferred)— 
At length my ominous prayer was heard — 
But whetlier heard in heaven or hell. 
Listen — and you will know loo well. 

Tliere was a maid, of all who move 

Like visions o'er this orh, most fit 
To be a bright young an{fers love. 

Herself so bright, so exipiisile! 
The pride, too, of her step, as light 

Along the unconscioiu earth site went, 
Seenr<l that of one, l>om with a right 

To walk some heavenlicr element. 
And tread in places wliere her feet 
A star at ever\' step should meet. 
*T was not alone that loveliness 

Bv which the wilderM senile b caught — 
Of lips, whnv; very breath could bl e ss 

Of playful blushes that wem'd nought 

But luminous escajnw of thought — 
Of eves that, when by anger stirr'd, 
Were fire itself, hut, at a word 

Of tenilernefts, all soft became, 
A^ though they could, like the sun's bird, 

l>itis<tlve a way in their own flame — 
Of form, as pliant as the dioots 

Of a young tree, in vernal flower; 
Yet round and glowing as the fruits 

That drop from it in summer's hour — 
*T was not alom* this lovelineu 

That falls to loveliest woman's sluro. 

Though, even \\cn\ Ikt foim could ^are 
From its own beauty's rirh etce« 

Enough to make all others fair- 
But "t was the Mind, sparkling about 
Through her whole fninu'— the soul, brought out 
To light each charm, yet independent 

Of what it lighted, as the sun, 
Tl»at shines on flower*, wouW he resplendent 

Were tliere no flowers to shine upon— 
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T was tkj«, all tlus, in one jcombined, 

The imnumber'd looks and arts that form 
The (;lory of young woman-kind 

Taken in their first fusion, warm, 

Ere time had cliill'd a siu|;le charm, 
And stamp'd witli such a seal of Mind, 

As gave to beauties, that might be 
Too sensual else, too unrefined. 

The impress of divinity ! 
T was this — a union, which the hand 

Of Nature kept for her alone, 
Of every thing most playful, bland, 
Voluptuous, spirituiil, grand, 

In angel-natures and her own — 
Oh this it was that drew me nigh 
One, who seem'd kin to Heaven as I, 
My bright twin-usler of die sky- 
One, in whose love, I felt, were given 

The mixed delights of cither sphere. 
All that the spirit seeks in heaven, 

And all tlie senses burn for here ! 

Had we— but hold — hear every pari 

Of our sad tale — ^spite of the pain 
Remembrance gives, when the fixed dart 

Is stirred thus in the wound again — 
Hear eyery step, so full of bliss, 

And yet so ruinous, that led 
Down to the last dark precipice. 

Where perish'd both— the fall'n, the dead ! 

From the first hour she caught my sight, 
I never left her— day and night 
Hovering unseen around her way. 

And 'mid her loneliest musings near, 
I soon could track each thought that lay, 

Gleaming within her he:!!!, as clear 

Aft pebbles within brooks appear ! 
And tliere, among the countless thin(<s 

That keep young hearts for ever glowing. 
Vague wislies, fond imaginings, 

Love-dreams, as yet no object knowing — 
Light, winged hopes, tliat come when bid, 

And rainbow joys that end in weeping. 
And passions, among puru thoughts hid. 

Like serpents undor flow' rots sleeping— > 
'Mong all these fcclin(^ — full where'er 
Young hearts arc beatiug — I saw there 
Proud thoughts, aspirings high — beyond 
Whate'er yet dwelt in soul so fond — 
Glimpses of glory, far away 

Into the bright vague future given, 
And fancies, free and grand, whose play 

Like that of eaglets, is near heaven ! 
With this, too — what a soul and heart 
To h\i beneath the temptei's art! — 
A teal for knowledge, huch as ne'er 
Enslirined itself in form so foir, 
Since that first fatal hour, when Evx, 

With every fruit of Eden bless'd, 
Save only one, rather tlian leave 

Tliat one unknown, lost all the rest. 

It was in dreams that first I stole 
With gentle mastery o'or her inind— 



In that rich twilight of the soul. 

When Reason's beam, luilf hid hekind 
The clouds of sense, obscui-cly gilds 
Each shadowy shape iJiat Faucy builds— 
T was then, by that soft light, I brought 

Vague, glimmering visions to her view — 
Catches of radiance, lost when caught, 
Bright labyrinths, Ibat led to nought. 

And vistas with a void seen through — 
Dwellings of bliss, that o|Mming shone. 

Then closed, dissolved, oiid loft no trace- 
All that, in short, could tempt Hope on. 

But give her wing no nesting-^ilace; 
Myself the while, with brow, as yet. 
Pure as the young moon's coronet. 
Through every dream still in her sight. 

The enchanter of each mocking scene, 
Who gave the hope, then brought the blight, 
Who said • Behold yon world of light, • 

Then suddem dropp'd a veil between ! 

At length, when I perceived each chottght. 
Waking or sleeping, fix'd on nought 

But theie illusive scenes, and me. 
The phantom, who thus came and went. 
In half revealments, only ^ncant 

To madden curiosity — 
When by such various arts I found 
Her fancy to its utmost wound. 
One night — *t was in a holy spot, 
Which she for prayer had chosoo— a grot 
Of purest marble, built below 
Her garden beds, thro!igh which a glow 
From lamps invisible then stole. 

Brightly pervading all tlu; place — 
Like that mysterious light, the soul. 

Itself unseen, slicds tlirough tlic face. 
There, at her altar while ^e knelt. 
And all tliat woman ever felt. 

When God and man both claim'd her sighs- 
Every warm thought that ever dwelt, 

Like summer cloiuis, twixt earth and skies. 

Too pure to fall, too gross to rise. 

Spoke in her gestures, tones, and eyes, 
Thus by the tender light, whicii lay. 
Dissolving round, as if its ray 
Was breathed from her, I heard lier say:— 

• Oh, idol of my dreams! whate'er 

Thy nature be — human, divine. 
Or but half heavenly— still too fair. 
Too heavenly to be ever mine! 

« Wonderful Spirit, who dost make 

Slumber so lovely, that it seems 
No longer life to live awake. 

Since Heaven itself descends in dreams : 

• Why do I ever lose thee? why — 

When on tliy realms and thee I gase — 
Still drops that veil, which I eonld die. 
Oh gladly, but one hour to raisef 

• Long ere sm^ miracles as thou 

And thine came o'er my thoughts, a ftic»t 
For light was in this soul, which now 
Thy looks have into passion nursed. 
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« Th«rr 't iioChill|r hriefhf above, bdow, 
In «kf— earth— <»cean, that thif bmar 

1>t»Ui not idtcMdv hum to know. 
And thee, fbee, thee, o'er all the re«! 

• Then come, oh S)>irit, from hehittd 
TlMf rurtams of thy radiam hope, 

Whutlter thou wouldst aa (fod he ahrined. 
Or loTcd and cla^'d at mortal, eome! 

m Kr'iDf, aH thy danlinf; tronderf here, 
Hiat r m»y wakin^r know and tee--- 

Or waft mc hence to thy own sphere. 
Thy heairen or — ay, cten lli«r'widi thee! 

• Dem<m or God, who hold'nt the liook 

t)f know1cd(;e spread lieneath thine eye, 
GiTc me, with thee, but one bright look 
Into its leaTes, and let me die! 

■ By thoae ethereal win^, whose way 

Im% ihrougti an element, so frau^t 
With floating Mind, thut, as they pliiy. 
Their ercry movement is a thought ! 

• By tint most precious hair, between 

Wbnte golden clusters the sweet wind 
<lf Pjradise so bte hath Iieen, 
And left its fragnni soul behind! 

• Bv those impassion'd eyes, ihnt melt 

Thrir light into the inmost heart. 
Like sunset in the water*, felt 
As molten fire through every part, — 

■ I Ho imi^ore thee, oh most bright 

Anil worshipp'd Spirit, shine hut o'rr 
My waking wondering eyes this night, 
Thi« one bleis'd night — 1 ask no morr!* 

Ftliau^ed, breathless, as she said 
These burning words, her languid head 
Vyon the altars steps she cast, 
A% if fli.it bmin-throh were its last — 
Till, ^Lirtlfd by the breathing, nigh, 
f>f li|M, that cchoetl bark Iter si(;h, 
Sudden her brow again she raised. 

And iherr, just liglifcd on tlic shrine. 
Beheld me — not as I had blaied 

Amund her, full of light dirine. 
In her l.itc dreams, but sofienM down, 
into more mortal grace — my crown 
(if Hr»werft. t(Mi radiant for tliin world. 

Left 1i.in|;ing on yon stirry steep; 
My wings «liiit up, like kinners furl'd. 

When Pe.ire hath put their pomp to slfep; 

Or like autumnal clouds, that keep 
Tlictr lightnings sheatlied, rather than mar 
The daunin^; hour of some young star — 
And nothing left hut wliat hoseem'd 

The acccMiihle, though glorious mate 
Of mortal wom.in — whose cye« lieam'd 

Bark upon lier s, as pa a s io natc : 
Whose ready heart brought flame for flame. 
Whose sin, whose madness was the same. 



And whose soni lotT, in that one hoar, 
For her ami for her love — oh more 

Of lieaTen's light than even the power 
Of Heaven itself could now retcore! 

And yet that htom'! 

The Spirit here 

Stopped in his utterance, as if worda 
Gave way beneath (he wild career 

Of his then ruidiing thoughts — like efaoidi^ 
Midway in some enthiuiast's song, 
Urea king i>eneutii a touch too strong- 
While tlie clcnch'd hand upon tlu: brow 
Told how rcuieuibrance throhb'd there now! 
But soon 't^M o'er— tliat casual blaae 
From the sunk fire of otlier days. 
That relic of a flame, wliose burning 

Had been too fierce to lie rdunied. 
Soon pass'd away, and the yontli, turning 

To his bright listeners, tlius resumed:— 



fVays, months ela|ised, and, tliough what 

On cartli I sigh'd for was mine, all, — 
Yet— was I happy? God, thou know'sC 
llov^c'er they smile, and feign, and boast, 

>> hat happiriiiis is theirs, who fall I 
T was hitterutit anguisli — made more kcea 
Kven hy the h>ve, the bliss, between 
Whose ihrolM it came, like gleams of hdl 

In ai'onizing croMi-light given 
Athwart the glimpse» tliey is ho dwell 

In purgatory catch of heaven ! 
The only feeling tliat to me 

Seem'd joy, or rather my sole real 
From aching misery, was to see 

My young, proud, Moomiog Lilis bleas'd — 
Siie, ihc fair fountain of all ill 

To my lost soul — isliom yet its lliirst 

Fvrviilly p-intnl after ktill, 

Antl found ilic rluirm fre»li as at first ! — 
To wv her liappy — to reflect 

Whatever U'ams still round me play'd 
( »f former pride, of glory wreck'd. 

On her, my Moon, whose light I made. 

And \%li<UH.' soul witnihipp'd even my sliadc — 
Thi* wan, I own, enjovmcnt — this 
My «4ile, laM lingeiing glimpse of bliss. 
And proud klio \%as, bright cre.iture! — proud, 

Ik-vond what e^en most queenlv stirs 
In uoiiLiii's liiMit, nor would iiavc liow'd 

Thil bi'.iiitirul young brow of Ikts 
To :iii(;lit iH'ncalli the First alMive, 
S> hi^li %hv dccni'd hrr Cherub's love! 

Tlu-n, tiHi. ih.if p.ivuon, hourly growing 

Slninj;rr ami slrongi*r — to which even 
IKt lo\i>. at times, gave way — of knowing 

Kvcry tiling strange in earth ami heaven ; 
Not onlv what (lOiI lovfH to show. 
Rut all (hat lie hath ^i-al'd Itolow, 
In darkni'H^ for man not to know — 
l.vrn lhi« desire, ala», ill-Marr'd 

Antl fatal as it wa^, I soH|;hl 
To freil iM«h minute, ami unKirr'd 

Sut h rc.ilo:* of wondiT on lier thought. 
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As ne'er, till then, had let their light 

Escape on any mortars si(;ht ! 

In the deep earth — beneath the sea — 

Through caves of fire — through wilds of air — 
Wherever sleeping Mystery 

Uad spread her curtain, we were there — 
Love still beside us, as we went. 
At home in each new clement, 

And sure of worship every where ! 

Then first was Nature taught to lay 

The wealth of all her kingdoms down 
At woman's worshipp'd feet, and say, 

« Bright creature, this is all thinu own !• 
Then first were diamonds caught — like eyes 
Shining in darkness — by surprise, 
And made to light the conquering way 
Of proud young Beauty with their ray. 
Then, too, tlie pearl from out its shell, 

Unsightly in the sunless sea 
(As 't were a spirit forced to dwell 

In form unlovely), wus set free. 
And round the neck of woman threw 
A light it lent and borrow'd too. 
For never did this maid — whate'cr 

The ambition of the hour — forget 
Her sex's pride in l>eing fair. 
Nor that adornment, tasteful, rare, 

Which makes the mighty magnet, set 

In Woman's form, more mighty yet. 
Nor was there aught within the range 

Of my swift wing in sea or air, 
Of beautiful, or grand, or strange, 
That, quickly as her wish could cliange, 

I did not seek with such fond care, 
That when I Ve seen her look above 

At some bright star admiringly, 
I 've said, « nay, look not tliere, my love, 

Alas, I cannot give it thee ! » 

But not alone the wonders found 

Through Nature's realm — the unveil'd, material, 
Visible glories that hang round, 
Like lights, through her enclianted ground- 
But whatsoe'er un«ccn, ethereal. 
Dwells far away from human sense, 

Wrupp'd in its own intelligence — 
The mystery of that Fountain-head, 

From which all vital spirit runs. 
All breath of life where'er 't is shed, 

Through men or angels, flowers or suns — 
The workings of tlie Almighty Mind, 
When first o'er Chaos he design'd 
The outlines of this world ; and through 

That spread of darkness— like the bow, 
Call'd out of rain-clouds, hue by hue — 

Saw the grand gradual picture grow! — 
The covenant witli human kind 

Which God has made — the chains of Fate 
Ue round himself and them hath twined. 

Till his lii^h task he consummate — 

Till (;oo<l from e^il, love from bate. 
Shall be work'd out tlirough sin and pain. 
And Fate shall loose her iron chain, 
And all lie free, be bright again ! 



Such were the deep-drawn mysteries. 

And some, perhaps, even more profband. 
More wildcring to the mind than these. 

Which — far as woman's thought could so 
Or a fallen outlaw'd spirit reach — 
She dared to luam, and I to teach. 
Till — fiU'd with such unearthly lore. 

And mingling the pure light it brings 
With much tliat Fancy had, before, 

Shed in false tinted glimmering*— 
The enthusiast girl spoke out, as one 

Inspired, among her own dark race. 
Who from their altars, in the sun 
Left standing half adorned, would run 

To gaze upon her holier face. 
And, though but wild the things she spoke, 
Yet 'mid that play of error's smoke 

Into fair shapes by fancy curl'd, 
Some gleams of pure religion broke — 
Glimpses that have not yet awoke. 

But startled the still dreaming world! 
Oh! many a truth, remote, sublime. 

Which God would from the minds of mei 
Ilave kept conceal'd, till his own time. 

Stole out in thene rcvealments then— 
Revealments dim, tliat have fore-run. 
By ayes, iIil* bri);lit, S;n ing One ! ' 
Like th.it iiiiperfert dawn, or light 

Escaping; from the Zodiac's signs, 
Which mukes the doubtful east half bri);ht 

Before the real moniing shines ! 

Thus did some moons of bliss go by — 

Of bliss to her, who kiw but love 
And kuowlodi^c throH);hout eartJi and sky ; 
To whose cnaiiiour (1 soul and eye, 
1 secm'd, us is the sun on high. 

The li(;ht of all Inrlow, above. 
The spirit of sea, land, and air. 
Whose influence, felt every where, 
Spread from its centre, her own heart. 
Even to the world's extremest part — 
While through that world her reinleu mind 

Uad now career'd so fast and far. 
That earth itself seem'd left behind, 
And her proud fancy, unconfined. 

Already saw heaven's gates a-jar ! 

Ilappy enthusiast! still, oh still, 
Spite of my own heart's mortal chill, 
Spite of that double-fronted sorrow, 

Which looks at once before and back, 
Beholds die yesterday, the morrow. 

And sees both comfortless, both black- 
Spite of all this, 1 could have still 
In her delight forgot all ill; 
Or, if pain would not be forgot, 
At least have borne and murmur'd not. 
When thoughts uf an offended Heaven, 

Of sinfulness, which I — even I, 

' It U the opinion of tone of tbtt Faihcrc, thai tbc knowUMiy 
the lic«lben» |KM>««»ml of ilie ProTltlv.-iice of God, • fuinra •!■ 
other tabliaiv «ioririne« of Cbrislianity, wm «l<Tived froM t1 
Bainrp r«rel«tioa« of the*e falitn angcU to the woomb of • 
See ?iolc.-. 
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While down ilt Utep wamt headloni; driven, — 
Well knew could never be fori^ven. 

Came o*er me with an a^ony 
Dcyond all reach of mortal woe,— 
A torture kept for thoae who know, 
Know every thing, and, worst of all. 
Know and love virtue while they fill !— 
Evi*n then her pretence had the power 

To aootlie, to warm, — nay, even to hieta — 
If ever bliia could graft its flovrer 

On stem so full of bittemeas — 
F.Tcn then her glorious smile to me 

Brought warmth and radiance, if not halm, 
l.ikc moonlight on a troubled sea, 

Briglit4:ning the storm it cannot calm. 
<')ft, too, when that disheartening fear, 

Which all who love beneath the sky 
IVx-l, wlico tliey gaic on what is dear— • 

The drradfiU thought that it must die! 
Tlut desoLiting thought, which comes 
lolo men's happiest hours and homes; 
Wlioae melanclioly boding flings 
lleath's shadow o'er the brightest things. 
Sicklies tiie infant's bloom, and spreads 
Tlie grave beneath voung lovers' lieads ! 
This fuar, so sad to all — to me 

Most full of sailness, from the tliought 
Tlkit I must still live on when she 
Would, like tite miow that on the nea 

Fell yesterday, in vain lie sought — 
That ilea^cn to me the final seal 

Of <ill uurth's sorrow would deny, 
And 1 eternally must feel 

Tlie deatli-pang, without power to die! 
Ktrn thin, her fond endearments— fund 
Asc%er twisted the swiwt bond 
'T^ixt heart and heart — could charm away: 
before her look no cloutls would stay. 
<>r, if tliey did, their gloom was gone, 
Tlieir darkncM put a glory on ! 
Tlwre seem'd a freshncM in her breath. 
Beyond tlie mich, tlic power of death ! 
And tlien, her voice— oh, uho could doubt 
Tlut 't would for ever thus breathe out 
A music, like the harmony 
Of ihe tuneil orbs, too sweei to die ! 
While in her lip's awakening touch 
TlK*rc thrili'd a life ambrosial — such 
As mantles in flie fruit steep'd through 
With Kden's most delicious dew- 
Till I could almost think, though kncm-n 
And loved as human, tlioy had grown 
By bliaa, celestial as my own ! 

But 't is not, 't is not for the wrong. 

The guilty, to be happy long ; 

And slie, too, now, li.id sunk within 

The sliadow of a tempter's sin— 

Sludow of death, whcwe witliering frown 
Kills whatt(K*'cr it lights upon — 
Too deep for even hrr soul to shun 

Tlie devtlation it hrin^.s doi^n ! 

Listen, and if a tear then? be 

l<eft in your hctrts, weep it for me. 



T was on the evening of a day. 
Which we in love liad dream'd away; 
In that same garden, where, beneath 
Tlie silent earth, strippM of my wreath, 
And furling up those wiugs, whose light 
For mortal gaie were else too bright, 
I first had stood before her sight; 
And found myself — oh, ersbisy. 

Which even in pain I ne'er forget—- 
Worshipp'd as only God should be, 

And loved as never man was yet! 
In that s:ime garden we were now, 

Thougliifully side by side reclining. 
Her cyan lurn'd upward, and her brow 

With its own silent f.inriiii shining. 
It was an evening bright and still 

As ever bhish'd on wave or bower,' 
Smiling from Heaven, as if nought ill 

Could happen in so sweet an hour. 
Yet, I remenilier, both grew sad 

In IfMiking at that light — even slie. 
Of iKrnrt so fresh, and brow so glad, 

Felt the mute hour's solemnity, 
And tliought site saw, in that repose, 

Tlie death-hour not alone of light, 
Hut of thi^ whole fair world— the clour 

Of all things Iieaiitiful and bright— 
The la«t grand sun-«*t, in vihose r.iv 
Natun* herself dii-d calm awav I 

At lenj^th, as if Konie tlmugiit, awaking 

Suddenly, sprung v^itjiin Iiit brcjM — 
Like a \oung hinl, when day-light breakin-; 

StariK's him from his dreamy nest- 
She tiirn'd upon mo her dark eyes. 

Dilated into thai full khap** 
They took in joy, reproach, surprise, 

As if to let more soul (>scape. 
And, playfully as on my head 
Her white hand rested, suiiled and said:— 

• I had, la^ night, a dream of tliec, 
Resenibliiig thos«> di\ine onir% given, 

Like preludeii to sweet minstrelsv, 

Before thou earnest, thyself, from heaven. 

T1u> same rich wreath was on tliy brow, 
D.iziling ax if of star-light made; 

And ilii-se win|;%. lying darkly nuw. 

Like meteors round thire flasli'd and pl.tv'd. 

All hri(;ht as in tliuse happy dn'auis 
Thdii Ktood'st, a enrature to adore 

No h'sii than love, breathing out lR>ain^ 
Ai^ flowers do fragrance, at each }Kire ! 

Siidilen I felt thee draw me near 

Tti thy pure Jieait. wImti', ftiudly placed, 

I M*eiu'il wiihin the atiiiokphere 
Of itiat eilialuig li{:ht eiiil>rai*ed; 

.\nd, as tlinu lield'st nie tluT.*. f1i>* naiti.^ 
IVivt'd fnmi thy he.i\enK miuI to miiif. 

Till— oh. tmi bliMful — i iRNMnie, 
Like thee, all s|»irit. all divine. 

3.1 
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kSay, why did dresm io brlgilit come o'er mo^ 
If, DOW I wake, 'tit Med, gone? 

Vi^hen will my Cherub ehiiie before CM 
Thus radiant, as in hearen he tholief 

• When shall I, wakings, be allow'd 
To ipxe upon those perfect channlt 

And hold thee thus, witfiout a clood, 
A chill of eartl), within my 



• Oh what a pride to say — this, this 
Is my own Anf|el— all diTine, 

And pure, and danling as he is. 
And fresh from heaven, he 's mine, he 's 

• Think'st thou, were Litis in thy place, 
A creature of yon lofty skies. 

She would hate hid one single grace, 
One glory from her lorer^s eyesT 

• No, no — then, if thou lotr^st like me, 
Shine out, young Spirit, in the blase 

Of thy most proud divinity. 
Nor think thou 'It wound this mortal gase. 

■ Too long hare I look'd doating on 
Those ardent eyes, intense even thus — 

Too near the stars themselves have gone, 
To fear aught grand or luminous. 

• Then doubt me not — oh, who can say 
But tfiat tliis dream may yet come true. 

And my blest spiiit drink thy ray 
Till it becomes all heavenly too? 

• Let me this once but feel tlie flame 

Of those spread wings, the very pride 
Will change my nature, and this frame 
By the mere touch be deified!* 

Thus spoke the maid, as one, not used 
To he by man or God refused — 
As one, who felt her influence o'er 

All creatures, whatsoe'er they were, 
And, though to heaven she could not soar, 

At least would bring down heaven to lier! 

Little did she, alas, or Y — 

Even I, whose soni, but half-way yet 
Immerged in sin's obscurity. 
Was as the planet where we lie, 

O'er half whose disk the sun is set — 
Little did we foresee the fete, 

Tlie dreadful — how can it be told? 
Oh God ! such anguish to relate 

Is o'er again to feel, behold! 
But, charged as 't is, my heart must speak 
Its sorrow out, or it will break ! 

Some dark misgivings hnd, I own, 
Pass'd for a moment through my breast-— 
Fears of some danger, vague, unknown. 
To one, or both — something unbless'd 
To happen from this proud request. 
But soon these boding fsncies fled ; 

Nor saw 1 ought that could forbid 
My full revealment, save the dread 
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Of that first dacsle, timt u«hi4 

And bursting glory on a lid 
Untried in heaven — and even this glani 
She might, by love's own nursing; care. 
Be, like young eagles, taught to bear. 
For well I knew the lustre shed 
From my rich wings, when proudlieat spr ea d 
Was, in its nature, lambent, pnre, 

And innocent as is the light 
The glow-worm hangs out to alhare 

Her mate to her green bower at night. 
Oft had 1, in the mid-air, swept 
Through clouds in which the ligfatnUig slept. 
As in his lair, ready to spring. 
Yet waked him not — though from my wing 
A thousand sparks fell glittering ! 
Oft too when round me from above 

The feather'd snow (which, for its whitenet 
In my pure days I used to love) 
Fell like the moukings of Heaven's DoTt— 

So harmless, though so full of brigfatoem, 
Was my brow's vnvath, that it would shake 
From off its flowers each downy iake 
As delicate, unmelted, fiiir, 
And cool as they had fallen there I 
Nay even with Lius — had I not 

Around her sleep in splendour coaie*- 
Hung o'er each beauty, nor foi^got 

To print my radiant lips on some? 
And yet, at mom, from that repose. 

Had she not waked, unscathed and bright, 
As doth the pure, unconscious rote. 

Though by the fire-fly kiss'd all night} 
Even when the rays 1 scattered stole 
Intensest to her dreaming soul. 
No thrill disturh'd the insensate fmnse — 
So subtle, so refined that flame, 
Which, rapidly as lightnings melt 

The bl.«.le within the unharm'd sheath. 
Can, by the outward form unfelt, 

Reach and dissolve the soul beneath ! 

Thus having (as, alas ! deceived 

By my sin's blindness, I believed) 

No cause for dread, and those black ejm 

There fix'd upon nie, eageriy 
As if the unlocking of the skies 

Then waited but a sign from me-» 
How was I to refuse? how say 

One word that in lier heart could stir 
A fear, a doubt, bat that eachnnay 

I brought from heaven belong'd to her? 
Slow from her side I rose, while she 
Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly. 
But not with fear — all hope, desire. 

She waited for the awful boon. 
Like priestesses, witii eyes of fire 

Watching the rise of the full moan, 
Wliose beams— they know, yet cannot sIhw i -*- 
Will madden tliem when look'd upon ! 
Of all my glories, the bright crown. 
Which, when 1 last from heaven came dowfi, 
I left— sec, where those clouds afar 

Sail through the west— there hangs it yet. 
Shining remote, more like a star 

Than a fellen angel's coronet — 
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Of all my glonet, ibk aloiM 

Was waniiBff— but the illumiiied brow, 
Tbe curk, like temdtiU thai had frown 

Ont of the auo— the eyea, that now 
Had love'ft light added to their own. 
And thed a blaae, befbra unknown 
Even to themaelvfa— the unfolded winyi, 
FrooD which, aa from two radiant tfrin^ 
Sparklaa Ml fast around, like spray — 
All I could bring of heaTen's amy, 

Of that rich |wnoply of charms 
A cherub roovus in, on llic day 
Of bia best pomp, I now put on ; 
And, proud that in her eyes I shone 

Thus glorious, glided to lier arms. 
Which still (tliough at a sight so splendid 

Ikn- danled brow had instantly 
Sank on her breast) were wide cElended 

To clasp the form, she durst not see! 

Great God! how conld thy yengeance light 
So bitterly on one so bright? 
How could the hand, that gave such charms, 
Blaslthem again, in love's own armsT 
Scarce liad I touch'd Iter slirinking frame. 

When— oh most horrible! — I fell 
Tliat every ^wrk of that pure flame — 

Pure, while among the stars I dwelt — 
Was now by my transgression turn'd 
Into gross, earthly fire, which burn'd, 
Bum'd all it touch'd, as fast as eye 

Gould follow the fierce ravening flashes. 
Till there— oh God, I still ask why 
Such doom was hers 1 — I saw lier lie 

Black'ning within my arms to ashes ! 
Those cheeks, a glory but to sec — 

Those lipa, whose toucb was what tbe first 
Fresh cup of immorttliiy 

Is to a new-made angel's thirst ! 
Those arms, within whose gentle round. 
My heart's horiion, the whole bound 
Of its hope, prospect, heaven was found ! 
Which, even in this dread moment, fiind 

As wlien ihvy fir»t were round me cast. 
Loosed not in death the fatal hood, 

BlU, burning, held me to the last — 
Tliai liair, from under whose dark veil. 
The snovi-y neck, like a white sail 
At moooligbt seen 'twixt wave and wave. 
Shone out by gleams— that liair, 10 saw 
But one o# whose long glossy wreaths, 
I could have dii*d ti>n tliousami deaths! — 
All, all, that secMn'd, one minute since. 
So full of love's own redolence. 
Now, parrh'd and liUck, before me lay. 
Withering in agony away; 
And mine, oh minery ! mine the flams. 
From which thin desolation cam»— 
And I the fiend, whose foul cmnm 
Hid blasu-d all that lovdincasl 



T WW madd'ning, 'C was — bnl hmr even wor%c- 
Ilad dentil, death only, been tbe curse 
I brought upon h«T — had tbe doom 
Bat ended here, when her young bloom 



Lay in iha dust, and did ibo spirit 
No part of that fell curse inkeril, 
T were not so draadful — but, coma 
Too shocking 't is for earth lo bear— 
Just when her eyes, in foding, took 

Their last, keen, agonised farewell. 
And look'd in mine with— oh. that look ! 

Avenging Power, whate'er tlie beU 
Thou mayst to human souls assign. 
The memory of that look is mine!— 
In her ia^t struggle, on my brow 

Iler ashy lips a kiss impress'd, 
So withering ! — I fed it now — 

'T was fire — but fire, even more nnUess'd 

Than was my own, and like that flame, 
The angeU shudder hut to name, 
Hell's everlasting eU'ment! 

Deep, deep it pierced into my brain, 
Madd'ning and torturing as it went. 

And here — see liere, the mark, tlie stain 
It left upon my front — burnt in 
By that last kiss of love and sin — 
A brand, which even the wreathed pride 
Of these bright curls, still fbrred aside 
By its foul contact, cannot hide ! 

But is it thus, dread Providence — 

Can it, indeed, be thus, that she. 
Who, but for one proud, fond offonre, 

Ilad Iionour'd Heaven itself, should be 
Now doom'd — 1 cannot speak it- no, 
Merciful God ! it it not so — 
Never could lips divine have said 
The fiat of a fate so dread. 
And yet, that look— that look, so fraught. 

With more than anguisli, with despair- 
That new, fierce fire, n-aembling nought 

In heaven or earth — this scorch I hear ! — 
Ob,— for the first time that these knc«s 

Have bent before thee since my fall. 
Great Power, if over thy decrees 

Thou rouIdAi for prayer like mine recal, 
Pardfin that spirit, and on me, 

On me, who taught her pride to err, 
Shed out each drop of agony 

Thy burning phial keeps for her! 
See, too, where low beside me kneel 

Two other outcasts, who, though gone 
And lost tbcnuelves, yet dare to feel 

And pray for diat poor mortal one. 
Alas, too well, too well tlury know 
The pain, tlic penitence, the woe 
Tliat PaMion brings down on tlie be«l. 
The wisest and the loveliest. — 
Oh, who is to be saved, if such 

Bri|;Iit erring souls are not forgiven ". 
So loth they wander, ami so much 

Tlieir very wanderings loan tow'rds lieaven ! 
Again I cry. Just God, transfer 

That creature 's sufferings all to me-^ 

Mine, mine the guilt, the torment Iw— 
To save one minute's pain to her. 

Let mine last all elernilv ! 
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lie paused, and to the earth bent down 

His throbbing head ; while they, who fdc 
That agony as 't were their own, 

Those angel youths, beside hiai knelt, 
And, in the niglit s fttill silence there, 
While mournfully each wandering air 
Play'd in those plumes, tliat never more 
To their lout home in heaven must soar, 
Breatli'd inwardly the voicelcm prayer, 
Unheard by all hut Mercy's car — 
And wiiicli if Mercy did not hear. 
Oh, God would not be what this bright 

And glorious universe of hi«, 
This world of beauty, goodness, light. 

And endless love, proclaims He is I 

Not long they knelt, when, from a wood 
That crown'd that airy solitude. 
They heard a low, uncertain sound, 
As from a lute, that just had found 
Some happy thorae, and murmur'd round 
The new-born fancy — with fond tone. 
Like lliat of ring-dove o'er her brood — 
Scarce tliinking au(;ht »o sweet its own ! 
Till soon a voice tliat malch'd as well 

That gentle instrumuni, as suits 
The sea-air to an ocesin-fthull 

(So kin its spirit to the lute'a). 
Tremblingly follow'd the soft strain. 
Interpreting its joy, its pain, 

And lending the light wings of words 
To many a thought that else had lain 

Unfledged and mute among tlie chords. 

All started at the sound — but chief 

The third young Angel, in whose face, 
Though faded like the others, grief 

llad left a gentler, holier, trace; 
As if, c\iiO yet, through pain and ill, 
Hope had not quit him — as if still 
Her precious pearl in sorrow's cup, 

llnmelted at the bottom lay, 
To shine again, when, all drunk up, 

The bitterness should pass away. 
Chiefly did he, though in his cyux 
There shone more pleasure than surprise, 
Turn to the wood, from whence that sound 

Of solitary sweetness broke. 
Then, listening, look delighted round 
To his bright peers, while thus it spoke; — 

« Come, pray with me, my seraph love, 

My angel-lord, come pray with me; 
In vain to-night my lip hath strove 
To send one holy prayer aliove — 
The knee may bend, the lip may move, 
But pray 1 cannot without thee ! 

■ I 've fed the altar in my bower 
Witli droppings from the incense-tree; 

I 've sheltered it from wind and shower, 

But dim it burns the livelong hour, 

An if, like me, it had no power 
Of life or luAtre, without thee ! 

/ 

• A boat at uiidni{;ht sent alone 
To drift upon the moonless sea, 



A lute, whose leading chord is gone, 
A wounded bird, that hath but one 
Imperfect wing to soar upon. 
Are like what I am without thee! 

■ Then ne'er, my spirit-love, divkle. 

In life or death, thyself from me; 
But when again, in sunny pride, 
Thou walk'st through Eden, let me glide, 
A prostrate shadow, by thy side — 

Oh, happier tlms than witliout thee!* 

The song had ceased, when from the .wood — 

Where curving down that airy height. 
It rearh'd the spot on which they stood — 

There suddenly slione out a light 
From a clear lamp; which, as it biased 
Across the brow of one who raised 
The flame aloft (as if to throw 
lu light upon that group below), 
Display'd two eyes, sparkling between 
The dusky leaves, such as are seen 
By fancy only, in those faces. 

That haunt a poet's walk at even. 
Looking from out their leafy places 

Upon his dreams of love and heaven. 
'T was but a moment — the blush, brought 
O'er all her features at the thought 

Of being seen thus late, alone. 
By any but the eyes she sought. 

Had scarcely for an instant slione 

Through the dark leaves when she was gone- 
Gone, like a meteor that o'erliead 
Suddenly shines, and, ere we 've said, 
• lx>ok, look, how beautiful !» — *t is fled. 

Yet, ere she went, the words, « I come, 
1 eome, my Nama,* reach'd her ear. 
In that kind voice, familiar, dear, 
Which tells of confidence, of home, — 
Of habit, that hath drawn hearU near. 
Till they grow one— of faith sincere. 
And all tliat Love most loves to hear! 
A music, breathing of the past. 

The present, and die time to be, 
Where Hope and I^lcmory, to the last, 
Lengthen out life's true harmony ! 

Nor long did he, whom call so kind 
Sunimon'd away, remain behind , 
Nor did there need much time to tell ' 

What they — alas, more fallen than he 
From happiness and heaven — knew well. 

His gender love's short history ! 

Thus did it run — not as he told 

The tale himself, but as 't is graved 
Uppn the tablets tliat, of old. 

By Cliam were from the deluge saved. 
All written over with sublime 

And saddening legends of the unblest 
But glorious spirits of that time, 

And this young Angul's 'mong the rest 
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Aiio!io the Spirits, of pure flame, 

Ttut round tlic Aliiii{;lity Throne abide — 
CirclcH of light, that from the same 

Ktrnial cL-ntrc sweeping wide, 
Carry its hcams on every side 
(Like spheres of air that waft around 
Tlie undulations of rich sound). 
Till the far-ciri'lin(; radiance be 
Diffused into infinity ! 
First and immediate near tlic Tlironc, 
A« if itcruliarly («o«rs own, 

The Srraplih' stand this burning sign 

Trtrcd on tln'ir l»anncr, • I^ove Divine!* 
Thuir rank, tiieir honours, far above 

Even those to high-brow'd Cherubs given, 
Tlinugh knowing all — so much doth I^ve 

TranACfud all knowledge, even in heaven ! 
'Mt>ng the»«.* was Z^iraph once — and none 

E'er ffli affirtion's holy lire, 
< >r yeani'd towards ihe Eternal One, 

Willi half Mirh longing, deep desire. 
L<ive waA to his impawiou'd soul 

Not, .14 with others, a mere part 
(yf it^ eiii^tence, hut the whole — 

The very life-breatli of his heart ! 

Often, wlK'n from the Almighty brow 

A luMre came loo bright to Itear, 
Ami all the Miraph ranks would bow 

Their lieads beneath their win(p», nor dare 

To I(M)k upon the effulgence tliere — 
TliM Spirit's eyes would court the bbuc 

(Surli pride he in adoring took), 
And rather lose, in that one gaie. 

The |Htwer of looking than not look \ 
Then 1<M>, when angel voices sung 
1 Ih? mercy of their Go<l, and strung 
Their harps to hail, with w«-lcome sweet, 

The moment, watrh'd for by all eyes, 
When some repentant sinner's ftx't 

First touch'd the threshold of llie skies. 
Oh then how clearly di4l the voice 
Of /araph above all rejoice! 
Love was in every buoyant tone. 

Such love as only could liulong 
To the blest angels, and alone 

Could, even from angels, bhn^ such song ! 

A Us, that it should e'er have been 

The same in heaven as it is here. 
Where notliing fond or bright is seen. 

But it hath pain and peril near — 
Where right amt wrong so clow resemble, 

Tliat wlial we take for virtue's thrill 
Is often the first «lownward tremble 

Of the heart's balance into ill— 
Where Love hath not a slirine so pare, 

So holy, hut the serpent. Sin, 
In moments even the most secure. 

Beneath bis alur may glide in ! 

' TW SMapfcia ai* «Im iflriu sT DiviM Ut«.-Sm >m*. 



So was it with that An^jel— tnch 

The charm that sloped his fall along 
From good to ill, from loving much. 

Too easy lapse, to loving wrong.— 
Even so that amorous Spirit, bound 
Ily l>cauty's «|iell, where'er 't was found, 
From the bright thin(;s above tlie moon, 

Down to earth'h beaming eyes descended. 
Till love for the Creator soon 

In passion for the crcatun; ended! 

'T was first at twilight, on the sliorc 

Of the smooth sea, he heard the lute 
And voice of her he IovihI steal o'er 
The silver waters, that lay mute, 
As loth, by even a breath, to stiy 
Tlie pilgrima^je of that sw<?et lay; 
WhoM.' echoes still went on and on, 
Till lost among the light that shone 
Far off beyond tlu; ocean's brim — 

There, when: the rich cascade of day 
Had, o'er the horiion's golden rim. 

Into Elysium nill'd away! 
Of (1O4I Hhe sutig, and of the mild 

Attendant Men-v, that besiile 
His awful throne for e\-er smileil, 

Ready with her white hand, to guide 
lli^ liolts of venge.ince to tlieir prey — 
That she might quench lliem on tlie way ! 
Of Peace— of that Atoning Love, 
L'iMin wiio!^.' star, shinin(; aliove 
This twilight world of ho|ie and fear. 
The weirping i^rt of Faith are !i»*<l 
So fond, that with her ever\- tear 

The light of that love-star is mix'd !— 
All this hlie sung, and such a soul 

Of piety wan in that song, 
1 hut the rhami'd Angel, a!i it stole 

Tenderly to his ear, along 
Tliose lulliiii; w.Jters, wli.rrr he lay 
Walrhing the d.iv-light's dying lay, 
Tlioii|;ht 'l was a voice from out tlie wave, 
An <t)i<i that some spirit );.i«e 
To FUh'n's distant harmony. 
Heard faint and sweet livneath the sea ! 

Oiiicklv, liowi*ver, to its source. 
Tracking that music's melting cimrse, 
Hh saw upon the golden sind 
Of the sea-shore .1 maiden stand, 
Bi'fore whoM* fiM^t the expiring waves 

Flung their last irdiute with a sigh- 
As >" tbe E.1M, exhaUHted slaves 

Lay down the far-brought gift, ami die— 
And. while her luU- huni; by lier, husli'd. 

As if unequal to the tiile 
Of song, that fnmi her lips stdl gush'd. 

She raisi*d, like one Iwatified, 
Those c^-es, whose light sgcukI rather given 

To be adore«l tlun to adore— 
Such e\rs as may liave look'd/roai heaven, 

But ne'er were raised to it before ! 

Oh Love, Religion, Music— all 
Tliat 's left of Eden upon earth— 
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The only blcMiBft, mbm the hl\ 
Of our wmk loult, chat Mill raeal 

A trace of thew high gloriotu birth — 
How kindred are the dreams you briii(f ! 

How Lore, though unto earth so prone, 
Delights to take Rdifpion's wioff, 

When time or grief hath stain'd his own ! 
How near to Lore's beguiling brink. 

Too oft, entranced Religion lies! 
While Music, Music is the link 

They both still hold by to the skies, 
The language of tlieir natirc sphere. 
Which they had else forgotttsn here. 

How then could Zaraph fail to feel 
That moment's witcheries? — one so fair 

Breathing out music that might steal 
Hearcn from itself, and rapt in prayer 
That seraphs might be proud to share ! 

Oh, he dul feci it— for too well — 

Widi warmtli that much too dearly coat — 

Nor knew he, when at last he fell. 

To which attraction, to which spell, 

Lore, Music, or Derotion, most 

His soul in tlut sweet hour was lost. 

Sweet was the hour, though dearly won, 

And pure, as aught of earth could be. 
For tlicn first did tlie glorious sun 

Before Religion's altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock's golden tie 
Self-pledged, in love to live and die — 
Then first did woman's riq^in brow 

That hymeneal chaplct wear, 
VThicli, when it dies, no second row 

Can hid a new one bloom out ther«-~ 
Bless'd union ! by that ungel wore. 

And worthy from such hands to coma ; 
Safe, sole asylum, in which Lore, 
>Yhen fallen or exiled from abore. 

In this dark world can find a home. 

And, though the Spirit had transgress'd. 
Had, from his Ktation 'mong tlie bluw'd. 
Won down hy woman's smile, allow'd 

Terrestrial pa»sion to breathe o'er 
The mirror of his licurt, and cloud 

God's image, there so bright before— 
Yet nercr did that God look down 

On error with a brow so mild ; 
Nerer did justice launch a frown 

Tliat, ere it full, so nearly smiled. 
For gentle was their lore, with awe 

And trembling like a treasure kept. 
That was nol theirs by holy law. 
Whose beauty with remorse they saw. 

And o'er whose preciou'tness they wept 
Humility, that low, sweet root, 
From which all hearenly rirtues shoot, 
^'as.in the hearts of both — but most 

In Nama's heart, by whom alone 
Those charms, for which a hearen was lost, 

Secm'd all unralucd and unknown ; 
And when her Seraph's eyes she cauglii. 

And hid hers glowing on his breast. 



Eren bliss was humbled by the thought, 
« What claim hare 1 10 he so blMs'dhi 

Still less could maid so meek hare nursed 
Dtesire of knowledge— that rain thint. 
With which the sex hath all been euraed. 
From luckless Ere to her who near 
The Tabernacle stole, to hear 
The secrets of the Angels^no— 

To lore as her own seraph lored. 
With Faith, tlie same through bliss and 

Faith that, were eren its light rcmored, 
Gould, like the dial, fix'd ivmain. 
And wait till it shone out again— 
With Patience that, though often bow*d 

By the rude storm, can rise anew, 
And Hope that, eren from Eril's cloud. 

Sees sunny Good half breaking through ! 
This deep, relying Lore, worth more 
In hearen than all a cherub's lore — 
Thtt Faith, more sure than aught beside. 
Was the sole joy, ambition, pride. 
Of her fond heart^^tlie unreasoning scf>pe 

Of all its riews, abore, below<— 
So true she felt it that to Aope, 

To trust, is happier than to know. 

And tints in humbleness they trod». 
Abash'd, but pure before their God; 
Nor e'er did earth I>uhold a sight 

So meekly beautiful as tliey. 
When, with the altar's holy light 

Full on tlicir brows, tliey knelt to pray. 
Hand within hand, and side by side. 
Two links of lore, awhile untied 
From the great cliain abore, hut fast 
Holding together to the last — 
Two fallen Splendors from that tree 
Which buds with such eternally,' 
Shaken to earth, yet keeping all 
Their light and Iheslmcss in tlie fall. 

Their only punishment (as wrong, 

Howcrer sweet, must hear its brand). 
Their only doom nras this — that, long 

As the green earth and ocean stand. 
They both shall wander here —the same 
Throughout all time, in heart and frame— 
Still looking to that goal sublime. 

Whose light, remote but sure, they see, 
Pilgrims of Lore, whose way is Time, 

Whose home is in Kternity! 
Subject, the while, to all the strife 
True lore encounters in this life — 
The wislies, hopes, he breathes In rain ; 

The chill, that turns his warmest agha 

To earthly rapour, ere they rise ; 
The doubt he feeds on, and the pain 

Tliat in his rery sweetness lies. 
Still worse, tlie illusions that betray 

His footsteps tu their sliining brink ; 

' ' Am •llatloB to thf Sf^hlrotha or Splosdort of llw J«wl*k C*l>- 
; ImI*, r«pr«MaMd m a tree, of wbidi God U «1m onrwa or MMBtt. 
I —See Note. 
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That tempt him on h» dnert way 

Thn>ut{h the bleak worM, to bead aad driok, 
Wliere nothiog iii«els \m lifw, aUa 1 
But he af aiD mutt uifhiiig paaa 
Od to tluit far-off home of peac^ 
In which alooe hi» thint will 



All thin ilipy hear, but, not tlie leM, 
ll»Ttr momonu rich in happineM'- 
Bint inittintjs after many a day 
Of widow liood pa»t faraway, 
yS'htm the loved face apnin is 
(ihMe, rlow', with not a tear between— 
<>)nfidinf;n frank, without rontrol, 
Pnur'd mutually from tnul totoni; 
As frci? from any fear or doubt 

As i> that li|;ht fmm chill or atain. 
The Hun into the ttars aheda out. 

To l>e by them alied bark af^in !— 
That happy niingli-wient of heirta, 

Where, changed an chymic eompoanda are, 
Each with it» own exisienci; parta, 

To tinil a new one, happier far ! 
Such are Aieir joyt— and, crowninf all. 

That blctaed hope of the bright boor, 
>Vhcn, happy and no more to fall. 

Their spirits shall, with freshen'd power, 
Km' up rewarded for their trust 

In Him from whom all goodncH spriaga. 
And, shaking off earth's soiling dnat 

From their emancipated wings, 
>Vander for ever throu|>h those skies 
Of radiauco, where Love ncrer dies! 

In what lone region of the earth 

ThcM* pilgrims now may roam or dwell, 
God and the Angds, who look forth 

To watch their steps, alone can tell. 
Hut »houItl we in our wanderings, 

Mi'«'i a youn|« pair, who»i* beauty wants 
But ihe .iiiomment of hri(;ht wings. 

To hM>k like hcUTen's inhabitants — 
Who shine where'er they tread, and yet 

Are humble in tlieir eartlilv lot. 
As r« lilt* wayHude violet, 

T1i.it Khmes unaecn, and were it nac 

For ill* sweet breath wonld he forgot— 
>\ hose lieurts in erery llMNighi are one, 

Whose Toioes titler the sacae wills. 
Answering as Fcho doth, some lone 

Of fairy music *mong tl»e hilli| 
So like iiMelf, we seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the siraki— 
W liotc piety is love— whose love, 
Th«High close as 'l were their scMila' easbrace, 
k not of e.irth, but from above-^ 
Like two fair mirron, face to fcce, 
WlioMT lit;ht, from one to the other thrown. 
N heaven's n-tleiion. not their owo-^ 
SluHihl we e'er meet witli augkc ao pare, 
So perfect hiTP. we may be sure 

Then? is but one such pair below; 
And, .1% we bless them on their way 
Through tlie worhl's wikleraesa, may say, 

m There Xaraph and his Nama go.« 
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Pair ACS, p. 263, col. i. 

eoM trssthilfs by tks L\X of tkat ' 
cbaptcr of tioacsit, oir. 

The error of these interpreters (and, it isaud, of the oh 
lulic version also) was in making it at AyytXoi ret 
^tOij. • the AnyU of God,* instead of • the S^ma a-^ 
mistake which, assisted by the allegorising comment 
of Philo, and the rliapaotlical fictions of llie Book o 
Enocli ,' was more than sufficient to affect llie imagina 
tions uf such half-Pagan writers as Clemens Alexan- 
drinus, Terlullian, and Lactantius, who, chiefly, amon| 
the Fathers, have indulged themselves in fanciful reverie 
upon the subject. Tlie greater number, liowever, har 
njf^ted the fiction with indignation. Qirx-sostom, h 
his twenty - second Homily upon Genesis, eametdy ex 
poses its alwurdity;' and Cyril accounts such a tuppo 
sition as v/'/'Ji fitufAXi^ • bordering on folly.** Accord 
ing to these Fnthere (and their opinion lias been fbllowM 
by all the theologians, down from S>t llioniaa to Gary 
and Ligtitfooi 4), the term • Sons of God,» muat be un 
derstood to mean the descendants of Scth, by Enoa- 
a family peculiarly favoured by Heaven, because will 
them men first licgan to « call upon tlie name of th 
Lord,n — while, by ■ the daughters of men,» they sup 
pose that the corrupt race of (^ain is designated. Th 
probability, however, is, that the words in queatioi 
ought to liave been translated « the sons of the noble 
or great men.** as we find them interpreted in the Tai 
gum of Oiikelos (the most ancient and accurate of al 
Ihe Chaldaic paraphnisif»),and as, it appears from Cvril 
the version of Svmmacliiis alvi rendered them. Tlii 
translation of tlie paniage removes all difficulty, an 
at once relieves the Sacred History of an extravagann 
which, however it may suit iIr* imagination of the pod 
is inconsistent with all our notions, both philoaopliiri 
and religious. 

Note a, page 3ti3, col. a. 

TrssAMit •• k ■oiwt. aifkt ■■drfsf, 
Th.- •xho ol hb inaiii 



Dioiiysius (IKr Goriest. Ilirrarcb.) is of opiiMon, Ihi 
when Ifkiiali n-presents the Seraphim as crying out « on 
untu the other,* his intention is to describe tho« 



> It KlIaaMiablr to thiak ikot ikb uhmn4 n^Jsctlss. oCwkk 
w« oow ksow ikc «lwl« froa Dr Lsaitacr'c traatlatioa, thoal 
i>Toi ka«r btvB «va»idrml •• aa iB»pire«l or aatkoatk waA. Ii 
tkr Prplimaary DiMrnsiifia. |>n-liMl io tb» Traatlattaa. 

* Uae of iho arf aaoat* of (.WyMMloa is, that AB|sh srv i 
wWrp fit*, la ibn OM TrMaami. raiiad •»oat af Go*. — k at b 
eoaaieataior, Stoaifhaoos, tkiNtt ikat ka ia aiiaUkaa, •m4 Am I 
tkr B«iok of Job ikry are ••• «l«»ii:aat««l, (r. i, t. C.) batk ia ika «r 
eiaal llalrr« *m4 ikr Vaisati-. ikuagk ao« ia ikc $rf«aagiat,«ki» 
aleao. k«> tay*. <.kr;««tt->a rtoil. 

' Lili. ii. <«la|>k]roraa.— Pkil««tri«a. laklaMiaaM 
•ic«, flanpi ikM (itir) of tke Aa^rU aaniaf tka aaaiLar. aa* w«» 
acMTin oalj to Iw raakrd wilk ikoM> hciioa* aboat f oila aa«l boi 
dMart, towhirkibffaai-y of ibr Pai;aa |ioaUfa«c bink: — > iUcaiii 
F^{aaoraai pt Ponaraai ■^•dai-ia oMPraal il«<o«dntqoo iraaafaiM 
loa aHiada cwu^S** i»«sii»i*».'— *• Vbrm. Uii. fcail. p •• 

* Li|;kif«MM »a;». . Tk«> aoai uf «hmI. «>r tbr ai*BilHr«»riha*A«td 
I aad ibr priigaay of Vib. aiarryiaj earalaatiy oad {.roMitcnnwi 

wiib tbrtUacbtan of aira. "r Uoud of t^^a.* rtt. I iad ia M 
tkat. arcartlian to tkr Saaaritaa tf^ioo. tb# pbraio Bay ba aadn 
•Mail a* aM^oiac • iba Siiat of ike JmJfft.»^9o vanaaalf SMy ll 
Hcbrni ward, kUUm. ba iatarr<i«Mrf. 
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comnmnicatioiw of the divine thoughl and will, which 
are conlinually pucinfr from ihc higher onlers of the 
angeU to Uic lower:— eta km aurous roui ^torarous 
Upafifi oi dioko'/oi jpaatv ixt(iO'i itpoi rov irtpov xc- 
xpayv^t, «t?«« tv roura, KCtB^nBo otfAXit, oV^^wvTf ,-, 
ire Twv^toAoycxwv '/'jrasi(uv ol -nfi^aroi-zon osurtpon 
furaotooMt.See also, in the l>araphras»c of Pachymer 
upon Dionytiua, cap. a. rather a »trikin{j pa»agc, in 
which he rcpresentt all living creafiin« a»b«*ingrina 
•tronser or fainter dcgreen, m echoes of God.* 

Note 3, page 264, col. i. 

Oa« of earth'* fcirMt woMtnklBd 
Hair veil'd from view, or rather •brinad 
la thu Hear crycul of a brook. 

This is given upon the authority, or rather according 
to the foncy, of some of the Fathers, who suppose that 
the women of earth were first seen hy the angels in this 
situation; and St Basil has even made it the serious 
foundation of ratlicr a rigorous rule for tlic toilet of 
his fair disciples; adding, ixuvov yccpifni 7:a/:ayyu- 
voufiivov xaAXo; /.at uby; ^io-j TZpOi Vj^^'svkjv yorfctu9a.i, 
/.atfli){ avOp*anoui otx rauT>;v aTro^vy.weovTas, ^vnjTOi/j 
a7roof:?at.— De Vera Virgiuilat. lorn, i, p. 747, edit. 

Paris. 16 1 8. 

Note 4, page ?6.i, col. 2. 

The tpiril of yon beaatcoai (tar. 

It is the opinion of Kirchcr, Riprioliw, etc. (and was, 
I believe, to a cirtain degree, that of Origen) that the 
stars arc moved and directed hy intelligences or angels 
who preside over them. Among other pansac.es from j 
Scripture in support of this notion, they rite tht>se : 
words of the liook of 4ol», « When the morning stars j 
sang together.** — Upon which Kircher remarks, « Xon 
de materialibiis iniclligiiur.» Itin. 1. Isagog. Astronom. 
See also Caryl's most wordy Commentary- on the same 
text. 

Note 5, page a65, col. 1. 
And ihi! briijlit Waicbrr* Dfar the ibrone. 

■ The Watchers, the offspring of Heaven. » — Book of . 
Enoch. In Daniel also the angols are called watchers. — : 
« And heboid a watcher and an holy one came duwn 
from heaven.* iv. i?>. 

Note 6, page i65, col. 2. 

Thco.'too, ibatjuicn of earth, eir. etc. 

For all that relates to the character and attributes of 
angels, the time of their creation, the extent of their 
knowledge, and the power which tliey possess, or can 
occasionally assume, of performing such human func- 
tions as eating, drinking, etc. etc., 1 t»hall refer those 
who are inqtiisitive upon the sniijeri to the following 
works: — The Treatise upon the Celestial Hierarchy, 
written under the name uf Dionysius the Areopagite, 
in which, among much that u heavy and trifling, there 
are some sublime notions concerning the agency of 
these spiritual creatures — The questions w de Cognitione 
Angelonim • of St Thomas, where he examines most 
prolixly into such puuling points as n whether angels 
illuminate each otlier,M « whether tlicy speak to each 
other," etc., etc. — The Thesaurus of (>>cceius, contain- 
ing extracts from almost every theologian that has 
written on the subject — The 9lh, loth, and 1 ith chap- 
ters, sixth book, of « I'Histoirc des Juih,B where all the 



extraordinary reveries of the Rabbins > alioot angeh and 
demons are enumerated — Tlie Questions attributed to 
St Athanasius — The treatise of Bonaventnre upon the 
Wings of the Seraphim * — and, lastly, the ponderous 
folio of Suarez «ide Angelis," where the reader will fiml 
all that has ever been fancied or reasoned, upon a 
subject which only such writers could have contrived to 
render so dull. 

Note 7, page 365, col. 2. 
Then flrat the fatal wiM-cap rala'd, ate. 

Some of the circumstances of this story were snc^ested 
to me by the Eastern legend of the two angels, llarut 
and Marut, as it » given by Mariti, who says, that the 
author of the Taalim founds upon it the Mahometan 
prohibition of wine. The Bahardanusli tells the ston- 
differently. 

Note 8, page 265, col. 2. 
Why, why haTC haplett aagola ayaa f 

Tcrtullian imagines tliat the words of St Paul, 
« Woman ought to have a veil on her head,^ on account 
of tite nngels^n have an evident reference to the fatal 
effects which the beauty uf women once produced upon 
these spiritual beings. See the strange passage of this 
Father (de Virgin. Yelandis), beginning, « Si cnim prop- 
ter angelos,n etc. where his editor Pameliiu enileavotirs 
to Kive his morality, at the expense of his latinity, by 
substituting the word « excussatn for «excusat.» Siieh 
instances of indecorum, howt:vcr, are but loo common 
throughout the Fathers; in proof of which I need onU 
ri'fer to sonic pass.iges in the same writer's tie:iiis>r, 
•« i)e Anima,» — to the Second and Third Books of th4> 
PiCHlagogiis of Clemens Alexandrinus, and to the in- 
stances which La 31oihe le Vayer has adduced from 
Chpr-sostom in his Hexameron Riistique, Journ^ Si-- 
conde. 

Note 9, page 2G6, col. a. 

^'hrn Larifer. io faliiDflf, bora 

The third of the briuhl tur* away. 

ctAnd his tail drew the third part of the stars <<f 
heaven, and did cast them to the earth.* Rev, xii, 4. — 
« Docent suncti (Says Suare/) siipremum angelum trtx- 
isse sccum tertiam partem stellanim.* Lib. 7, cap. 7. 

Note to, page 266, col. 2. 

Riif, in earlh't |-eaoly, to repair 
That lou uf light and glory ihera! 

The idea of the Fathers was, that the vacancies occ-d- 
sioned in the different orders of angels by tlie fall were 

' Thi* fullowiDs may terre at •pecimenc— • La* asfM w MTeat 
poiat la langae < baldalqoe ; c'Mt iiearqaoi ll«nF|toneat fioiatkbira 
let oraitoat de cx>ux qui prirat dans cetl«j lanipM. lU te traoifh-Bt 
•oo^rDl; ila foal dM«rrear«daB,iereu»e«; t-arrAagcde laaMrl, qoi 
«-«t cbargt- de fairr aioarir un boniBc, en pread qaeU|a«lbi» ■■ aain*. 

ce qai cauM' de graodi d<!^ordre« lit »oat rhar|;^dr 

chauter drraDi Dieu le rantiqur, Satta, S*tml ett U DI9 det mrmefi .- 
iual» iU ne reaipli»*OBl cut ofiicr qu'anc folt Ip Joar. dan* aae s«- 
naiae, dan* iia moit, dant no an, dant aa tifde, oa dabt IVtiraii^. 
L'Angn qai laitolt cuaire Ja.oh Io prrtM de Ir laiaaer aiier, loraque 
r\iin>re|.arnt. parce qae c-Vinit con toar de i^anter le caBti«|BP ce 
jour-la, cequ'il a'aroit en«»re jamai* fait." 

* Thii work (whicb, BOtwiib«lBodiB<{ iU titl^, la. probably. qaiir 
a* dallat the rr«i) 1 have uui. roytelf, X-wo abld to m«, haTin- 
•earcbrd for It In vala ibrougb the Klng't Library at PSria, lhoa|ili 
aMi«lrd by ibe («'al and kindneta of M. I^aajli^a and M. Vuapradt, 
ithoM lilieral adiuinialratioB of thai ntut lil>«ral •iiabllahairat, 
enlillrt then— not only for the Inimrdiaireffpct of aa<^ oaadact. 
bat for the aaeful and ciTiiitinQ esanpla It holds forth— •• lb« 

'moat cordial gralliadeof ibe whole literary world. 

* Corinth, xl, 10, Dr Macknight's Trantlaiioa. 
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to h« filled up fmm the liiiman race. Thvrc is I'ow- 

• ver, another opinion, Imrkcd by papal autlioriiy, th.it 
1 1 wau only the tenth order of die CelcBlial Ilierarrhy 
iliaC fell, and that, tliereforv, the proniotiom wliirh 
orcaaionAlly take pLicc from ciirlli are intended f(>r tlie 
rompletion of that grade ulunc: or, as it is expbined 
by Soionius (Dial, in Ecd.) — • Decern sunt ordines aii^c- 
l>»nim, Med anus cecidit per supvrbiam, et idcirco boni 
jii(;fli icin|ier Uborani, ut de honiinibus numerusudiin- 
plcitur, et proveniat ad perfectum nuineruiii, id uM, 
«k:fiariuin.> According to some tlieolojjiiiiik, virgins 
.lUine are admitted • ad collq^ium angeloruni;» but the 
.lutlior • of tlie ■ Speculum l*ere|;rinarum Quvstionum* 
rjilicT questions this exclusire privilii;e: — • lltic nun 
iidetur Terum, quia rouiti, non virgines, ut Petnis el 
Mi^dalena, multis etiani vir|pnibu» emincniiores sunUii 

I It-cad. a, cap. 10. 

Note II, page 367, col. 1. 

I mi(;ht have chosen, perliafis, some bcttft n.iine, but 

II IS loeinl (hkc that of /araph in llie followini; Mot)) 
i4i define the particular rIaM of spirits to which the .111- 
i;rl lidoopud. The author of tiK* book of Knoch, who 
•-^timalM at 100 the niiuiber of an|;els that descendeii 
u(K>n Mount llermon. for the purp<we of uukin|; h>vc 
In the «omen uf earth, has favoured us with the num<-» 
•if tlieir leader and chiefs — Samya/a, L'rakalMrauiifi.-J, 
\ktheid. Tamiel, etc. etc. 

In that heretical wondiip of an|;els whirh prevailed, 
to a f;reat det;ree, durin|; the first af;cs of Ghruktianity. 

III namu: them Mi-ms to have Itcen one oPthe most im- 
I^riaiii rrri'inonir*; for we find it expn.*«sly f»rl>iddi-n 
in one of the canons (35th) of the council of l^aodirca, 
s>9ua^cr>^ TO'Ji er/'/c)^:^;. Joiephiis, tun, mrntionn, 
.iiiinD(; the relijjious rites of the Kasenes, tlieir swoarinj; 

• to preserve the names of the anp'U,* — 9uvrr^'ir.9tv* rx 
Tv»v xy/siuv ovsyuuera. Bi-ll. Jud. lih. a, cap. 8.— Si* 
II I ion this subject Van Dale, de Ooq, et Progress. Idolo- 
lii. rap. 9. 

Note 11. page 367, col. 1. 

— ikoM brl|*hl rrraiarri Maed 
Spiriu of KMralnigr. 

The word rheruh sigiiitiiik knowledi;!* — rs yvo^uov 
zvTftiy XM d^tOTtruov, says Dion^siiu. Ih'niv it i^ 
ili.it Foekiel, to eipress the abundanre of llifir knnw- 
lidge, represents tlieni as ■ full of eycs.i 

Note 1 3, p-igc 307, col. a. 



S«aiMoa'd bit «-kirf ssfrlir fomtn 
TonltarM, pic. 

Sc Augustin, ui»on Cieni>sis, serms ratluT iucliniMJ 
to admit that the angels had some share (■ aliquod 
miniscehum») in tlie creation of Adam and Eve. 

Note 14, page 3C8, col. 3. 

I kMl Uhfld tbeir fini. tkrir B«k, 
Bom is ikai tpicadid PsraJIw. 

Whether Eve was created in Paradiie or not is .1 
qur»tioo that has lH.i>n productive of much doubt and 
rnntnnrersy among the thcologiins. With m|MTi tn 
Adam, it is agreed on all sides that he was createil omI- 
«iA>; and it is accordingly asked, with some warmth, 
by one of the comiuentalors, • why should woinau, 

' r. Isriliilu^i Sl^lh. 



the ignobler creature of tlie two, be civaled wiikim t ' 
Others, on the contrary, consider this riistinction as bu 
a hit tribute to the superior beauty and purity ol 
women; and somi;, in ihoir seal, even seem to thiol 
that, if the hceiie of bur creation was not already Para- 
dise, it iH.T.'iine so, immediately upon that event, ii 
compliment to her. Josephus is one of those wh( 
think that Kve was formed outside; Terlullian, too 
among tlie Fathers — and, among the Theologians 
Hupcrtus, who, ti> do him justice, lutver misft.-s an op- 
(Mirtuniiy of putting on record his ill-will to tlie sci 
Pereriu% hov^ever (and his opinion seems to lie con- 
sidcnil die iiiiMt oitho<lox), tliinks it much more coih 
sisient with tlie order of the Mosaic narration, as wel 
as with the sentiments of Basil and other Fathers, ti 
conclude that Evo was created in Paradise, 

Note 1 5, page 369, col. 1. 

Hrr error, loo. 

The comparative extent of Kve's di4iiM|Ucncy, am 
tiM' |ir(>|Nirtion which it iMMfs to that of Ailam, is aO' 
other piiiiit wjiirh has firrciMxl the tiresome ingenuity 
of the OomnienLiton; and they seem geiR'rally to agra 
(wish the exception always of Hu|N:rtus) that, .is sih 
was n«>t yet rreatiil when the prohibition was i«Hiurd 
and then-fore rould not have heard it (a etimiuMoi 
remarkably confirineil by the inaccurate way in whici 
iJie n'|M»rts it to the serpent),' her share in tlie crim< 
of diMilxrdienre is considerably li|;hter tlian that o 
Adani.^ In corruUiralion of this vii-w of the matter 
Pererius remarks that il ih to Ailaiii alonr the Dutl; 
addn«Me» liih reprmirliL-s for having eaten of llir for 
hiddni tree, iH-eaiise to Adam alone the onlcr had licci 
originally promulgated. So far, indeed, d«M« tlie gal 
lantry of another commentator, Hugh de St Vicloi 
carry him, that he looks upon tlie words • 1 will pu 
vniiiity l>etwei-n tiiee and tlie woman* as a pnntf tlia 
the m:\ was from tliat moment enlisted into the si-r«ic 
of Heaven, as the chief foe and obsUcle which tlM.>S|Hri 
of Evil would ha%r to i*onleii«i with in his innvuls 01 
this world : — . m di-ineeps Eva iiiiuiica Di.ib«)lo, ergo fui 
grata et aniica Ik-u.* 

Note it», page 3t^9, col. 1. 
(.■II bf>r-lliiBk «b«i-bii Lifi* . bit Lifr : 

(Ih.i\a)i (or, as it is in the Latin version, Eva) lias tin 
^anif signiKcaiion as the Gnvk, 'I.o*\ 

K)uplianiii«i, among others, is not a little surprises 
at the .ippliratioii of such a name lo Kve, 10 immeili 
ati-ly, ttNi. after that awful denunciation of death, • dua 
ihou arl,» etc. eti*.4 Some of the cominentalora thini 
that il was iiieaiit a« a s-inMsm, and spoken by Adam 
in the first hiitiTiii-w« of his heart, — in thesaiiir spirit o 
irony ^^i\ m IVreriuo) a* liut of the Gnvks in caHing thrii 

* . l.ar ilrniqap Liaai, nmr .Vlsaio ieaoMlior eist, fufSTJt Imtrt 
PsrsUtiuB *• 

* ila|<riH> i^iDmiilrr* ibi*»p rmriumte* ■» iotralioaal m»4 |rt<r«sri- 
raiory. aoJ ai ibi- lirti ioiUSiv oimio m-onl of • wlifal «ii.slHMI o 
ibr wiirki iif IiimI. ftir ibr |>yriiO«^ uf •Hili«s ibr (wrr«|ii «ip«t ■•» 
|irt>firv»ii<r» of byaaa oalyrr.— tV> Trioiisi. Uh. ill. i-ap. S. 

* (.sicisaa*. latlitMl. |iroaoaBCH ii to hr > aiiaiaaai |«iVStaB. < 

* Kxc /iira to 3UC;y;z(, yr, ji, *M ttiyr.v aTt>f;/flt: 
urra rr,v racaoaatv nxt r,v 5^^ ux^gv irt .sirra rr^t 
racaCxJiv Ta;;T>;v t^v f^f/Turi* C'Z*" »Trft»vw^tacv.— 
H*m. 7I, vfc. i9, ina. I, edll-Airit. iC» 



ta82 



MOORE'^ WORKS. 



Furiet, Eaminedeit, or Gcnde.* Bat the Bishop of Chalon 
rqects thUsuppoiilioii:~«Explodendi sane qui id no- 
niim* ab Adamo per ironiam inditam uzori tiue putant; 
alqne quod mortk eauaa etaet, amaro joco Titam ap- 
pellaiic.i* 

^'idi a similar foding of spleen against women, some 
of these sdistilbteun desSaintes Lettres* (as Bayle calls 
them), in rendering the text • I will make him a help 
rmeel far JUm,» transUte these Inst words > against or 
contrary to him* (a meaning which, it appears, the ori- 
ginal wUl bear), and represent them as prophetic of those 
contradictions and perplexities which men experience 
from women in this life. 

ll is rather strange tliat tliese two instances of per- 
verse commentator^ip should hare escaped the re- 
searches of Bnylc, in his carious article upon Ere. He 
would hava found another subject of discussion, equally 
to his taste, in Gataker^s whimsical dissertation upon 
Eve's knowledge of the tc^vv] uf^avroci}, and upon 
the notion of Epiphamius that it was taught her in a 
special rerelation from lleareii. — Miscellan. lib. ii, cap. 
3, p. aoo. 

Note t7, page 370, col. a. 

Oh, idol of By drmn* ! wbate'er 
Thy nature be— hoaun, ditlae 
Or tmi half krevenly. 

In an article upon the Fathers, which appeared, 
some years since, in the Edinburgh Beview (No xlvii), 
and of which I hare made some little use in these 
notes (liaring that claim over it — as • quiddam notuiu 
jnvpriumque* — which Lucretius gives to the cow over 
the calf), there is the following remark: — wThe belief 
of an intercoune between angels and women, founded 
upon a false version of a text in (Icnc^is, is one of those 
extravagant notions of St Justin aud other Fatliurs, 
which show how little tliey had yet purified thcmselv(« 
from the gmssness of heathen mythology, and in how 
many respects their heaven was but OlympuK, with 
other names. Tet we can hardly be angry with them 
for this one error, when we recollect tliat possibly to 
their enamoured angels we owe the fanciful world oF 
sylphs and gnomcn, and that at this moment we might 
have wanted Pope's most exquisite poem, if thn vorKion 
of the LXK had translated tlic Book of Genesis cor- 
rrctly,* 

Tlie following is one among many passages, which 
may be adduced from the (^omte dc Gulialis, in con- 
firmation of tliis remark:—* Ces cnfjiis du ciel engen- 
dr^nt les geans fameux, sYtant fait aimer aux fillirs 
deahommes; et les mauvais cabalistes Joiieph et Philo 
(conmo tous lea Juifo sonr ignorans), et upres cux touK 
les auteurs que j'ai nommes tout a I'heurc, ont dit que 
c'etoit des anges, et n'ont pas su que sVtait les sylphes 
et les autres peuples des elemens, qui, sous le nom d'eii- 
fans d'Eloim, sont distingues des cnfans des homnxv.* 
— See Entret. Second. 

Note 18, page 371, col. 7. 

80 hlfk the derat'd ber Uierab't love! 

• Nihil plus desiderate potucrint qua* angelos po»- 
sidchant — magno scilicet nupwrant. • Tertull. de Uahitu 
Mulieb. cap. a. 



* Lib. (!, p. 134. 

* Fmiiii* Tyerd. de reeu noalaaai inpoaiiione, p. 14. 
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Note 19, page 373, col. i. 
Tkea list were dhuMada caught, etc 

• Quelqnes gnomes, d^sirenx de devenir immortels. 
avoient vouln gagntn* les bonnes graces de nos fllles, et 
lenr avaient apport^ des picrreries dont ils sont gardiens 
naturels: ct ses auteurs ont cru,s'appuynnt sur le livre 
d'Enoch mal cntendu, que c*6taient des pieges que les 
anges araourcux,* etc. etc. — Comte de Gabalis. 

Terlullian traces all the chief luxuries of female at- 
tire, the neck-laces, armlets, rouge, and the black pow- 
der for the eye-lushes, to tlie researches of these fallen 
angels into the inmost recesses of nature, and the dis- 
coveries they were, in consequence, enabled to make, 
of all that could embellish the beauty of tlieir earthly 
favourites. The passage is so remarkable that I shall 
(pve it entire : — • Nam et illi qui ea constitueront, 
damnati in pcrnam mortis deputantur: illi acilicet an- 
geli, qui ad Alias hominum de coelo ruerunt, ut ha^ 
quoque ignominia fopminae nrcedat. Nam cum et ma- 
terios quasdam bene oceultas et artes plcrasquc non 
bene revelatas, sapculo muUo magis imperito prodidis- 
sent (siquidcm et metallorum opera nudaveraiit, el her- 
barum ingenia traduxerant et incantationum vires pro- 
vulgaveraiit, et onmem curiositalem usque ad stellarum 
interpretationem designaverant) proprie et quasi pecu- 
liariter foeminis instrumcntum ismd muliehris gloric 
contulerunt : lumina lapillorum quibus monilia varian- 
lur^ et circulos ex anro quibus brachia arctantur : et 
mcdicamcnta ex fuco, quibus lanae colorantur, et ilium 
ipsum nigrum pulvercm, quo orulorum exordia produ- 
cuntur.ii— De Habitu Mulieb. cap. 3.— See him alM» 
« De Gulin Fcrm.» cap. 10. 

Note ao, page 373, col. i 

— the migbiy magnet, Mt 
In Woman's form. 

The same figure, as applied to female aitracrinns 
occurs in a singular parage of St Basil, of which ihr 
following is the conclusion: — Aca mv €vo'<jaoi^f xxrsc 
Tou a^ptvoi au7r,i pvocxi^v ^uva^ceacv, (2>; 9tiT,pos, ^v^ 
III, Tto^jiuOtv fjacjvtziStrouTO »coj ix-jrov /jay/xviui. 
De Vera Vir|;initat. torn. i,p. 737. It n but fair, hou- 
ovcr, to add, that llerniant, tliv bio|>rapht-r of B.im1, 
has pronriunci'd thU nioRt unHanctifietl treatiae to Ix? 
spurious. 

Note 31, p:ige 373, col. i. 
I >e laid, ■ Xay, look not ihprf>, my lote,> eie. 

1 am awant that this happy Kiying of Lord Albcmarl<'\ 
loMM much of its gram and playfulness, by being put 
into the month of any but a human lover. 

Note32.|>ngc 272, col. 2; Note, 
Clemens Alexandrinus ia one of those who suppose that 
the knowl«lge of surli snhlinte doctrines was derived 
from the disclosure of the angels. Stromat. lib. v, p. 48. 
To the same source (]ii»«i»nus and others trace all im- 
pious and daring sciences, such as magic, alchentv, etc. 
« From the fallen angels (says /osimus) came all tliat 
miserable knowltxlgu which is of no use to the soul.- — 

Ap. Photinm. 

Note 2'S, page 27a, col. 3. 

light 

EMa|iio|j from ibe Zodiac't aigat. 

■ (.a lumi(>re /.odiacalc n'tM autre chose que I'atmo- 
sphere Ju solcil.* — LAl.*^uK. 
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Note i4, p.i|^ 37<>, col. I. 

— ^— ■• "l U grvvnl 
L'poa ihv uIiIpU tliat, of olJ. 
By (Jm« were fnMi iW Delofi wred. 

TIm* pillant of Snb arc UMially referred to as the ck- 
|M»ituric« of .mlcdiluTLin knowlc(l|;e; buC tliey wen: 
in^ribrd with none but (Mlronomical McrvCs. I bavi;, 
(iMTcfore, prefrrrrd Hltu cIiv tablet* of (^ham as l>cini;, 
.11 l«a»t, more miscdlaneouii in their information. The 
fiillowini; acrount of them it ^iven in Jahlonftki fmni 
Cliwi.iniu: — ■ Oiiahtum enimuntiqua> traditionutfnnint 
tlham filiusNoa*, qui »upon»titionibus ar profanis fiicrit 
jriihus imiituiui, scic^s nullum xe poMeiuipcrhis memo- 
rialfni libnim in arram inferre, in quam cnt in);niv- 
Miru*, ucrile;;a« artcii ac profaua comniunia duriMiuiiA 
inv:ulptit Upidibua.* 

Note s5, pa(;e 276,001. 1. 
Aad ihit yo«aff Asftl't 'aoag ibe rtti. 

Fachymer, in hi» Paraphraic on the Dook do Diving 
\<iuiinihus of DionysiuH, »|M'.ikint; of tlio incainaiiou 
rif c:hri»t, ftayv, tiut it wok a inyMcry ini>ffabli> from all 
tiiiM% and > unknown even to the 6rHt and o/c/fif an);cl,w 
—jutitfyin^ this i.ist plirakehy tlic authority of 81 John 
in tlie Rcrdaiion. 

Note a6, p«(,f 277, rol. 1. 

iJrdm of lifbi iliat tnm tk« tmmi> 
El«-rB«l oeairv •wprplai wlilr, 
tjtrrj iu hmat oa rwrf tM*. 

Sr the i3ih rhaptL'r of I)ion\-Biua for his notions of 
flu- numner in whirh God's ray is communiraled, finl 
in the InU'llit'rncct near him, and then to those monr 
nmoii*. gradually lo<«in^ iu own brightness as it pavM.-* 
uitu adtrnwrr medium:— rr^ 3 9,?ai>9;^93cec ratf Ttay-^' 
Ttpxii jiat J, vfA-jo/iortfiav t/ii t>;v iixiortxr^j trrt- 
pavciav. 



Note 17, pj(^ 278, col. I. 

TImni inl dU «•■•■'« virgfa hrom 

Tkai hyeaMi dnplat «c«r, 
Wkicfc, uliea il dlM, a* aacoad vow 

(laa bid • arw oaa bluoai nat tbarv. 

In tliv («ttholic church, wlien a widow is married, 
she is not, I believe, allowed to wr.ir flowers on her head. 
Tlie ancient Roman* honoured with a « corona pudiri- 
tia;,* tir crown of motlestv, those who entered but once 
into tlio marriage s(.itc. 

Note 38, piigc 278, col. 1. 

— ^ber, who arar 
Tbr Tabcraadv ttiile to brar 
Tb« lacTaU ^ iMi* AagvU. 
Sara. 

Note 29, page 278, col. 2. 
Two failaa Splradon. 
TIic Sephiroths are tlie hi(;lier orders of eoanalive 
lieini;, in llie Ktrauffe and incomprrhcmilile system of 
tlie Jcwikh C.ib!>aLi. Tliey arc called by various namm, 
Pity. IkMHty, etc. etc. ; and tlieir inUneiicea are Mip- 
piMit^l ti> act through certain canals, wliirh commmii- 
c.iic \iith cacli oilier. Hie reader may jud|{e ol ibe 
r.irioii.iliiy of tlie s^-stcm by the fbllofwing rsplaiMlion 
of |Mirt of the machinery :— « Les canaux qui aorleat 
lie I.I MistViconle et de la Forc4>, et qui vont ahoutir ii 
Il Heauie, Mint char|;i'*s d'un graiul nombre d*Anfes. 
II y m a treutc-cinq sur le canal de Mis^iconie, qui 
nN'tNopcniieiit et qui couronnent la vertu des Saiatt,* 
rir. etc. For a ctmcim! account of tlie OluKslic Pfai- 
liMopliy, itx> Enfield's very useful compendium of 
Uruckrr. 

Nc»te 3o, |U|{e 278, col. a. 

— ^froa ibal irrm 
Wbiib bwit wllb »at-b •u-raslly. 

• (>ii len reprr^'nte quclqucfois sous la figurw d'un 

arlin* .... rEiiso|>h qu'on met au-fUamis de TaiiMv 

S-pliiioiii|ue oil dcs Splendeuis divines, est llnfini.*— 

l/lliM«uie dot Juifs, liv. ix, 11. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Taoi GH tlie lieauties of the National Moac of Ireland 
h.ivv been very generally Mt and acknowloilced, yet it 
li.i« luppened, through the want of appropriate Knglinh 
vinnls,and of the arrangement necessary to adapt them 
to the roici*. that many of the mo«t eiceHent compoM- 
lions have hitherto ivuviinnl in olMCuriiy. It is in- 
li.nileil. thiTefore, to form a Colleclimi of tlio lickt ( )ri- 
i;in.il laisi Mslodiu, with rharacteriatic Symphonies 
and Acrnmi»aiiinient4; anil with Words containing as 
frii|uent as powible allusions to the manners and history 
of ihe country. 

In tlie poetical part, tlie Publisher has had proiuiikii 
of aMMStanctf from several distinguinlied Liler.ir^* t'lia- 
rai-ler«. pariirulirly from Mr Mooai, wImhc Kric.il 1 1- 
It'Ut is so pi..-culiarly suited to such a task, and wIiom- 
le-al in the undertakuig will be beat underttoiKl frmu 
ilie following riiract of a letter which In* has adilreaMil 



to Sir Juu^i Srivisisoa (who has undertaken the ai^ 
rangement of the airs) on tlie subject: — 

« 1 ftvl very anxious tliat a Work of this kind slwuld 
lie undert.iken. W« have too long nc|*lectefl tlie only 
talent for which our Englisli neighbours ever deigned 
to allow us any creilif. Our National Music has never 
U-cn propiTly collected ; ■ ami, while the composera of 
the Otiitinciit luve enriched their op«.Tas and sonatas 
with iiicliMlie« horniwc«1 from Ireland — very often 
without c«rn the htmc«ty nf acknowledgment— we 
have li>ft ihem* treaMires in a great degree nnclaimrd 
an<i fugitive. Thus our aire, like too many of our 
countniiien. for want of protection at home, luve 
pasM*!! into the ttervice of foreigni*ni. But we are come, 
I hofie. to a iN-tler |«i'riod Intth of politics and music; 
.imi h(»w niiirh thev are connecteil, in Ireland at least, 

' Tbpwiilpr riir|i:a>c, wbro b« aad* ibi* aM-niaa. ibsi ibr Pablir 
■ ir lajrliifj III Mw BayiiBH Kir a «rv) *alHAl>lr raJIrctina nf Iriib 
Nail - , aail ibai ibr |MlriotK eraia* af ^ias iHii aaaa kit hera rai- 
|ilo)<^ Bpaa Mmt of oar flacti ain- 
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appears too plainly in die tone of torrow and dcpreuion 
which Gharacterises mo»t of our early longs.— The task 
which you propose to me, of adapting words to these 
aire, is hy no means easy. The poet, who would follow 
the various sentiments which they express, must feel 
and underetand tliat rapid Buctuation of spirits, that 
unaccountable mixture of gloom and levity, which 
composes the character of my countrymen, and has 
deeply tinged their music. Even in their liveliest strains 
we 6nd some melancholy note intrude — some minor 
third or Oat seventh — which throws its sliade as it 
passes, and makes even mirth interesting. If BaaNS had 
been an Irisliman (and I would willingly give up all our 
claims upon Ossian for him), his heart would have been 
proud of such music, and his genius would have made 
it immortal. 

• Another difficulty (which is, however, purely me- 
chanical) arises from the irregular structure of many 
of those airs, and the lawless kind of metre which it 
vrill in consequence be necessary to adapt to them. In 
these instances the poet must write not to the eye but 
to tlie ear; and must be content to have his verees of 
that description which Ciciao mentions, * Quos si cantu 
spoliaveris, nnda remanebit oratio.' That beautiful 
air, * The Twuting of the Rope,' which has all the ro- 
mantic cliaracter of the Swiss Ram des Faches^ is one 
of those wild and sentimental rakes which it will not 
he very easy to fie down in sober wedlock^with poetry. 
UowevOT, not^irithstanding all these difficulties, and the 
very little talent which 1 can bring to surmount tliem, 
the design appeare to mc so truly national, that I sliall 
fed much pleasure in giving it all the assistance in my 
power. 

• leicesterdiire^ Feb. 1807.* 
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GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

AiB— 3/ai<f 0/ tiie Falley. 

Go where glory vraits thee. 
But, while fame elates thee. 

Oh ! still remember me. 
When the praise thou meetest 
To thine ear is sweetest. 

Oh ! then n^member mc. 
Other arms may press thct*, 
Desirer friends caress thee, 
All the joys that bless thee 

Sweeter fur may be ; 
But when friends are nearest. 
And when jop arc dearest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 

When at eve thou rovcst 
By tlie star thou lovest. 

Oh ! then remember mc. 
Think, when home returning. 
Bright we 've seen it burning — 

Oh ! thus remember mc. 



Oft as summer doses. 
When thine eye reposes, 
On its lingering roses. 

Once so loved by thee— 
Think of her who wove them. 
Her who made thee love them — 

Oh ! then remember me. 

When, around thee dying. 
Autumn leaves are l3fing. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
And, at night when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing. 

Oh ! still remember me. 
Then should muMc, stealing 
All the soul of feeling. 
To thy heart appealing. 

Draw one tear from thee ; 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains I used to sing thee — 

Oh ! then remember me. 



WAR SONG. 

REMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BR1EN THE BRi?L* 

Air — MoUy Macalpin. 

RxMniBxa the glories of Briin the brave. 

Though the days of the Iicro are o'er ; 
Tliough lost to Mononia* and cold in the grave, 

He returns to Kinkora ' no more ! 
That star of the field, which so often has pou/d 

Its beam on the battle, is set; 
But enough of its glory remains on each sword 

To light us to victory yet ! 

Mononia ! when nature embellish'd the tint 

Of thy fields and thy mountains so feir. 
Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 

The footstep of Slavery there 7 
No, Freedom ! whose smile we shall never resign. 

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 
That 't is sweeter to bleed for an age at thy slirine. 

Than to sleep but a moment in cliains ! 

Forget notour wounded companions who stood ♦ 

In the day of distress by our side ; 
While the moss of the ralley grew red with tlieir blood 

They stirr'd not, but conquer'd and died! 
The sun that now blesses our amu with his light. 

Saw them fall upon Ossory's plain ! — 
Oh ! let him not blush, ^hcn he leaves us to-night. 

To find tliat they fell there in vain I 

• Brim Boroahn, the great Moatrcb of Irrlaad. wbo w«s klllsd •! 
(Im battle of Clontarf, in the lieginnin^ of the nth oealary, after 
hariBff drfnaled the Danes io twraly-flTe eB|;«seaeat>. 

' Mnniter. * The pataoe of Brie*. 

* This allades to an iBtareitlag circaautaaoe related of the Dal- 
flatt. the faroarite troop* of Rrien, when thej wvre iaiermpted ia 
their retorn from the battle of Clonurf, by Fitipatridt, Prince of 
0«M»ry. The wounded men entreated that they mlRht ba alkmed 
to flfhl with the reet.— ■ Lei ttaiei (they lald) it Umck tm Me ftmnd. 
mmd a^ff»r tuck •fm*, tied to mmd «vpper«Mf Ay ane •ftkett esdwf, ft ie 
filmemi im kit rumk Ay the thi* 0/ m iomul mnm.» ■ Batweoa Mvca and 
ei^l handred wounded nwa* (add* O'llalloraa), ■ pale, aain cJ a l e d , 
and tapperted In thit Manner, apr^ared mixed with the fcremou of 
iha troop* '.—never was tadi another tlcht eshlMiod.*— .ff/amrp •/ 
lM«nrf, b. ill, eh. 1. 
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ERIN ! THE TEAR AND THE SMILE IN THINE 

EYES. 

Aitk—Mleen Aroon. 

Kem I ilie ti-ar and the smile in thine eyes 
Blend like tlw rainliow tlial hangs in thy skies ! 
Sliinint; tlirciii(jli snrrnw't stream, 
Saddenini; through pltsisure's beam. 
Thy suns, with doubtful gleam, 
Wucp while they rise ! 

Lrin ! thy silent tear ncrcr sliall cease, 
Erin! thy languid smile ne'er shall increase, 

Tdl, like the rainbow's light, 

Thv Tariou» tints unite. 

And form, in Heaven's sight, 
One arch of peace ! 



I 



OH ! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 
Alt—The Brown Maid, 

On ! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the shade. 
Where cold and unhonour^d his relics are laid : 
Sad, silent, and dark l>e the tears that we shed. 
As the night-dew that falls on the grass o'er his liead ! 

Rut the night-dew that falb, though in silence it WfcpK, 
Shall brighten willi Tcrdure tlie grave where he sleeps ; 
And the tear that we slied, though in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 

WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE. 
All— The Fox's SUep. 

Willi he who adores thee has left bat the name 

Of his fiult and his sorrows Iwhind, 
Oh ! say, wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame 

Of a life that for thee was rusign'd 7 
Tr«, i»eep, and however my foes may condemn. 

Thy tears shall efface their decree; 
For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee ! 

With tliee were the dreams of my earliest love — 

Every thought of my reason was thine; 
in my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine ! 
Oh ! blest are the lovers and friends who sliall live 

The days of thy glory to see; 
But the ncit dearest blessing tliat Heaven can give 

\s the pride of thus dying for thee ! 



! THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA'S 
i HALLS. 



Kw—Grmmmckrto. 

Tai harptlut once through Tara's haUs 

Tlie soul of niuiiic slied, 
Now hangs as mule on Tara's walb 

As if tliat soul were fled. 
So sleeps tlie pride of former days. 

So gli>r3r's thrill is o'er. 
And hearts tliat once beat high for praise 

Row fnd tliat pulsa no more ! 



No more to chiefs and ladies bright , 

The harp of Tara swdls ; 
The chord alone, that breaks at iii|(ht. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, 

Tlie only throb slie gives 
Is when some heart indignant breaks. 

To show that still she lives ! 



FLY NOT YET. 

Am — Planxty Kelly. 

Flt not yet, 't is just the hour 
When pleasure, like the midnight flower 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light. 
Begins to bloom for sons of night. 

And maids who love the moon ! 
T was but to bless tlicse hours of sliade 
That beauty and the moon were made; 
'T is then their soft attractions glowing 
Sit the tidi« and gobletK flowing. 
Oh! stay— <3h! slay.— 
Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like tliis to-night, that oh ! 't is pain 

To break iu links so soon. 

Fly not yi't, the fount that play'd 

In tinws of old through Ammon's shade,' 

Though iry cold by day it ran. 

Yet Mill, like mhiIs of mirth, began 

To bum wlieii night was near ; 
And til UK should woman's heart and looks 
At noon be cold as winter brooks, 
Nor kindlu till the night, returning. 
Brings their genial hour for burning. 

Oh! stiy— <)h! sUy.— 
When did morning ever break. 
And find such beaming eyes awake 

As tlio«c that sparkle here! 



OH ! THINR NOT MY SPIRITS ARE ALWAYS 

AS UGHT. 

kit— John aReilly the AtUvo. 

Oh ! think not my spirits are always as light, 

And as free from a pang, as they seem to you now ; 
Nor expect that the heart-lienniing smile of tn-night 

Will rrtum with to-morrow to brighten my brow. 
No — life is a w.istc of wearisome hours. 

Which seldom the n»se of enjoyment ad<ims; 
And the heart th.it i^soitnest awake to the flowers 

Is always the first to be tourh'd by the thorns! 
But M'lid round the bowl, and be happy awhile; 

May we nevt-r meet worse, in our pilgrimage here. 
Than iIil- trsir thai enjoyment can gild with a smile. 

And the sniik' that compassion can turn to a tear. 

Tlie ihn>ad of our life wouM be dark. Heaven knows. 
If it wen? not widi frifntUliip ami lo*e intertwined; 

Ami I ran* not how sooq I m.iy sink to re|inae, 

WI wn ihow bU>«un(;« *liall cfasi* to lie dear to my mind * 

But ihiT who ha\x- Invvd the fuiid««l. tik* puitst, 
T«io often have wept o'er the dream tliry bdievetl ; 

• Sni:» F«a«. arsr ikf w«H« ^ Amsos. 
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And the hearl that has slumbered in friendship securest 
k happy indeed if 't was ncrer deceived. 

But send round the howi — while a relic of truth 
Is in man or in woni»n, this prayer shall be mine, — 

That the sun-shine of love may illumine our youth, 
And tlie moon-light of friendship console our decline. 



THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSR OF ERIN WITH 
SORROW I SEE. 

Aia — Coulin. 

TiouoH the laftt (jlimpsc of Krin with sorrow 1 see, 

Tet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me; 

In exile thy bosom shall still be my home, 

And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam. 

To tlie gloom of some desert or cold rooky shore. 
Where tlie eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fly with my Coulin, and think the rou(;h wind 
Leas rude than tlie foes we leave frowning behind. 

And I Ml gate on thy gold hair, as graceful it wreathes. 
And hang o'er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes; 
Nor dread that the cold-h<?urted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair.> 



RICH AND RARE WERE THE GEMS SHE 

WORE. • 

All — The Summer is coming. 

Rica and rare were the gems she wore. 
And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore; 
But oh ! her beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems or snow-while wand. 

« Lidy ! dost tliou not fear tn stray. 

So lone and lovely, tlirough this bleak way ? 

Are Erin's sons so good or so cold 

As not to bo tempted by woman or gold ?• 

«iSir Knight! I feel not the least alarm. 

No son of Krin will offer nie harm — 

For though they love woman and (;olden store. 

Sir Knight! they love honour and virtue more!* 

> ■ !■ lb« tw«ni3fHgliih jnr at ib«« rei(|a of IlcBry Vili, ■■ \ci 
was mmdm ratpecf !■( lb« ba>>lu, and dreM ia general, of the Irish, 
wheftby all |»or«<Hii were rustrained from being •born or »luTen 
above ibeeara, or from wearing glibbet, or Comllmt (long locka). on 
tbeir beadt, or bair on ibeir npper lip, railed (IrommMl. On ibis 
oeonilon a song was wrlllrn by one of oar Iwrds, in wbicb an Iriah 
Tlrgln Is MSda to give the iireferenee to ber dear r<Mr//n (or ibe 
yontb wllb tbe lowing lotiu), to all strangers (by wbicb ibe Eng- 
llsk wnre nMaal), or iboae wbo wore their habit*. Of this song the 
air alone has reached ns, and is unlTersally a<liBlrrd.>— Walkib's 
HluvHeml Mrmotr* of Irltk Boris, pagf i34. Mr Walker Informs ns 
also, that, ahont tbe same perlud. wore soasc harsh nwasares taken 
against the Irish Minstrels. 

' This ballad Is rimiHled npon the following anecdote : • The people 
were latpimd with snrh a spirit of honour. Tirlue, and religion, by 
the great exunpla of Brian, and l»y his eirellfni admlDiftmilon. 
that, as a proof of It, wa era inCorwed that a youag lady of great 
bennty, adoraad with Jewels aad a costly dicks. aailertonk a Joamay 
aloae Aroai one end of the klngdoa to tbf other, with a wand only 
In ber band, at tbe top of whirb wa* a riiig of enietHlin;; great 
valne; and sncb an IniprMsloa bad the laws ami govern meat of this 
Monarch aade on tbe nlads of all the |»eople. that no atieapt was 
nadr npon brr honour, nur was thi- robb«*d of h t riothe* or 
jewels.— Wsanaa's Ultpfy mf hHmmJ, Vol. i. Booh i". 



On she went, slid her maidea siuile 
In safety lighted her round the green isle. 
And blest for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin's honour and Erin's pride ! 

AS A BEAM OTR THE FACE OF THE WATF.K I 

MAY GLOW. I 

Air — The roung Mans Dream. ' 

As a beam o'er the fstce of the waters mav glow 

'I 
While the tide runs in darkness and coolness bdow. 

So tlie chuck may Ik* tinged with a warm suuny smile. 

Though the cold heart to ruin runs darkly tlie whik- 

I 

I 
One fatal remembrance, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our woes, i 

To which life nothing; darker or bri(;hter can brin^;. 
Fur which joy lias no lialm, and affliction no sting !— 

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjoyment will st4\. 
Like a dead, leafless branch in the summer's bright ny; 
The Iteaiu^ of the warm sun play round it in vain,— 
It may smile in his light, but it blooms not again ! 



THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.' 

All— Tl^ Old Bead of Denis. 

Tun is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 

As that vale in wltose bosom the bright waters mteel ;' 

Oh ! the last rays of feeling and life must depart. 

Ere tlie bloom of tliat valley shall fade from my Itcirt. 

Vet it wat not that nature had slied o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and firightest of green ; 
'T was not tlie soft magic of streamlet or hill — 
Oil ! no — it was something more exquisite still. 

'T was that friends the beloved of my bosom were ne-.tr. 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dour. 
And who Mt how llieb«st charms of nature improve, 
When we mx them reflected from looks that we lovo. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 

In tliy bosom of shade, with the friends I love heM, 

Where the storms tlut we foel in this cold world sh«>uld 

cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 



No. H. 



ST SKNANUS AND THE LADY. 

Ail — r^e Brown Tliorn. 

ST SBMANUS.^ 

« Oi ! haste, and leave this sacred isle. 
Unholy b.irk, ere morning smile; 

' • The Meeting of the Waters* forms a part of that battatifnl 
scenery «bii-b lies lietwern Ratbdrani and Arklow, la tbeoaaaiy of 
Wicklow. and ibrse line* were snggesied by a visit to this roaMniir 
spot, la the suniaser of 1807. 

* Tbe ri vers .\voB and Avot-a. 

> la a Metrical life of St Seaannt. taken froai aa old Kllkeaay >.<. 
and wblrb nay be found aaiong tbe Atsta Smmcmrmm HikttmUe, wr 
are told of his light 10 tbf iclsnd of Sraiienr. and bis resolatioa aoi 



IRISH MELODIES. 



Tbrqugb winlrfwindaaiiH bilLowiil 

nc, wiLb liumblo bam, to thnn 

■TUHHiiiDdnwiini; prtjiW; 

minu tile f«l, nb ! hoiy Siinl. 

Thi' LHijhtnmnf [liy •»] la (iiinl.- 



Haply, itbei) from. iIior rya 

Sh'iulil culiiHT ihoimbia uue 
Tiwinl.y«i.ulhanH. 

FuBcyfliay mceHBuliiui 
Varihy duH tjta la mni; 

T)ii>u,;1.uiliai nor burn, buithii 
l'uiT.ril>n,n<ln>wi 



TlirauahlhimUdiTp— 



5a nuy die uordt 1 



Till mominiTi lighi AiWd. 
Id.l pTFD Ihc Dim OK myunirc. 
ilir nta liul len hi. Joncly Ut. 

HOW DEAR TO ME TKE HOUR. 
Att—Thi TmiMing a/ (hr Kept. 



.\»l. atl mill ihc liiK of li«hl Iliai pliyi 

I l..n|; lo mil llial |;r.lJni pilh of nyl, 

An.l Iliinli'I «nuld Ida ID »iiw briithi ale of [ 

TAKE HACK THE VinUS PACE. 



tulob! cuhnDid Ivrilr 

\ef If I me Wrrp ihe book ; 
WhcnJn iu leitH I knk. 



» iha briohtnl hue. whilo it llnsw'd hen 
hiT lul abnl oof lar of urraw 
n lully ■ W.I » WUlilDI Ud liflll 1 
Inlniv ilriip nTllitf r^ frxpc barTDV, 



ir my liirp In youi m 



It iinl. vbo TOUH fonikn, 



In li]H lliil ln'iuly halli nUam U 
■lull uimc Winn JarvkiJlom 
:•! her lie >iluni ihiUI iHlht i» Wi 



HilW iirr HAS THE BENMIEK CttlM). 
All— rk( Star BlMtMmid. 
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MOORE*S WORKS. 



We Ve fallen upon Q^my days,* 

Star after star decays, 

Every bright name, that shed 

Light o'er the land, is fled. 
Dark foils the tear of him who movraeth 
Lost joy, or hope that ne'er retumeth ; 

But brightly flows the tear 

Wept o'er a hero's bier! 

Oh ! quench'd are our beacon-liglits — 
Thou, of the hundred fights!' 
Thou, on whose burning tungue^ 
Truth, peace and freedom hung ! 
Both mute — but long as valour shinvth, 
Or mercy's soul at war repineth, 
So long shall Erin's pride 
Tell how they lived and died. 



WE MAY ROAM THROUGH THIS WORLD. 

Ai%—Garyone. 

Wi may roam through this world like a child at a feast. 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest; 
. And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 

We may order our wings and be off to the west: 
Bat if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gifts that Heaven supplies, 
We never need leave our own green isle, 

For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd. 

Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

In England, the garden of beauty is kept 

By a dragon of prudery, placed within call; 
But so oft this unamiable dmgon has slept. 

That the garden *s but carelessly watch'd after all. 
Oh ! they want the wild sweet briery fence. 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells, 
W*hich warms the touch, while winning the sense. 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet b crown'd. 

Through tliis world whether eastward or westward 
you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

In France when the heart of a woman sets sail, 
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try. 

Love seldom goes for in a vessel so frail. 
But just pilots her off, and then bids her good bye ! 

I I have eadssvoTeJ hara, wltboai ImIbh that Iritb character 
whkk It k Bf objaci to pra«enre threanhoat this work, lo allada to 
tha tad aad aaUaoM fctality ttj which Eaxlaad hai be^a ilapriTMl 
afM Maajgraat aad goad aaa at a ■oaeaiwbcn tha BtMircqairaa 
all tha aid* of ulaat aad laiafriiy. 

> ThU datliaaiioa, which hai ba«a applied to Loni Xelton before, 
it tha title givea to a celebrated Irish heru, ia a poeai by U'tiaive, 
the bard of O'Miel. which It qaded la the • PhiluMpblml Sarvey of 
the Soath of Iralaad,* pa(« 433. > Cob. of tbe haadred iigbia, ilaep 
la thy fraae-frowa toab, aad apbraM aot oar defoau with thy tIo- 
torleel* 

* Fo», • altianu loaaBoraa.* 



While the daughters of Erin keep the boy 

Ever smiling beside his faithful oar. 
Through billows of woe and beams of joy 

The same as he look'd when he left the sliore. 
Tlien remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam, 
When a cup lo the smile of dear woman goes roiuid, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 



EVKLEBN'S BOWER. 

All — Unknown. 

Oh ! weep for tlie hour. 

When to Evelocn's bower 
The Lord of the valley with false vows came; 

The moon hid her light 

From the heavens that night. 
And wept behind her clouds o'er tlic maiden's sliamc. 
.The clouds pass'd soon 

From the chaste cold moon, 
And Heaven smiled again with her vestal flame ; 

But none will see the day. 

When the clouds shall pass away, 
Which that dark hour left upon Eveleen's fame. 

The white snow lay 

On the narrow patli-wny, 
Where the Lord of the valley cioss'd over the moor; 

And many a deep print 

On tlie while snow's tint 
Show'd the track of his footstep to Eveleen's door. 

The neit sun'a ray 

Soon mcltiMl away 
Every trace on the path where the folse Lord came; 

But there's a light above 

Which alone ran remove 
That stain upon the snow of foir Eveleen's fome. 



LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 
ki%— The Red Fox. 

Let Erin rcmenilier the days of old. 

Ere her foithlcm sons bctray'd her; 
When Malachi wore the collar of gold,' 

Which he won from her proud invader; 
When her kings, with sliindard of green unfurl'd. 

Led the Red-Branch Knights to danger; — * 
Ere the emerald gem of the western world 

Was set in tlie crown of a stranger. 



* ■ This broashi on aa raroanier betweea Malawi (the HoMrohof 
Irelaad ia the tavib ceatary) aad the Daacw, la which Sblachl de- 
feated two of their chaiapiuet. whom he eaeoaatered •auciMMTely 
head to head, takiag a collar of gold froai iheaech of cm, aad cmr- 
rylaf off the swor<< of ibe other, at irophlee af hit victory.*— W*a- 
kia't HlOerjr e/ Irefaaif, rol. i. book 9. 

■ • Miliury orders of kainbii wer« very early atubilthed ia Irelaad. 
Loag before the birth of (ArUi, we Had aa hereditary oc^rof chi- 
valry ia L'lticr. called CmnUAt mn CrmoUke nuitt, or the haisbu 
of the Red Braach. fraoi their chief teat la EMaala. adjoialas lo the 
palace of the fitter kiast. called Teofk ■« CnmMe immtk, or the 
Atmdtmj af tbe Red Breach ; aad coaiigaoot to which wat a larft 
haapltal. foaaded for tbe tick kaiehu aad toldiert. called &ea- 
Miwy, ar the hoate of the torrowfal tohUer.*— OUAtAoaaa't hf 
etc part. I, diap. 5. 



On Loufjh Ncagh't bank as the fisherman strays,* 

When the clear, cold eve 's declining, 
Ue sees the round towers of other days, 

In the wave liencalh him shining! 
Tims »hall memory often, in dreams sublime, 

(iitrh a p,limpHC of the days that are over; 
Thus, Mphinp, look throuf;h the waves of lime 

For the long-faded glories they coTer! 



THE SONG OF FIONNUALA..' 
Aia — Arrah my dear Ewleen. 

Silent, oh Moyle! be the roar of ihy water, 

Bfi.'ak not, ye brecxcs, your chain of repose, 
Whilr muniiiirini; mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 

Tells to the night-mar her tale of woes. 
When shall fhi! swan, hrr death-note singing, 

SIivp with wings in darkness furl'd? 
When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Cill my spirit from this stormy world? 

Sadly, oh Moyle! to thy winter wave weeping, 

Fiiio bids mo languiftii long ages away; 
Yet still in Iht darknew dolh Erin lie sleeping, 

Still <loih the pure light its dawning delay ! 
When will that day-star, mildly springing, 

Warm our isle with peace and love? 
Wlirn will Heaven, its sweet Ik-II ringing, 

Cull my spirit to the fields above? 



COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 
Am— IFe brought the Summer with us. 

Come, send round the wine, and leave points of belief 

To simpleton sages, and reasoning fools; 
Tlii* njoment 's a flower too fair and brief. 

To be wiiher*d and stiin'd by the dust of the schools. 
Your glasK may be purple and mine may be blue. 

Rut, v%hi1e tliey are fill'd fn>m the same bright bowl. 
The fool uho would quarrel for difference of hue 

Deserves not the comfort tliey shed o'er the soul. 



Shall I a»k the brave soldier, who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree? 

Shall I give up the friend 1 have valued and tried. 
If he kneel not before the same altar with me? 



From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 
To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss? 

No ! perish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this! 



SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

Aia— r/te Black Joke. 

SuDLiMB was the warning which Liberty spoke. 
And grand was the moment when S)>aniards awoke 

Into life and revenge fnim the conqueror's chain! 
Oh, Liberty! let not this spirit have rest, 
Till it move, like a bree/e, o'er the waves of the west — 
Give the light of your look to each sorrowing spot, 
Nor, oh ! lie the Slumrock of brin forgot. 

While you add to ^-our garland the Olive of Spain ! 

If the fame of our fathers liequeath'd with their rit'hts. 
Give to country its charm, and to home its delights 

If di-ceit be a wound and suspicion a stain — 
Then, ye men of Iberia! our cause is the same: 
And oh ! may his tomb want a tear and a name. 
Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death. 
Than to turn his hist M{\\t into victory's breath 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

Ye Rlakes and ODonnels, whose fathers resign'd 

The green hills of their youth, among strangers to find 

That repose which at home they had sigh'd for in 
vain, 
Join, join in our hope that the flame, which you light. 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright. 
And forgive even Albion, while bluidiing she drawv. 
Like a truant, her sword, in the long-slighted cause 

Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

God prosper the cause! — oh! ii cannot but thrive. 
While the pulM of one patriot heart is alive. 

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to maintain. 
Then how saintetl by sorrow its martyrs will die! . 
The finger of Glory shall point where they lie, ^ 
While, far from the footstep of coward or slave. 
The young Spirit of Freedom sluiU shelter their grave, 

Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain. 



/ 



* Itw«ianoldtnulltioB.iaih«fliMorGlr«ldms.lbatLMfbNc«(tb 
had bc^a originally a foanuiD. by whoM suddra overflowing lb« 
coanirywat ioondated, andanholr rcnioo.likatbeAlUntiiorPlalo. 
overwbeliaed. He Mta ihit the flthcrmeB. la cl<^ar weather, ated 
to point oui lo •lranger« the tall ec- lekiattlcal tower* oader the wa- 
ter. • Pitratoret aqav illla* turret eocletiaMictik, qur aMM« pairi* 
arrUP •aat et aliv, aecnoa el rotaadr, aab aodU waaifekle. aereno 
teBi|>ore roBii|ii''I"i'l et eiiraoeia traaie«Biil>a«. relqae iBa»at ad- 
■IraDiibo*. frrqaeoier oilendant.*— ri,pnyr. Bll. Mu. -. r. 9. 

1 To Make thi* >tory lulelliRiblc in a tonff. woald reqolre a mnrb 
greater nanber of rerM* ihaa any one U aaiboriaed to Inflict vpon 
an aadlenre at onre : ihe render naci therefore he reatent to I ara, j 
la a noie. ihat Fionaaala, ihe daa.ihter of Lir, wai, by ■nme toper- 
oaiaral power, trantfuroied into a twan, aod oondeoHied to wan- 
der, for aany bvndred year*, over reriaia lakes and rlrert in ir'^- 
laad. till the oonioR of (.brUliaaity, when ibe flrtt toand of the 
■aM-bcil «■• to l« the lieoai of berreleaae.— I foand ibii fanclfnl 
Action aaoag aooie Baaowrlpl traMlalioaa fma the IrUb, which 
were fcegaa vad^r the dirertioa of that CBligklCMd frieod of Ire- 
lawi, the Isle CoanioM of ■oirt. 



BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOUNG CHARMS. 

Aia — My Lodging is on the cold Ground. 

BiLiKVK me, if all those endearin(; young cliarms, 

Which I gaie on so fondly to-day. 
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms. 

Like fairy-i;ifls fading away ^ 
Thou wduld&t still l>e adored, as this moment thou art. 

Let thy loveliness fade :is it will. 
And around the dear ruin, eaeh wish of my heart ■ 

Would entwine itself verdantly still ! 

It is not while lieauty and youth are ihinu own. 

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear. 
That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known. 

To which time will but make thee more dear! 

37 
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MOOLiE S WORKS. 



Oh ! tlic licart that ha» truly lored, nerer forigpts, 

But as truly loves on to the nlusc, 
As the sun-llowcr turns on her pod, wlicn he sets. 

The same look which she turn'd when he rose ! 



Ka. in. 



TO 

THE MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF DONEGAL. 

Wbilb the PuhlUher of llicsc Mcloaics very properly 
ioscrilies them to the Nobility and Gentry of Ireland 
iu general, I have much pleasure in selecting one from 
that numlicr to whom my share of the Work is parti- 
lularly dedicated. Though your Ladyship has been 
so long absent from Ireland, I know Uiat you remem- 
licr it well and warmly— that you have not allowed the 
charm of English society, like the taste of the lotus, to 
])roduce oblivion of your country,! but that even the 
humble tribute which I offer derives its chief claim 
upon your interest from the appeal which it makes 
to your patriotism. Indeed, absence, however fatal to 
some affections of the heart, rather strengthens our 
love for the land wliere we were born; and Ireland is 
the country, of all others, which an exile m\M remem- 
ber with enthusiasm. Those few darker and less amia- 
ble traits, with which bigotry and misrule hare stained 
her ehancter, and which are too apt to disgust us upon 
a nearer intercourse, become softened at a distance, or 
altogether invisible; and nothing is rememlK-red but 
her virtues and her misfortunes — the seal with which 
she has always loved liberty, and the barbarous policy 
which has always withheld it from her— the ease with 
which her generous spirit might be conciliated, and 
the cruel ingenuity which has been exerted to • wring 
her into undutifulness.*' 

It has often been remarked, and oftener felt, iliat 
our muHic is the truest of all comments upon our his- 
torv. The tone of defiance, succeeded by the lan|;uor 
of dc8p«>ndenry— a burst of turbulence dying away into 
softness— the sorrows of one moment lost in the levity 
of the next— and all that roui:intic mixture of mirili 
and sadncKS, which ift naturally produced by the efforts 
of a lively temperament, to shake off, or forjjet, the 
wrongs wliich lie upon it :— such are the features of 
our histor>- and cliair.ctcr, which we find stron|;ly and 
faithfully reflected in our music; and there arc many 
uirs which, I think, it is difficult to listen to, without 
recalling some pi-riotl or event to which their expres- 
Kion seem* iM.Tuliarly applicable. Sometimes, when 
the strain is open ami spirited, yet shadM here and 
llierc by a mournful retrollcriion, we can fancy that we 
behold the brave allies of Montro!«e,' marching to the 
aid of the royal cause, notwithst^inding all the perfidy 

■ A pbraia whirh ocean In ■ letter from the E^rl of Detaoad to 
ibe Earl ofUrmoatl, !■ Elualj«lb < lime— Scrimia SacrA, aiqaoted 
hy (lerry. 

" Tben- ire •ome grattfylaj ■erneat* of iba ;;allantry of tb«te IrUb 
■aiiliaries Id •ThetktapleiellUinryof theWara ia SfnllMod, aodrr 
>|noir<iM.* (<66«'). See particalarly, for ibe cooJaci of ao Iri»b- 
man at l^<' l-aitle oi* Abenlera. cbap. 6. p. 49: aad, for a tribateto 
the hratcry of (;uloatfl O'Kyaa, rbap. 7, p. 55. Clarendon owns 
tbii tbe 3lar«|ol< nf Moalroao was Indebted for moob of bit aini- 
ralon* •a.%<'w to tbU saa'.l hand of Irisb beroet aoder XaodoaMll. 



of Charles and his ministers, and renombcmif jM 
enough of past sufferings to enhance the gtausnatf of 
their present sacrifice. The plaintive nuJodiet of Ga- 
rolan take us back to the times in which he lived, whra 
our poor countrymen were driven to worship tbeir GoJ 
in caves, or to quit for ever the land of thoir birth (Bke 
the bird that abandons the nest which human tomh 
has violated) ; and in many a song do we liear tbe last 
farewell of the exile,' mingling regret for the ties be 
leaves at home, with sanguine expectations of the ho- 
nours that await him abroad — iuch honours as wcrj 
won on the field of Fontenoy, where the valour of irtklt 
Catholics turned the fortune of the day in favour of 
the French, and extorted from George the Second that 
memorable exclamation, ■ Cursed be the lavr% which 
deprive me of such subjects!* 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our 
music, it is certain that our finest and most popoLir 
airs are modern; and perhaps we may look no furtlkr 
than the last disgraceful century for the origin of okm 
of those wild and melancholy strains, which were it 
once the of^pring and solace of grief, and which wcrv 
applied 10 the mind, as music was formerly to tliebody. 
< (lecantare lora dolentia.» Mr Pinkerton ia of opi- 
nion' that none of tlie Scotch popular airs are as oil 
as the middle of tlie sixteenth century; and, tlioiif.h 
musical antiquaries refer us, for some of our melodies. 
to so early a period an the fifth centtiry, I am persuadod 
tint there are few, of a civiliied description (and Ly 
this I mean to exclude all the savage Ceanana, crics,^ 
etc.), which can claim quite so ancient a dale as 51r 
Pinkerton allows to the Scotch. But mtisic is not tlic 
only subject upon which our taste for antiquity is r.i- 
tlier unreasonably indulged; and, however lieretical it 
may be to dissent from tlicse romantic speculations, I 
cannot help thinking that it is powible to love oitr 
country very zealously, and to feel deeply interesteil 
in her honour and happiness, without l>elicving th.it 
IriKh was the language spoken in Paradise ;4 that our 
ancestors were kind enotigh to take the trouble of po- 
lishing the Greeks ;^ or tliat AlKiris the Hyperborean. 
was a native of the North of Ireland.^ 

By some of these arch.-eolof^ixts, it has been imagineil 
that the Irish were early acquainted with counter- 
IK>int,7 and they endeavour to support this conjecture 

' Tbe Auociations of tbr Ilind6 Mntlc, tbouf^b more obviont aad 
defiaed, were (kr leM toaoblng and characteristic Tbey dividad their 
snojs according to tbe seasons of tbeyrar, by »blcb (sayaSir WilliaMi 
Jonea) * tkry werr able to recal tbe numory of aaiamnal ■c r r i aaeai. 
01 ibe close of tb** barvest, or of se|>araiion and nieiaacboly daria ; 
ilie cold aontba,* etc. Aiiallc Tnntatiiomn, vol. 3, oa tba Maaiol 
.Modes of Ibe Hindus. Wbat tbe .VbM da Bos says of ibe syaipb.'- 
nies of Lally, Bay I e asserted, with aiuch laurv probability, of aar 
Iwld and iiapauloainl airs :— ■ F.lioi auroieat prodait do oaa eflats 
(|ai noas paroisseot fahuleox dan* le r^cii de* anciens. si oa In 
avnit fait entendre fc des boninet d'un naiarol aaasi vlf qae Irt 
.Vlb^alens.*— AiyCrx. nir/a Peinture, «-u-^ torn. 1, sect. 4^. 

■Dissertatloa, preflunlto tbesecoud TolanseofbisScotliabBillads. 

* Of wblrb soaie genniau s|ie-.'inraDs laay le foaod at tbe end of 
Mr Walker's work a|i»a tbe Irisb Bards. Mr Bantiuj bas disfigaraJ 
bis last splendid volanie by too nuay of tbese l>arl«ruDS rhap4odir*. 

* See AdvortiseaMnt to tbe Transactions of the Gaelic Sodeij of 
DatJia. 

* O'Ualloraa, vol. 1. |iart. 1, cbjp. 6. 

* Id. lb. tbap. 7. 

^ It is also supposed, bat with as iitile proof, that tbey aadarttou.! 
tba diesis, or eabanaonli- iaterval.— TheGrrcks seea to bavefbrai- 
ed their ears to this deliote i;raJAtion of snaoJ : and, whaterer dii- 
iicaltiaa or oh.eotloos auy lit* la ihe wayofiispractkalase, weaia*! 
a(;rae with M^Tsenae (Pr^lades dn rUarraoalr, qaaal. 7), that ike 
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by a weD-known pam(;c in Giraldim, ikhere he dilalai, | grailiially more amenable to tlw laws of harmony and 
with sueh el.il»nr:ite praiiu', ufion the hcuutioi of our ' rountcr-piiinl. 

mtional minstrcUy. But the tirms of this eulogy are I In protitini;, hnwerer, by the improvemnila of ihr 
ton rague, too dvlii'irnt in te<'hninil accuracy, to prove ' modems, our Klyle tiill kept itii ori(;inality nrred from 
that om Giraldwi hiiiweif knew any thing of the ar- . thifir ruKncmenU; and, thnu(;h (lamlan had fntquent 
fififf of rounlifr-point. There are many expreiwionii np|>nrtunitin of huaiing the wnrkA of (leminiani, and 

in ihir Grrrk and l.itin writers whirh nii|;ht be riteil, oilier manlen, wc hni rarely hnd him ucrilirini; his 

I Willi much niiirv plaiiAihilify. to pmve that they under- n.ilirc siniplirity to the ambition of their omnnK'nIa, 

i Ktoml the arr.ini;em«nt of niuMc in pans;' yet I he- t :<ffi.TUlinn of their M'ienctf. In that curious rum- 
lieve it is t-onreilwl in general bv the lonmcd, that, ' posiiion, indeed, calleil hifc Conrertn, it is cviilcnt that 

htmncr i;nind and i>.illii>iio the mt.'lody of the anrienbt !>«■* l-ihoiircd to imitate (iorelli; and this union of man- 
may h:iTc Itven, it wa<( rcKcrviil for the in|;enuity of nrrs so very diwiniilar. produces the same kind of 

mfMlcrn SriimiT to tnnHiiiit tin: ■ 1i|;ht of Son(;* throu|;h itnca«y M-nii.iliun whirh i» fi-lt at a mivture of diffiTrnt 

tlic %ariii;atin|; prisini of Ihiniionv. Mylifs of arrhitectun'. In |;cni'ral, hnwrvrr, the artlcrH 

I Inilrtnl the irro|;ul.tr scale of the early IrhIi ^n which, < How of our niiiNir has pn-^'rvitl iliielf free fnim all 

I as in the iniiHir of Scnil.ind, the interval of ilie fourth tln^t: of fori'it;n innoviition,' and the chief corruptions. 

, w-a4 wanting; ■ mint have funii«li«il hut wild and re- of which we liavr to complain. ari«r froui the unnkil- 

Ifrartory siihjertH to the htriiionisl. It w.ih only when ful p<rrforiiianc«* of our own itiui'rant inuMcianA, fmni 

the invmlion of tiuiilo lMi;an to Im: kmtwn, and tin* whom, too frcqiii>ntlv, the airs .ire notiil down, cn- 

|iowiM>« of the harp' were fular^'cd hyailililional strin^v cumlirriil hv their lastelcn^ deroritiims, ami resiionsi- 

tkit our uifliMlim to<tk the s>M«et rharactLT which in- hh* fur all their i|;nnrant anomalies. Tlioii|^i it bir 

' tcreMs us at pniient; and, while the Srotch |icnu'«(.>red K'>m:'lime<i imp>»Miihle to irace the ori|;iDal strain, yet, 

j in the old mutilation of the scalir.i our music became iu ukmiI of them, • auri prr rinnn AHm rt:ful(p*t.*' ihi* 

I ' piirtr |;oiil of ilur melody iJiini*^ llirou|;li the un|;r;icefiil 

I. , .... # .. , . , foliai'f wliieli Hurnmnilit it: and the most delicate and 

1:0- >• T.-l. •mnm^ oiher,. lerr ...tit r-ntrk.. uh^nttUmt on difhcull dutv of a coinpiliT t% to endeavour, as much 

lluriJ !HHii;. cba|.. 1, wv. iti;. thrro it nn pimj ye-.turmrr na iIm- aS |mhimI)Ic hy r«'rrenrhin|; tllcM' inrlc|>ant SllfN'rlluilifS, i 

, im4i« who 4or, aoi b.aki' ■ ■ra.il'ir diirrrrni«- liriv«>B D ibari. and c«dlatin|; iln* Viirioii^ iniMliiNiK of pla\ini; or iiini:in|: 

.. " L . # «>. ^ , . . ■ ■ *-;»cli air. to n'nlorv liif m;ularitv of ih form, ami tin- 

I ; nharaMlr iraDtllion. Is alin titj tiriklaR aad Iwaailfal. •*"«*»" WHiplfHy of iti. iharaiter. j 

< TWwunU T9cxf/ytaaatl<rs,'«'#fi'jjvi9i,laa|iaiu-rnrpiain. I miiKi a|<[ain obwTve. thai, in dmibiin|; ihc ami- 1 

aad M«r «<«|)rvMioat <»f l.iivrii, in trm.;mritl. lili. li. ili- llp|ialil.. rpiilv of our niUMc, iliy Mrpliriftm cximd^ but tii lh»»*i' 1 

i.Ja.«lilN. \I.W tra;;Bier to -ai.iai. tbai ih^ a.ricala k.d a Hi-lied MMiimcn^ of the art. whirh it is difficult to con- ' 

kiiMii^>Jgii Ai en«Bi(T-|Mi:ai. M. Hiii<>tii-. Binravar. M« BBtwrrM ' . '. « 1 • 

biiB. I ihiBk.uii«faciQril;.-(i:taBH-nd-aa|Mi«»n^<l.- flaiM. ia '"«^«»« anterior lo ihe dawn of moilrrn improtciiient; 

j ikf id vol. of Hitiiiifi' df r.\rsii.) >. Ha^i it nf ii|Hamn (iVB«r<-« ami that 1 would by no means invaliilati* ihr claims of 

; liivtTM-*) ibai »hai ci.vru ■a;* ..rib* laaiic of iIk tiibrrr*. ia bi» Irejanfl to as early a r.ink in ihe annalH of niinslicUv 

.lr*B. of S.;,.!« I. .Bfr..i..«i f. ,..«,• aa a.^naiaiBB .. «.ib bar- .,^ ,,,,. ^^,^j ,,.j^,^„^ anlLniary mav l^- inrjin.d to allow 

■ Bf«« J hai iHip «f ibi> iimB -r 1 |4i.M,^i ubirb f rr>Y»llf>ci la favour , . .... ■ . . ' . ■ • ■ 

i .llbr ••p,«.ili.>B.orcur..a ihr Tr.-Bli.... aUriJaiwi I.. ULUili.-. '"^•■. In addition, in.le.fl, to thi* |Nmer whirh UIUMC 

I Ilscf Ks7u9v — Msv^f/ijc* ;C«ij 3r«aiyat,;xc«ti.x.T.i. inusl alwayh have pii«v%siil over ihi- niimK of a pi-opli* 

, • ADo.b< r l.wli-.i |ir aliaril; •fuuraB.u Ulbp lr«.|n#-a<^ nr«liBi mi ardent and Sll«i-i-ptihle ihi- Slillllllns of |HT«i*llliiin 

I L .1 I - I .1. ■ 1. : i was n«»t waniiui: i«» ijiiirRrn tiiir t.i*ri- inio i'n»hu«ijsm: 

: cf .»«|m.i»B ; iB.U^. .f I aia; vniar- |.. rii- my owa •iM ai- ""' « harniH of Mini; wen- .Mnolil.il With the |;liin.^ of | 

laaipu IB ibit md^. i( i«a faaii wbiib I tiud ait».-if i^iBiiBiiall; uiarUnloin, ami ihe arto afainni niinntn'ls, in thi*m|;ns 

rnMalUiB*. bbJ «iL. b l.a. *oinriJm.aa|.|>»rt«l w. |.l.-ailu<i l>»Bi; of Hi-iirv VIII and Klifilii'th. wen' as MirrrSftflll, I 

«-ar, ihaii bavr «ar <-niirn->l ii lu ih.- iriiii- wiib matiilrtalilF rr- 1 1 . . ■ i.- _ -■..__* 

_ ^ ..... "■■"-■ "^ iliMtlil iiiil, III makini; iiiv rounlrvmen iiniHiiiin«, as 

• a.-iBB4V. Hay ibi-r mil I* ■ |;tili> ■■mlaDtn la adbTiaii loii n- , , : , ... 1 << 1 i> 
, ;.JI; 10 tbit rale'-l ba«e I ^a 1.4.1 ib.i ib-rr an- iai.a r» i. »»»• I"""'" ' '«^ •'«"■ '*"» '" kci-|.in|: them Ulliolic*. 

, liaydaofaa uBdi%.iBi*tO •ai.rt*ii»n <if hfib*; aad Vr Sbif kl. ia hit \M:h rcftpiTl to thr %i-rM-( uliirji I have written for 1 

j latn«ia. liua 10 llarniuBy. Mrm* In iBliaMlr that Haadal hat lirru fliiiif' Mi'!(Hlii-«, ;\% ihcv an' inli'ndfd ratllfr to In- Min(* 

! t<«M-iia. . c-iiii* i.fikr ^.-.mu- iir.;:al4iiiy. ,l, ,„ j.,. „, | ^ ,„ .^„w,.r for ihrir luiund with soniewlMt \ 

' AiiBsalar fi«er<lgbf laN-an inaa £•• « BiM.a ill* Iritk ilar|i. W hi .1 .1 - . . :. . ..1 ■ ■ .c ■ 

■« Z_. ..■...- . ■ ...'■■ -. .» . ... more c«tnhd«-nre than thnr si-n*Mf, vii. it wiiulil W af- 

.^ iVaafnr<l. «bi. b it lairrlr 1 in ibr A|>|irB«lii In Vlaikrr t liittii- 

ri.vlMrMirt -.Tb-lrith (t«t hr^. a.n.nl.ai: io nmiBi..B. ia ib«. fwtatiou Ui deny Uiat 1 have j;ivcn murh attentuui lo 
r«i|;a nf Hrbrf II. bad i««ii kiadtoi barfu, *tlilirni.i-i laairB ia da- , 
•(■•■Btici itrarrit iatlruMFBtik, qiaaifi* |ir*«-i|«lii>Mrl vrliM-i-iu. 

»«avrBiu»rMri|a-aBdaBi.'ibi<itaPi;rraily IwUbbiI i|aii-k, lbrotb«r BMrly ibr tan« }«ttuM for rul-i-ia.T at of i>ur Saiait. ami ihr trainrd 

iofl asd |dratiB|r. • — llu« a laao of ^r lU^afuni't li>araiai; mall to lki>ai|i>iir «>■, for ihi» I'lfm -r, mllij • Tbr Saini Siralrr.* I tai^ 

■i«IBk» ih-' ■»BoiB ;. ami maiihiitf ibr i;niBiBiaiii'al ii.atiiiMticin nf | «•<' i( *** an IrikbiaaB whu. !■; «bi of rriirital, ti.tl.* ilHfH|it<rr't 

ibit Fkirai-i, it HBa.iuHaialilr. Tbr hiMnwiaR is ibf |>at*a|; ■ at I liail '■•'aaiifui wil.- Iium bim ai i'lta.— Sw ibii aar.^luii' ia ibr l*.m^f - 

tl caiifr ia BruiBlnn. aa-l ii m|air. t li«l iaile Lailu !■• |i*-nviTP iha '-"(v v' l.r«iiir4Ui, pan 1. |>«j-.- 1 i. 
iai«tlirr«hi.-h bai linrn ilmi- 1 1 ihi> noidt af ibc oM ibmaiiHrr -— ' .iaion,; uibrr fal.* irl urairal* uf ib.- an, oai mutii ;wilb iba 

• Ll ma Vmia. hujot Irrra i-|-«, aiaiar itra. ltm|4aocl • bum, ar finjiLoa |triba|i* i>f \> ^ air-- iird • "im ■■. Maaiaia.- bbJ oar or 
Wailia ciibara. lal it riihuni ililvBiii lamra ladaohaB aiatiii (• ■- iwiiaiiir.- nf ibr ■Baii*lui|ii-r«ai •! , r f.| nn^ '. ai ai.-i Inl ibrfl pai rili> 
amt latirBBirBlii, ^adUtr 1 p.t\'fHfm tl iW.rrat, $ nrrm. l.imem ft niaiii-kry of aaiurnl boimw, bhu nn* rl- . «hi h dicrsivi t.» n'trB 
/ar a^Bi, irit|>aliiaikiHliBrliBlriiMlitBolBlit,«/Ai»Rrii«nt.i.a..ifi.. ibr «iiik» oi rtia iLi* f.rNl iimbiIi i LiatM-ii. U lli miK-rl ii«,:)il lo 
— Iiiil. Aaerii. . Sri|i, |t.t,;. ii.-i. I sboald anl ba«<* ibnoclii ihi. btir liaJ I «> ti-r t4>ii :b n lii li-.< wr flir |>ainia ul ibit iB<iaii*r af^ 
rrmr «orib rrmark-a ;. I m ll>ai tbr niM|iili-r of I hi* lli«MT-B(ii>ii na '•" »al"'a /»• ." «r. I'r / ,h •.in ..' / ■•■ « /-i^Ji.'. — The mdcr nay 
lb* Harp. pntliifO In Mr naaliag't laal Work, hat adnpi •! ii iiii|.li- iiml tuiar f<M>J n-marki on ihr taiiirtl la \«.«na iiimib Hat .bI Li- 
riily. I |i>>.»»,iia . ■ tiurk wb'.b. ibiiu.-.b amiar ihr aamr nl .\«ifiB. «ias 

*Tb«ftrBMb layrlala lutaarafiiBr bi>UBtt»,liaiibrr^pr'Mr n,-; Mr.ilra. ii it said. I y Dr arova. 

■ Vir.:il. .4:BaU. Ilb.«, v. *i>i. ■ 
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miUafdlSarawv baiwsaa ibcir arMiaa sad tmn. Tbry bid fur- 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



the task, and that it it not throuffh want of seal or in- 
dustry, if 1 unfortunaiety dis^pracc the sweet aire of my 
country, by poetry altogether unworthy of their taste, 
their energy, and their tenderness. 

Thouf;h the humble nature of my contributions to 
this work may exempt (liom from (he rigours of literary 
criticisms, it was not to be expnctcnl that those touches 
of political feeling, those tones of national complaint, 
in which (he poetry sometimes sympathizes with the 
music, would be suffere<l to piiM wiihuut censure or 
alarm. It has been accordingly s:iid, (hat the (undency 
of this puhliration is niischicvoits,' and that I have ! 
chosen these airs hut as a veliicle of dangerous ]>olitics — 
as fair ami precious Tess<:ls (to borrow an ini;i(;e of 
St Augustin') from which (he wine of error miglit be 
administered. To those who iclentiPy nationality with 
treason, and who sec, in every effort for Ireland, a s^'s- 
tem of hostility towanis England, — to (hose too, who, 
nuned in the gloom of prejudiiN>, are alarme«l by the 
faintest gleam of Iil>er,ili(y that threatens (o dis(urb 
their darkness (like that Demophon of ohl, who, when 
the sun slione upon him, shivered!'} — to such men I 
sluill not deign to n|)ol(»gizo for the warmth of any im>- 
litical sentiment which may occur in the course of 
tltese pages. But, as (here are many, among (he more 
wise and tolenmt, who, with fe<rling enough (o mourn 
over (he wrongs of their country, ami Kense enough to 
perceive all the danger of not riHlresiing them, m.iy yet 
think (hat allusions in (he leaK( dc(;rce l>old nr inflam- 
matory should lie avoided in a publication of (his po- 
pular descripdon — I l>cg of thew! resixrcted imtsouh to 
beliere, tliat there is no one who lieprecates more sin- 
cerely than I do any appeal to the ]»awions of an igno- 
rant and angry multitude ; but, that it is not through 
that gross and inHammable region of society a wurk 
of this nature could ever have Uren in (ended (o circu- 
Li(e. It looks much hi(;lier for it.s audience and read- 
er>> — i( i* found ii|M)n (he piano-fortes of the rich and 
(he etluiM(ed — of those who ran afford to h.ive their 
national zeal a little stimulated, m idiom exciting nmcli 
lircad of the excesMrt into which it may huiry them; 
and of many, whose nerves may l>c, now ami then, 
alarmed with advantage, as nuich nion; ik to he gained 
hy their fears, than could ever Im: expected from (lieir 
juft(ice. 

Having (hus adver(ed to (he princi|>:il obje<'(ion which 
has been hitherto made to the poetical part of tliis 
work, allow me to add a few words in defi-nce of my 
ingenious coadjutor. Sir Jnhn Stevenson, who han l>een 
accusetl of having s{M)il4Hl (lie simplicity of the airs, by 
the chromatic ricbncSH of bin syinphonies, and tlie ela- 
borate vdrie(y of bin liarmonits. We nii|;li( cite the 
example of (be admirable llayiln, who has sported 
(hront'h all the mazes of nuisical science, in bis arrange- 
ment of the dimplcst Scottish melodiirs; but it ap|H.Mrs 
to me, tliat Sir John Stevenvm hah brou(;li( a national 
feeling to (his tisk, which i( >^ould be in vain to ex- 
pect from a foreigner, however tasteful or judicious. 
Through many of hi* own compositions we trace a 
vein of Irisli sen(imeu(, which points liiui ou( as pe- 



culiarly suited 10 catch the spirit of hit comifrf^s na. 
•ic ; and, far from agreeing with those critics who thiak 
tliat his symphonies have nothing kindred with the 
airs which they introduce, I would say that, in general. . 
they resemble those illuminated initials of old mann- 
scripts, which arc of the same cliaracler with tlie writin(; | 
which follows, though more highly coloured* and more 
curiously ornamented. 

In (hose uir« which are arranged for voacet, his skill 
has p;ir(icularly dis(ingiiislicd itself; and, though itcan- 
no( l>e denie<l (hat a single melody moat naturally c\- 
presses the language of feeling and pasxion, yet, often, 
when a favourite strain li:is lieen dismiskcd, as bavin; 
lost its charm of novelty for the ear, it returns, io a 
harmonized shape, with new claims upon our intemt 
and a((en(ion; aud to those who study the delicate at- 
tiiiccs of cfini position, (lie construction of the inner 
parts of these pieces muAt afford, 1 think, considn^ 
able Ha(isfac(ion. Every voice has an air to ititelf, a 
ilowing succession of notes, which might be heard with 
pleasure, independent of the rest, so artfully has the 
harmonist (if 1 may thus express it) gaveiled the melo- 
dy, distributing an equal portion of its sweetness !■• 
every part. 

If your Lidyship*s love of Music were not known to 
me, 1 should not have hazanlod so long a letter u]Kin 
the subject; but as, probably, I may have prvMiuiol 
too far upon your partLility. (he l»est reveii(*e you ■ aii 
take is to write me just as long a letter upon l*ain(iiip; 
and I promise (o attend to your theory of the art, with 
a pleadure tmly surpassed hy that which I liav« ao ofiL-n 
derived from your practice of it. — May tlie mind wliicli 
such (alents adorn, continue calm as it is bright, an>i 
happy as it is virtuous ! 

Believe me, your I^^idyship's 

Grateful Friend and Servant, 

Dublin, January, iftio. THOMAS MCN>RE. 



* 8«« L«Uer«, uader ibe ai(piai«re« of TioMra*, etc. in ihe Jf^rMiit; 
Ful, Pilot, anil olbur \tm\t€t: 

* ■ .Noa un-Hio Trrtm. (|iiB»i rata elf«'M iili|ae |irplio*ii ; afnl Tipan 
errorik, qnml raai rit •uliit |iro|iinatHr.«— Lil>. i. Lunlc-**. ra|i. i6. 

*Thiaeailiiuaiuf moiji-ra lii(^ii* wot b^ail-i>ii tier (T-CUTi^0~2lS}) 
to Alexaiider ihfGnmt.— Sext. twtptr. PgrrA. Uffvtk. Iili. i . 
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KRIX! on KHIN! 

Aia — Jlirtmama Halla. 
Like the bright lamp that shone in Kildare'sholy fane,* 

And burn'd tbniu(;b long agifs of darkness aud tloroi, 
Ih (be bear( (ba( afllictions have come o'er in vain. 

>VboS(! spirit outlives tbcui. unfadiug and warm I 
Krin ! oh Kriu ! (bus bri|;li(, through (he tears 
Of a lon(; night of l>ondage, (by spirit appears ! 

The nations have f illen, and thou still art young. 

Tliy Htm is but rising, when otiicrs are set; 
And tbon|;h fclavery's cbnid o'er thy morning hath hun^:. 

The full moon of freeiloiii shall lieam round thee voL 
Krin! oh Krin! tliou(;h long in (be shade, 
Thy s(ar will ^liine out, when the prxmdest shall fade! 

Unchill'd by the rain, and imwaked by the wind. 
The lily lies sli-vping through winter's cold hour, 

* Thrword • rhmmatic* aiiijbt bare bren med berr, witlnMiaay 
viulroiv 10 iu mfanin**. 

* Tbe iaeviinKuiBhal-lefln* nf St nrid*ot, at KiiJore. whii-b Giral- 
das Mcoiioni, • A|>nfi KiMariamo-xarnt Icnli Saa.ta- Brifid* ^utm 
ini-iiinyailiilvHi Tii-anl : aun qauii r.lia.'ai b«m |KM«ii, trd «|{oJ 
lain Milidia muoialt-t et wniur uini.vret iQiirH, sBp|>Hi-at* ■airvia, 
fu*fni ft nnlriani, ul a tempo e tiiglni« per tot aBnornn rarricnbt 
KBiMTaanail inKxlina»M.m—(UniJ. Caml. J§ MirmM. Mlltwrn. IK*. 
a, c. I{. 
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I kprinf;, with a touch, her dark dumber unbind, 
knd day-li|;h( and liberty ble» tlie youn^ flower.* 
n ! oh Erin ! Iky winter i* pa*!, 
J the hope tliat lived ibroogh it ihall blotioin at bit. 
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DRINR TO HER. 



An—Heigh oh ! my lackey 

Dai?iK to hirr, who long 

Il.iih w.iked iIm* |Hict*s u^h; 
The (;irl who (jave to song 

What (;old could never buy. 
Oh ! w(iin.in'it hcirt wa» made 

For min«ttn>l handii alooe; 
By nihcr fin^vn play'd. 

It \ icld» not lulf the lone. 
Tlien hen* '» to her, v^ho long 

Hath waki-d the poet's si(;h, 
TIm- (;irl who |;ave to mmq 

What cjold could never buy; 

At Beauty's door of jjlan 

When Wealth and Wit once itood, 
Tliry a»k'il her which might |ia«T» 

She aniiwrrM, m he who could. » 
With gohU'n key Wealth tlMiH(>hl 

To paM — but *t would not do : 
Whili* Wit J diamond brou(;ht, 

Ami out hit bri(;ht way through ! 
S(i ln're '• to her w ho long 

H-ilh waked the poet's wigh. 
The girl who gave t(i snng 

What gold could never buy! 

The love that ne^-ks a home. 

Where wealth or grandeur ftliine*, 
U like tlie |;|fN»niy gnome 

Ttiat dwelln in dark gold niinut. 
But oh ! the ptMi's love 

(Ian baut a liri(;liier sphere; 
Its ii;itite homr 's alMive, 

TlHiugh woHi.in kevpH it hirrc ! 
Then drink to her, who long 

Hath waki.ll the |MM-t's sigh, 
The j'irl whf> gavi; to song 

Wlul gold could never buy ! 



OH! BLAMR NOT THF. BARD.* 

All— If/tj Tyrrel. 

hiame not the hanl, if h<> fly to tlie bowen, 
V\ liere PleaMire lies carelessly smiling at Fame; 
w^ h«im for niiirh more, ami in liappi«rr houn 
lliH MKil might luve bum'd with a holier flame. 



art B. Ti||k*, iB Wr nqaliit* liMt m iW Illy, kat applM ikl* 
H*- M • Mill marr lapuruat •abfitrt. 

V» mtj Mppo** ihit ai^hia} lo baie br«« alitrrd Iw oa* m( 
**■ waaU^ria^i l«rii*. « biM* b|H-aaerMiw«ff-ivly.aail. |irrba|is ir«(; 

r\W* ia hit Matr wf IrrlaaJ. and wt.iitP |Mlr•^ hi* irl!t B*.>vrr^ 
iakl4Nil «itb taaa f*^iX1 fltMartofiWir aiiaral drtirc. «bi. h j;b«i> 
•* P*^ ■■*! ro«alia.-t aaw ibna. tW ahii^ it it gmit pit; lo m 
•r<liaiktgranager«irk«<daMsaBd Tioa, vkidi, wilb faod aiag*. 
■U tarra m adara aad baaadl^ vlrlaa.* 



The Mring tliat now languithet loote o'er the lyre, 
Might have bent a proud bow to the warrioi'a dart/ 

And the lip, which now breathes bat the aong of deaire, 
Blight have pour'd tlie full ude of a patriotft heart. 

But alas! for his country — lier pride is gone by. 

And tliat spirit is broken which never would bend; 
O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh. 

For 't is lreaM)n to love her, and death to defend. 
Unprized aro her sons, till they 've learn'd to betray; 

(Imlistinguisird they live, if they shame not their sires; 
And tlie torch, tlut would light them through dignityV 
way. 

Must be cau(;ht from llie pile where their country 
eipires ! 

Then blame not the hard, if, in pleasure's soft dream. 

He should try to forget what he never can heal ; 
Oh ! give but a hope — let a vista but gleam 

TIin>ugli tlie glimm of his country, and mark bow 
hc'llfi-el! 
Tluit instant his lunrt at her shrine would lay down 

Every passion it nursed, evtrry liliiw it adored, 
While the myrtle, now idly entwined with hu crown. 

Like tlie wreath of Uarmodius, should cover hit 
sword." 

But, though glory begone, and though hope fiide away, 

Thy name, loved Erin! shall live in his songs; 
Not even in tlie hour when his heart is most gay 

Will he lose the n'luemhranreof thee ami thy wronga. 
The stran(;er shall hear thy lament on his plains, 

The hi^'h of iliy harp shall lie sent o'er llie deep, 
Till thy masters themselves, as tliey rivet tliy chains, 

Sliall pause at the song of their captive, and weep. 

"^ WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S UGHT. 

Aia — Oonagh. 

While gaiinj; on the nuxm's light, 

A iiiiuiieiit from her siiiili* I tiim'd. 
To look at oHk ihal. nion' blight, 
In hme and divtint (;lory Itum'd. 
But. too far, 
Kii'li proud star. 
For me to feel itk wariiiing flame- 
Much more di-ar 
That iiiihl sphere. 
Which near our plinit smiling came,' 
Thus, Mtry. h*' hut thou iiiv own — 

While liri|;lili-r ey»"s unhe«><lc-d play, 
I 'II love thoM- nioonli|;ht looks alone. 

Which blcM my home and (;uidc my way ! 

* It it roHJiNian>d Ky Woraiat. llMt ik^ aaai> of Irffaad Itdrrlvad 
fruai Yr, thF Rimii for a fo«'. ia iW at«> of «hli-h wf.a|«na ibr frith 
wi-rvnair irrjnpan. Thitdrri* alius U vrtaiaiy MortrnxdiuhUia 
a* ihaa ihc f illimian : > N> thai Irrltai ^.alltsl iha laaU of fw. for 
ihr matiaai tmiiit ib^rp-n fur 4 tt irari^ «at ao« tir«'«iac <hr laad «l 
roncori . — Liutn't Shttr T.irfJkVf, an. Tha i.or«J(iraaditaa. 

■ Scr ihi* ilyaia. aitrihalnl lo Alorat. I.V u>CTOV l()ae^ TV 
f(;.9> ^3Ci;;>«— • I will larry ay taord. hwiJaa ia aynkt. iiha 
llMriai«liut Jinl \r •iii,;i!iiB,* eu. 

■ .III «ti.|| irlftMl liu-iirt ai are *i»iMr. ib*- taa fi(V|iMkl. iha 
t n •If . iNiB. ■• ilf.iiiial'li* ai it it ia ixiaicariiAa lo MOai iif ih# 
iiibi-n. ii aid. b ainrv Iraatiriat ibaa ibey ail pal lonvihrr.v— 
^ OisiuV » rkr try, ^w. 

la tha Ca/fWi>af ^Ari*m, aaoag oih^r iaj;raie«t aahlnat, *a 
ta«l a turry tk) aitboai a ■ n aa. with ibaaenlt, Stm aaffr, faad 
«A«af. 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



The (lay had sunk in dim showers, 

But midni^t now, with lustre meek, 
Illumined all the pale flowers, 
Like hope that li;;hts a moumeKs cheek. 
I said (while 
The moon's sniilc 
PUVd o'er a stream in dimpling bli»), 
« The moon looks 
On many brooks, 
The brook can see no moon but this :•* 
iind thus I thought our f<)rtnnes nin, 

For many a lover lookn to tlice. 
While oh \ I feel there is but one. 
One Mury in the world for me. 
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ILL OMENS. 



Ais — Kitty of Coleraine ,' or, Paddy's Resource, 

WiBN daylight was yut sleeping under the billow, 

And stars in the hcnvens still lingering shone. 
Young Kitty, all bluhhing, rose up from her pillow, 

The last time she e'er was to press it alone, 
For the youth, whom she treasured her heart and her 
soul in. 

Had promised to link the last tie before noon; 
And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen. 

The maiden herself will steal after it soon ! 

As slie look'd in tlic glass, which a woman ne'er misses. 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 
A bntterdy, freidi from the night-tlower's kisses. 

Flew over ilie mirror, and shaded her view. 
Enraged with the insect for hiding her graces. 

She brush'd him — he fell, alas! never to rise — 
« Ah ! such,* said the girl, • i» the pride of our faces; 

For wliich the soul'* innocence too often dies !■ 

While slie stole through the garden, where heart's-ease 
was growing. 

She cuU'd some, and kiw'd off its niglit-fallen dew; 
And a rose, further on, look'd so tempting and glowing. 

That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too ; 
But, while o'er the roses too carelessly leaning. 

Her zone (lew in two, and the lie:irtVease was lost — 
• Ah! this means,* said the girl (and she sigh'd at its 
meaning), 

• That love is scarce worth the repose it will cost !» 



J BEFORE THE BAlTLE. 

All— 7^ Fairy Qneen. 

Bt the hope within us springing. 

Herald of to-morrow's strife ; 
By that sun whow; light is bringing 

Giains or freedom, death or life — 
Oh remember life can l>c 
No charm for him who lives not free ! 

Like the day-star in the wave, 

Sinks a hero to liis grave, 
'Midst the dew-fall of a nation's lean! 

Happy b he o'er whoae decline 

' Tbit la«fe was toggrttfld hj tko folknrlng tboa.flit, wbtch oc- 
ean w wl i fl i e la Sir WiMlaa Icmn't work* :— < Ttie boob 
■poo aMBj oif kHIowort, lk« ■i^t'flower torn bat ooe ■ooi 



The smiles of home may soothing 
And light him down the steep of yean: 
But oh ! how grand they sink to 
Who close their eyes on Victory^s 

O'er his watcli-fire's fading embers 
Now the foeman's cheek turns white. 

When his heart that fieM remembers. 
Where we dimm'd his glory^s light ! 

Never let him bind again 

A chain like that we broke from then. 
Ifurk ! the horn of combat calls — 
Ere the golden evening falls. 

May we pledge that horn in triumph round 
Many a heart that now beats high. 
In slumber cold at night shall lie, 

Nor waken even at victory's sound : — 
But, oh ! how bles-i'd that hero's sleep. 
O'er whom a wondering world shall weep! 
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AFTER THE B.\TTLE. 
Alt— Thy Fair Bosom. 



NiOBT closed around the conqueror's way. 

And lightnin(^ sliow'd the disLint hill. 
Where tliose who lost that dreadful day 

Stood, few and faint, but fearless still ! 
Tlie soldier's liop<;, the patriot's zeal. 

For ever dimin'd, for ever crost — 
Oh ! who shall viy what heroes feel. 

When all but life and honour's lost! 

Tlie last sad hour of freedom's dream. 

And valour's lask, moved slowly by. 
While mute they \vat(*ird, till morning's bco 

Should rise, and give them light to diet- 
There is a world >^ here souls are free. 

Where tyrants laint not nature's bliss; 
If de.ith that world's bright opening be. 

Oh ! who would live a slave in this I 
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OH ! TIS SVVFJilT TO THINK. 
Ais — T1tady,you Gander. 



Oi I 't is sweet to think that, wherever we rove. 

We arc sure to find something blissful and dea 
And that, when we 're far from the lips wc love. 

We have but to make love to the lips wc are n 
The heart, like a tendril, arcustom'd to cling. 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone 
But will lean to the nearest and loveliest thing 

It can twine witli itself, and make closely its ov 

* • Tbe frisk Goma was not entirely ditvoted lo nartial p 
In tkc keroic aijrs oar aorettor* qnaffod M«adk out of ikeai 
Danitb kuniers do ikeir l.«;'«eragA at llii* day.*— WALata. 

* I kolieve it It Marmontel, «ko vayi, ■ {fummd oh ■*« ft 
Con a me. It famt aimtr ce que fan n.* — There are so many » 
fkct peopie, wko take lark jtrx i'e'prii at tkia dr>fenco o 
atancy to bo tke actaai and genoine tentinenit of kiot wk 
ikea, tkat tkey eompei one. In M!lMereBre. to be at matte 
aa tbeatehea, and lo reaind tken ibat Detmtrritvt wat nnt il 
pkysiolofitt for kavlnp playfully n>nirnded tkat mow wa; 
•or Eratnns in any decree tke I cat wise for karins wriuei 
fOBions enooBiiBB of foliy. 
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Then oh ! what pleasure, where'er we rove. 

To be doom'd to find something, still, that is dear, 

And lo know, when ^r from tlie lips we love, 
Wc have but to make love to the lips we are near. 

'T were u 8b.ime, when flowers around us rise. 

To make li(;hi of the rest, if the rose is not there; 
And tlio world 's so rich in resplendent eyes, 

T were a pity tb limit one's love to a pair. 
Lovu's winj; und the peacock's are nearly alike. 

They are both of them bright, but they're changeable 
too, 
And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike, 

It will tincture Love's plume with a different hue! 
Then oh ! what pleasure, where'er we rove, 

To he doom'd to find something, still, that is dear, 
An<l to know, when far from the lips we love, 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near. 

>1 THE IRISH PEASANT 1X1 HIS MISTRESS. 

Aia . 

To ROUGH grief and through danger thy smile hath cheered 

my w^ay, 
Till hope scem'd to bud from each thorn that round me 

lay; 
The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love 

burn'd, 
Till shame into glory, till fear into zeal was tum'd: 
Oil ! slave as I was, in thy anns my spirit felt free. 
And bicss'd even tlie sorrows that made me more dear 

to thee. 

Thy rival was honoured, while thoa wert wrong'd and 

scorn'd ; 
Thy crown was of briars, while gold her brows adom'd; 
She woo'd nus to temples, while thou lay'st hid in caves; 
Her friends were all masters, while thine, alas! were 

slaves : 
Yet cold in the earth at thy feet I would rather be. 
Than wed what I loved not, or turn one thought from 

thee. 

They slander thee sorely who say thy vows are frail — 
Iladst thou been a false one, tliy chedk had look'd less 

pale! 
They say, too, so long thou hast worn diese lingering 

chains, 
That deep in thy heart they have printed their servile 

stains — 
Oh! do not believe tliem — no chain could that soul 

sulxlue — 
Where shiueili thy spirit, there liberty shineth too?' 



\ 



ON MUSIC. 
Aia — Banks of Banna, 

WflBif through life unbless'd we rove, 

Losing all that made life dear, 
Should some notes, we used to love 

In days of boyhood, meet our ear. 
Oh ! how welcome breathes the strain ! 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept ; 

« > Wliere the Spirit ef the Let4 Is, iWra U IHMny.— »r PAO^ 

I <ilortailtiaat. III. 17. 



Kindling former smiles again, 
In faded eyes that long have wept! 

Like the gale that sighs along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is tlie grateful breath of song, 

That once was heard in happier hours. 
Kill'd with balm the gale sighs on, 

Though the flowers have stmk in death ; 
So, when pleasure's dream is gone, 

Itt memory lives in Music's breath ! 

Music ! oh ! how faint, how weak. 

Language fades btrfore thy speil! 
Why should feeling ever speak. 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well I 
Friendship's balmy words may feign, 

Love's are even more false than they; 
Oh ! 't is only mtuic's strain 

Can sweetly soothe, and not betray ! 
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IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT SHED.i 
Aia — The Sixpence, 

It is not the tear at this moment shed. 

When the cold turf has just been laid o'er him. 
That can tell how beloved was the friend that 's fled, 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him. 
T is the tear through many a long day wept. 

Through a life by his loss all shaded; 
'T is the sad remembrance, fondly kept. 

When all lighter griefs have faded ! 

Oh ! thus shall we mourn, and his memory's light. 

While it shines through our hearts, will improvethem; 
For worth shall look foirer, and truth more bright, 

W'hen we think how he lived but to love them ! 
And, as buried saints have given perfume 

To shrines where they 've been lying. 
So our hearts shall borrow a sweetening bloom 

From the image he left there in dying! 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 
• Aift — Gage Fane, 

'T IS believed that tliis harp, which I wake now for thee, 
Was a Siren of old, who sung under the sea ; 
And who often, at eve, through the bright billow roved. 
To meet, on the green shore, a youth whom she loved. 

But she loved him in vain, for he left her to weep. 
And in tears, all the night, her gold ringlets to steep, 
Till Heaven look'd with pity on true-love so warm, 
And changed to this soft harp the sea-maiden's form! 

Still her bosom rose fair — still her cheek smiled the 

same — 
While hersua-bcauties gracefully curl'd round the frame; 
And her hair, sliedding tear-drops from all its bright 

rings. 
Fell over her white arm, to make the gold strings!' 

I ThcM liaes were oontloaed by ib« death of a vary saar aad daar 
ralatiTe. 

' ThU thoa|;ht naa ■a|{;;Mted l>y an iagenioaa devifja, praAiad lo 
an ode apon ttt (jecilia. pablikhtMl soaaa jaart ilaoa, by Mr Hadsoa 
of Dahlia. 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



UcDce it came, that tliis toft harp to lon^^ hath been 

known 
To mingle love's langnafje with sorroVt sad tone; 
Till thou didst divide tliem, and teach the fond lay 
To be love when I 'm near thee, and grief when away! 



No IV. 

This Number of The Melodies ought to have appeared 
much earlier; and the writer of the wonU is ashamed 
to confess, that the delay of its publication must be im- 
puted chiefly, if not entirely, to him. He finds it ne- 
cessary to make this avowal, not only for the purpose 
of removing all blame from the publisher, but in con- 
sequence of a rumour, which has been circulated in- 
dustriously in Dublin, that the Irish Government had 
interfered to prevent the continuance of the Work. 
This would be, indeed, a revival of Henry the Eighth's 
enactments against BlinstrcU; and it is very flattering 
to find that so much importance is att;iehed to our 
compilation, even by such pt^rsons as tlie inventors of 
the report Bishop I^wih, it is true, was of Uiis opi- 
nion, that one song like the Hymn to //amio</iicf, would 
have done more towards rousing the spirit of the Ro- 
mans than all the philipi>irs of Cicero. But we live 
in wiser and less musical times; ballads have long lost 
their revolutionary powers, and we question if even a 
« Lillibullero ■ would produce any very terious conse- 
quences at present. It is needless, therefore, to add, 
(hat there is no truth in the report ; and we trust that 
whatever belief it obtained was foundeil more upon 
the character of the Government than of the Work. 

The Airs of the last Numlier, though full of origina- 
lity and beauty, were, purha]>s, in general, too curiously 
selected, to become all at once as popular as, we think, 
tlicy deserve to be. The Public are remarkably re- 
served towards new acquaintances in music, which, 
perhaps, is one of the reasons why many modem com- 
posers introduce none but old friends to their notice. 
Indeed, it is natural that persons who love music only 
by association should Itc slow in fci;ling the charms of 
a new and strmj^e melody; while those who have a 
quick sensibiliry for this enchanting art, will as na- 
turally seek an»l enjoy novelly, because in every va- 
riety of strain they find a fresh combination of ideas, 
and the Houud has scarcely rciirhed the ear, before the 
heart has rapidly tran»lated it into seniimtmt. After 
all, however, it cannot be denied tliat the most popu- 
lar of our national Airs are also the most beautiful ; 
and it has been our wisli, in the present Number, to 
select from those Melodies only which have long l>een 
listened to and admired. The li^st known in the col- 
lection is the Air of > Love's Young Dream ;n hut it is 
one of those easy, artless strangers, whose merit the 
heart acknowledges instantly. 

T. M. 

Bury Street, St James's, 
Nov, 18 II. 
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LOVE'S YOUNG DKEAM. 

Air— r/ie Old IFoman. 

Oi ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 
My heart's chain wove ! 



When my dram of life, from mom fill Bifht, 

Was love, still love! 

New hope may Moom, 

And days may come 

Of milder, calmer beam, 

Rut there's nothing half so sweet in life 

As love's young dream ! 
Oh ! tliere *s nothing half so twoeC in life 

As love's young dream ! 

Though the bard to purer feme may aoar, 

When wild youth 's post ; 
Though he win the wise, who feown'd before, 

To smile at last ; 

He '11 never meet 

A joy so sweet. 
In all his noon of feme. 
As when first he sung to woman's ear 

His soul-felt flame. 
And, at every closq, she blush'd to hear 

The one loved name! 

Oh ! that hallow'd form is ne'er forgot. 

Which first-love traced; 
Still it lingering haunts tlie greenctt spot 

On memory's waste! 

'T was odour fled 

As soon as shed ; 
'T was morning's winged dream ; 
T was a light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream ! 
Oh ! 'twas light that ne'er can thine again 
On life's dull stream. 



Vj THE PRINCE'S DAY. > 

Air— 5t Patrick's Day. 

Though dark arc our sorrows, to-day well ior^ thmi. 
And smile through our tears, like a sun-beam in 
showers; 
There never were hearts, if our nilers would lot than. 
More form'd to be grateful and blest than ours! 
Rut, just when the cliain 
Has ceased to ]Niin, 
And hope has enwreatlie<I it round with flowers, 
There comes a new link 
Our spirit to sink — 
Oh ! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poles* 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilUant to stay; 

Rut, though 't were the last little spark in our souls, 

We must light it up now on our Prince's Day. 

Contempt on the minion who calls you disloyal ! 
Though fierce to your foe, to your friends you arc 
true; 
And the tribute most high to a head that is royal 
Is love from a heart that loves liberty too. 
While cowanls who blight 
Your fame, your right, 
Would shrink from the blaie of the battle array. 
The Standanl of Green 
In front would Im seen— 

I TkU tinis wM wrilien for a f^ie ia boaoar of ib« Priaee of 
WmIm's BIrib-Oay, gires by my frMud, Msjor Brjia, at kis msi is 
ill* OMBty of KilkeaBy. 
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h\ my life on your faith! were you Kiaimon'd this 
minute, 

You 'd caiu every bitter remembrance away, 
.ml Oiow VI hat the arm of old Erin has in it, 

When roused by tlie foe, on her Prince's I^y, 

le loTi*^ the Green Isle, and his love is recorded 

In hearts which have suffer'd too much to forget; 
kod hope %hi\\ be crown'd, and attachment rewarded, 
And Erin's gay jubilee shine out yet! 
The gem may be broke 
By many a stroke, 
But notliing can rloud its native ray; 
Kuch fragment will cast 
A light, to tlie last! — 
Vnd thus, Erin, my country! though broken thou art. 

There 'ft a lustre within thee iliat ne'er will decay; 
i spirit \%hich beams through each suffering part. 
And now smiles at their pain, on the Prince's Day 1 
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WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 
Air — The Song of Sorrow, 

Weep on, weep on, your hour is past; 

Your dreams of pride arc o'er; 
Tlie fatal chain is round you cast, 

Ami you are men no more. 
In «-ain the liero's heart hath bled, 

The sage's tongue hath wam'd in rain ;— 
Oh, Freedom ! once thy flame hath fled. 

It never lights again! 

Weep on — perhaps in after day* 

They 'II learn to love your name ; 
W hen many a deed shall wake in praist 

Tliai now must sleep in blame ! 
And, when they tread the ruin'd aisle, 

Wlmre rest, at length, the lord and stare. 
They 'II wond'ring ask, how hands so vilo 

Could conquer hearts so brave. 

• T was fate,* they '11 say, • a wayward fstc 

Your web of discord wove; 
And, while your tyrants join'd in hale, 

You never join'd in love! 
But hearts fell off tliai ought to twine. 

And man profaned wluit God hath given. 
Till some were lieard to curse the thrina 

Where others knelt to Heaven I • 



LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 

Aia — iVora Crtina, 

LisiiA hath a beaming eye. 

But no one knovirs for vthom it bounelh; 
Right and left itt arrows fly, 

But what they aim at no one dreameth* 
Sweeter 'l is to gaie upon 

Sly Nora's lid, that seldom 
Few iu looks, hut every one, 

Like unexpet'tetl light, surprii 
Oh, my Nora Crcina, dear ! 
My fentle, basliful Nora Crana ! 
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Beauty lies 
In many eyes. 
But love in yours, my Nora Creinal 

Leshia wears a robe of gold. 

But all so close the nymph hath laced it. 
Not a charm of Beauty's mould 

Presumes to stay where Nature placed it! 
Oh ! my Nora's gown for me, 

Tliat floats as wild as mountain breeies, 
Leaving every beauty free 

To sink or swell, as Heaven pleases I 
Yes, my Nora Crcina, dear! 
My simple, graceful Nora Creinal 
Nature's dress 
Is loveliness — 
The dress jrou w^r, my Nora Creina ! 

Leshia hath a wit refined. 

But, when its points are gleaming rouad M^ 
Who can tell if they 're design'd 

To daule merely or to wound usi 
Pillow'd on my Nora's heart. 

In safer slumber Love reposes-* 
Bed of peace ! whose roughest part 
Is but the crumpling of the rotek 

Oh, my Nora Crcina, dear! 
My mild, my arthM Nora Creina f 
Wit, though bright. 
Hath not the light 
That warms your eyes, my Nora Greiiial 



1 SAW THY FORM IX YOUTHFUL PRIME. 

All — DomkiuM, 

I S4W thy form in youthful prime, 

Nor tliought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of time, 

And waste its bloom away, Mary! 
Yet still thy ffuturcA wore that light 

Which fleets not with the breath; 
And life ne'er look'd more truly bright 

Than in tliy smile of death, Mary! 

As streams that run o'er golden mines. 

Yet humbly, calmly glide. 
Nor seem to know the wealth that shinct 

Within their gentle tide, Mary! 
So, veil'd beneath the simplest guiee^ 

Tliy radbnt genius shone. 
And that which charm'd all other eyes 

Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary! 

If souls could alwavs dwell above. 

Thou neVr hadsl left that spliere; 
Or, could we keep the souls we love. 

We ne'er had lost thee here, Mary ! 
Though many a gifted mind vre meet. 

Tliough fairvst forms we see. 
To live witli them is far U-ss sweet 

Than to remember thee, Mary ! « 



ialiaM that csqaldw la- 
■iau Ml tmm fvU^b vsr- 
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BT THAT U£E, ViW^Z OLOOMT .SHOBE. • 
All — A« Brnvtn. fndi CirL 
if rhaf Uk^. whn*? :;ii»omy «hore 
Sky-fiirk n^«r w irSti-^ ■/ t, » 
Wli#Tr fJK? rliff h,in,;.* Uii;!i mil ««!p, 

^ W/.fwin n*--.T *li.ill rtnil my tMNl.* 
All" t\ttt 'ytrA *-iint liftl« krtKW 
\Mi.ii rlwf "Juiv ^-t •■an «lo. 

T JV.IM Frr.m K.iihlrt»n'* 'fyai he flirw— 
F,vtii of rriMr iinh«>(y Mii«*! 
Mm? Ii.wt \ninft\ turn 'a<:I1 ind Innj^. 
Wwh'ii him li^rs nfif rtjriiJi;hi it wrooc- 
Wli^ff-VirVr flir Mini woulil lly, 
Sf ill !•«? hBiM liijr ln'.hi f-i'.i ni:;li i 
LtM or w«»c, ■*li.:r.:'':r li't rnrn'il, 
hfill hrr rytfli h^^fitf him hurn'ii. 

On ih<» h»>lfl rliff^ bovim rj!»c, 
Tr;in/|iiil nrm hr ♦l''«pH :it l.i»i; 
\>f:.iiu^ of hmTi*n, nor think* that <'er 
Wom.in'* «milii r:in h.iiint him fhetA. 
Bui nor r^rih, nor h«K»Tnfi m Fnw 
I'rom htrr pownr, if Fon«l «h« hr : 
Kvpo nr»w. whilr r.ilm W Afx^ 
K.iihl<:«n oVr him leim and weiqM, 

F'^-jrWm 4h#> had f nrk'd hl» fiwi 
Tn thi« rorky wild rrtrnir; 
And wlim niominf; met lii^ view, 
llfTT miUI |;Unr«;» nuil it loo. 
All! your «.iinU h.iv*; rru«l hrnrtft! 
Sfrrnly from hi* lind hn «tartA, 
And, wilh ruili; n:piiUiv<: %hork, 
IfurU hf.T from llw Ix.Ttling rock. 

f;icnd.'ilou(;h ! ihy t;loomy wa»<f 
Soon VTM \*ml\f: K^iihlceo'ft ^ravei 
Moon the Mint (yi:l, ah! too l.ili:) 
K«-lt her love, ;ind mourn'd her fate. 
Whrn he suiil, • llrivrn rent licr v)nr.» 
Round the l.ikr li|;hl muAir Miole; 
Ami her (;ho<ii wni MM:n to (;iidc, 
Smilint;, o'rr the f.ital tide! 
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5liF. U FAn FnOM TIIF. LAND. 



He had livid far ha 
Tbey were all that 

!Cor won tbail ih« ■ 
5or LoD^ will b» 



life had 
ofhM 



Lhaii,- 
Iwiinad, 



Tih 1 make her a grxw wfaert die 
Wlien chey proaiiH a gtonoaa 

Th^'Ii thine o'er her ileep like a 
from her owa kived Uand of 



wnile froaa ihc W& 



XAT, TELL aiE NOT. 
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An— 0;»en the Door. 

Alt ii far from the l.tnd where her young hero ftlee|M, 

And lovrrfi urr round her iii(;hin(;; 
But roldly nhe iurn« from llieir i;aie, and wrcpt. 

For her heart in hiii (jrave in lyinc ! 

She AinfTi the wild Aoni; of her dear native plains, 

Kvrry nfile whii-h he lovcil awiikin(;,-> 
Ah! liillit ihry think, who delight in her MmlnK, 

How tlif heart of the MinMrcl in breaking! 

■ Tbli UlUil U ttfudtH •pam Mfl of lb* aaay ■inrtei related of 
Hi Knfln. wbiiM ItfHl la lb* nii'k it in Iw m^d at GIfMiaioagh, a 
iMMl tlfMoiy aad rosaailn *^ ia tba ooaMlj of WUkUm. 

* TlMtm am aiaByoilifir rarioas lra«lilli»a« roac#raia|| llii» laka, 
wbkb BH| be foand la (ilralilat, (^olfaa, ric. 



All — Dtntair, dgm't W 

XaT. tell me not, dear! chat the goblec drowna 

One charm of feeiinif, one food nigreC; 
Believe me, a few of thy angry frowns 
Are all I've $onk in iia brigfac ware yec 
Xe'cr hath a beam 
Been lone in die stream 
That ever was dieil from thy form or aool i 
Tlie balm of thy lifi^ha, 
Tlie light of thine eyea» 
SciU tloat on tlie ftarfice and hallow my bowl ' 
Tht.li fanry not. dearest : tliat wine can steal 
One bliMful dream of the heart from nae ! 
Like fount* tliat awaken the pilgrim's aeal. 
The bowl but brigblens my love for ibee ! 

Tliey tell us that Lovo in his fairy bower 

Had two binsli-rosca, of birth tlivine; 
lie aprinkleil the one wiih a rainbow's shower. 
Rut batheil the other with mantling 
Soon did the hods, 
That drank of the floods 
Difttilld by the rainbow, decline and 
\\ bile those which the tide 
Of ruby had dyed 
All blush'd into beauty, like Ihce* swecc maid! 
Then fancy not. dearest! that wine can steal 
One bliiwful dream of the heart from me; 
Like founts tliat awaken the pilgrim's leal. 
The bowl but brightens my lore for thee. 
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AVENGING AND BRIGHT. 

Aia — Croo^Aan a Fenge. 

Avk:<gi!«o and bright fall the swift sword of Erin • 
On him who the brave sons of Usna betrayed ! — 

* Th« words of tkia loag wera sajfaalcJ bj iba wry aarimt Irab 
■lory, railed •Deifdri. or tbelaaaaiabta fiiU of Ibaasaa afCaaadk* 
whiib ba» beea traaalaiad liiarally ffoai iba Gmatic, bij Mr O'FUaa- 
gaa (Me vol. I. of Tr»m*0ctl«mt a/lA* Gmiie Steltig »f D»AUm), aarf 
apoa «b^ it appMn that iba • Dartbala* afHarpbwaua la faaadfd. 
Tbe traacheryof Coaor, Kiag of Cltler. l» paUiBgto4«aib iha ibfvt 
•oat of Caaa. wai tbe caaaaof a di>«olaUB0warafalBa« Clawr. «b^ 
tariaiaaied la ib« dauractioa of Ehmb. • Tbiaaiorj (aaya Sr O'Fla- 
mij^b) baa beea froaa lina laiiaaaorlal bald !• bigb rapata aa oat 
of tbe ibrae tra(|k> atorleaoT tbe Iriab. Thaaa ara, *TW damtk at ikt 
rbildrea of Toaraa ;' • Tbe daaib of tba cblMra« af Lasr' (k«cb f 
gardlaB Taatha de Daaaaa) ; and ibla, 'Tba deaak of iWdiildm 
of I'aaadi.' wblrb U a Xilealaa story.* Ia .Id H oT tbcae Melediea 
tbere ia a ballad ofKia tba aioryof the ckildNB of Laar er Lir: 
• Sileat. ob Moyle !• aCc 

Wbaterer aiaj be tboafbt of tboaa laafalB* dobaa la aati^ain. 
mhidk Sir O'Flaaacaa and olbort advaaoo liar tba litctMara of ln> 
laad. It weald be a very laatlag repraacb apoaaar aatJoaaiiry if iba 
Gaelic roMartlMa of tbia e«iliaaMB did bM Baat whb all llw liberal 
t wbkb tbry aarlt. 



For every fond eye he hath waken'd a laar in, 

A drop from hU heart-wounda shall weep o'er her 
blade. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conoi's dark dwelling,' 
When L'lad'ft three champions lay sleeping in pore — * 

Dy the l)ilJows of war which, so oflen; high swelling, 
Have wnfted these heroes to victory's shore ! — 

We swear to revenge them ! — no joy shall be tasted. 

The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed; 
Our halU shall lie mute, and our fields shall lie wasted, 

Till vengeance is wreak'd on the murderer's liead ! 

Yes, monarch! though sweet are our home recollec- 
tions. 
Though sweet are the tears that from tendemeas foil; 
Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our af- 
fections. 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all ! 
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WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE FLOWERET. 



Aia— Tfie Fellow Uorse. 

He. — What the hee is to the floweret. 
When he looks for honey-dew 
Through the leaves that close embower if. 
That, my love, I '11 be to you ! 

^he. — What the bank, with verdure glowing, 
Ix to waves that Meander near, 
Whixpering kisses, while they *re going. 
That I '11 be to you, my dear! 

She. — But they say, the bee *s a rover. 

That he '11 fly when sweets are gone; 
And, when once the kiM is over. 
Faithless brooks will wander on ! 

^e.— Nay, if flowers will lose their looks, 
If sunny banks will wear away, 
'T is but right tliat bees and brooks 

Should sip and kiss tlicm, while they may. 
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LOVE AND THE NOVICE. 



All — Cean Dubh Delish. 

• Hire we dwell, in holiest bowers. 

Where angels of light o'er our orisons bend; 
Where sighs of derotioii and breathings of flowen 
To Heaven in mingled odour aieend ! 
I)o not disturb our calm, oh Love! 
So like is thy form to the cherubs abore. 
It well might deceive such hearts at ours.* 

Love stood near the Novice and lialeo'd. 

And Love is no novice in taking a hint; 
HiH laughing bine eyes now with piety glisten'd; 
HiH rosy wing tum'd to heaven's own imt 
■ Who would have thought,* the urchin cries, 
• That Love could so well, so gravely disguise 
His wandering wings and wounding eyes?* 

> • Ob .XaUi! riew dw* dowl ib*t I Imto m« la tka thyl f iMovsr 
Emm frees •ckillingcloadorblood4lBfcdred.*-IMrirl'«8oaff. 

> L'Uur. 



Love now warms thee, waking and sleeping. 
Young Novice; to him all thy orisons rise : 
He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping. 
Be brightens the ccnser^s flame witli his sighs. 
Love is the saint enslirincd in thy breast. 
And angels themselves wotihl admit such a guest. 
If he came to them clothed in Piety's vest. 
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THIS UFE IS ALL CHEQUEK*D WITU 
PLEASURES AND WOES. 



AiB — The Bunch of Green Rusliet that grew at the 

Brim. 

This life is all chequcr'd with plrasures and woes, 

Tlut chase one another, like waves of the deep, — 
Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows. 

Reflecting our eyes as tliey sparkle or weep. 
So closely our whims on our miseries tread, 

That the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried; 
And, as fast us the rain-drop of Pity is shed. 

The goose-feaihers of folly can turn it aside. 
But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy, 

With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise, 
Be ours the light grief that is sister to Joy, 

And the short brilliant Folly that flashes and dies! 

When Ilylas was sent with his urn to tlic fount, 

Tlirough fields full of sun-sliine, with heart full of 
play. 
Light rambled the l)oy over meadow and moupt, 

And neglected his tank for the flowers on the way.* 
Thus some who, like nie, should have drawn and have 
tasted 

The fountain that runs by Philosophy's shrine, 
Their lime with the flowers on the margin have wasted. 

And left their light urns all as empty as mine! 
But ple<lge me the goblet — while Idleness weaves 

Her flowerets together, if Wisdom can see 
One bright drop or two, that has fsllen on the leaves 

From her fountain divine, 't is sufficient for me I 



No V. 



It is but fair to ihose who take an interest in this 
Work, to sLite tliat it is now very near its termination, 
and thut the Sixth Number, which shall speedily ap- 
pear, will, most probably, he the last of the series. 

It is not so much from a want of maleriali, and 
still less from any abatement of seal or industry, that 
we have adopted the resolution of bringing our task 
to a close; but we feel so proud, for our country's sake 
and our ovra, of the interest which this purely Irish 
Work has excited, and so anxious lest a particle of tlut 
interest sliould be lost by any ill-judged protraction of 
its existence, that we think it wiser to take away the 
cup from tlie lip, while its flavour is yet, we trust, 
fresh and sweet, than to risk any longer trial of the 
cliarm, or give so much as not to leave some wish for 
more. In speaking thus I allude entirely to the Airs, 
which are, of course, the main attraction of these Vo- 
lumes; and, though we have still many popular and 



Propotiio 



prvtaiUofBdo.— Propart. Ilh. i, tisg. M. 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



delightful Melodies to produce,* yeC it cannot be de- 
nied that we should soon evpcrience some difficulty in 
equalling the richness and noTclty of the earlier Nnm> 
bers, for which, as we had the choice of all before us, 
we naturally selected only the most rare and beautiful. 
The Poetry, too, would be sure to sympathise with the 
decline of the Music, and, however feebly my words 
hare kept pace with tlie excellence of the Airs, they 
would follow their falling off", I fear, with wonderful 
alacrity. So that, altogether, both pride and prudence 
couniel us to stop, while the Work is yet, we believe, 
flourishing and attractive, and, in the imperial atti- 
tude, ■ stantes niort,* before we incur the charge 
either of altering for the worse, or, what is equally 
unpardonable, continuing too long the same. 

We beg, however, to say, it is only in the event of 
our failing to find Airs as exquisite as most of those we 
have given, that we mean tlius to anticipate the natural 
period of dissolution, like those Indians who put their 
relatives to death when they become feeble. 

T. M. 

Mayfield Cottage^ Ashbourne, 
December, i8i3. 



OH, THE SHAMROCK ! 
AiK — jiUejr Croker. 

Through Erin's ble 

To sport awhile, 
▲s Love and Valour wandered. 

With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander'd ; 

Where'er they pass, 

A triple grass* 
Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming. 

As softly green 

As emeralds, seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming ! 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock, 

Chosen leaf 

Of bard and chief. 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

Says Valour, • Sec, 

Tliey spring for me. 
Those leafy gems of morning ! • 

Says (xive, • No, no, 

For me they grow. 
My fragrant path adorning!* 

But Wit perceives 

The triple leaves, 
And cries, • Oh ! do not sever 



• kmom^ ibew U SMomma Deethh, which I hsT« hitkmio oaly 
withheld, froa thadiRideooe I feel in ireedios apoa the MaegitHiBd 
with Mr Caapbeil, whose beeutifol word* loihU fiae eir have uhea 
too ilroaf poMOMioB of all ear* aad hearts, for »e to ihiak of pro- 
dadaf aoy iapraetioa afiar hia. I lappow, however, I antt at- 
teapt it fbr the aeit Naaber. 

■ Salat Patrick it Hid to have aade bm of that •peciet of the tre- 
foil, ia Ireiaad called ih.i Shaarock, ia eiplaiaiog the doetriae of 
theTriaiiy to the pegaa Irish. I do aat koow if there be aay other 
reaaoa for oar adoptioo of this plaal a« a oatioaal eablea. Hon, 
aaMnis the aacieau. was ■oaetlaee represraied ■• a beaatlfal child, 
• •taadiag apoa tip-toee, aad a uefoil or ihree-ooloared grOM la hot 
head.* 



A type that blends 
Throe god-like friends. 

Love, Valour, Wit, for ever!* 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortil 
Chosen leaf 
Of bard and chief, 

Old Erin's native Shamrock! 



So, firmly fond 

May last the bond 
They wove tliat mom together. 

And ne'er may £sll 

One drop of gall 
On Wit's celestial feather! 
- May Love, as shoot 

His flowers and fruit. 
Of thomy falsehood weed 'em! 

May Valour ne'er 

His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom 1 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Sluunrock! 

Chosen leaf 

Of bard and chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 
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AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

AiK — MoUyt my dear. 

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fiy 
To the lone vale we loved when life was warm in thioe 
eye. 
And I think that if spirits can steal from the regions 

of air 
To rev'isit past scenes of delight, thou w3t come to 
me there, 
And tell me otir love is remember'd, even in the sky! 

Then I sing the wild song it once was rapture to hear, 
When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on 
the ear. 
And, as Echo for off through the rale my sad orison 

rolls, 
I think, oh, my love ! 't is thy voice from the kingdom 
of souls,' 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear. 

J ONE BUMPER AT PARTING. 
Air — Moll Roe in 0ie Morning, 
Onb bumper at parting!— though many 

Have circled tlic board since we met. 
The fullest, tlie saddest of any 

Remains to be crown *d by us yet. 
The sweetness that pleasure has in it 

Is always so slow to come forth. 
That seldom, alas, till the minute 

It dies, do we know half its worth! 
But fill — may our life's happy measura 

Be all of such moments made up; 
They 're bom on the bosom of pleasure. 

They die 'midst the tears of tlie cup. 

> • There areooaotriet,* uy« MoalaI(pie, « where they belieTe the 
Male of the happy live ia ail aaooer of liberty, ia delishtfal leMa; 
and that it it thoM MMilt, repeaiias the worde we attvr. whiA we 
callEcke.- 
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As onvrard wc journey, how pleasant 

To pause and inhabit awhile 
Tbone few sunny spots, like the present, 

Tlial 'mid the dull wilderness smile! 
But Time, like a pitiless master 

Grit's, « Onward !• and spurs tlie ^y hours ; 
And nevi*r does Time trarel faster 

Than when his way lies amon^; flowers. 
Cut, come — m.iy our life's happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up; 
Thry 're born on the bosom of pleasure, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

This e%-cnin(;, we saw the sun sinking 

In waters his glory made bright — 
(Ml ! tnisl mc, our farewell of drinking 

Should be like that farewell of light 
You saw how he finish'd, by darting 

iiis beam o'er a deep billow's brim — 
So fill up ! — let 's shine, at our parting. 

In full liquid glory, like him. 
And oh ! may our life's happy measure 

Of moments like this be made up; 
'T was bom on the bosom of pleasure, 

It dies 'mid the tears of the cup! 
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T IS THE f^ST ROSE OF SUMMER. 
Alt — Crowei of Blarney. 

*T IS the last rose of summer. 

Left blooming alone; 
All her lorely companioiu 

Are faded and gone; 
No flower of her kindred. 

No rose-bud is nigh. 
To reflect liack her blushes. 

Or give sigh for sigh ! 

1 Ml not leave thee, thou lone one! 

To pine on the stem ; 
Since the lovely arc sleeping, 

Go, sleep thou with tliem. 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy liravcs o'er the bed, 
Where thy m;ites of the garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may / follow, 

When friendsliips decay, 
And from Love's shining circle 

The gems drop away ! 
When true hearts lie wither'd. 

And fond ones are flown. 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

Tliis bleak world alone? 



THE YOUNG MAY-MOON 
Alt— 7^ Dundy 0! 

'm B young May-moon is beaming, lore ! 
rhe glow-worm's lamp is gleaming, knr« ! 
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How sweet to roTc 
Through Moma's groTe,' 
While the drowsy world is dreaming, lore! 
Then awake ! — tlie heavens look bright, my dear ! 
T is never too late for delight, my dear! 
And the best of all ways 
To lengthen our days, 
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear ! 

Now all the world is sleeping, lore ! 
But the sage, his stai^watch keeping, lore! 
And I, whose star, 
More glorious far. 
Is the eye from tliat casement peeping, loTe! 
Then awake! till rise of sun, my dear! 
The sage's glass we 'II shun, my dear! 

Or, in watching the flight 

Of bodies of light 
He might happen to take thee for one, my dear! 






THE MINSTREL-HOY. 

Alt — The Morten. 

Tib Minstrcl-Boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you 'II find him ; 
His father's sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him. — 
« Land of song!* s.iid the warrior-bard, 

a Though all the world betrays thee, 
One sword, at least, thy righto sliall guard, 

One faithful harp sliall praiw thee!> 

Tlie Minstrel fell !— but the focman's chain 

Gould not bring his proud soul under! 
Tlie harp he loved ne'er spoke again. 

For he lore ito chords asunder ; 
And said, • No chains sliall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free. 

They shall never sound in slavery!" 

/the song of oruark, prince of 

BREFFNl. > 
ki%— The pretty Girl milking her Cow. 

Tib valley lay smiling before me. 

Where lately I left her behind; 
Yet I trembled, and somothing hung o'er me. 

That sadden'd tllie joy of my mind. 

' a SimU •il«atly to Sloraa'* Grovv.* 

Sm ■ trMtlatioa froa tb« IrUb, is Mr BaoilBf'i cell«ctiM. by 
Jobo Browa, o«« of ay oarilott coll«ffl ceoipoakNi* aod frioW*. 
«boM deoih »■• ■• liBcolarly aplaocboly aod aBfortooolo u kit 
life hod bcvo ■alabU, boooorobi*, a**! eioaplory. 

* TbMO •uo<«« ore faoadod apoo ■• rwat uf aoM aolaarboly 
iaftoruaoe to Iielaod. if, •• «c tr* loU \.j oar lri»b bi«terwo«, h 
(■TO EofUad tbo Srvl opportaaiiy of profttios by oar dlvUioa* sa4 
•ahdoias a*. Tb« followioi; arr ibr rirraatiaacm ■• rvUlvd by 
UHilluriB. 'Tbe Klan ol L^iatirr biMi loaf csarritcd • tMobI 
•fcitioa for Dear Lborg.l. tlaagbivr lo ib« Kiafof Xaaib. aad th<i«fb 
kb« bad bMo for Mae tiaa aarr.«>d to O'Roari, Priaea af BrdhI, 
yet it coald aot intraia bi« paw.oa. Tbry carried ea a prieata 
corraaiMMMleocr. aaJ »be iaforacd bla kbai O'Raaik iaieaded Moa 
to go aa a piteriawc* (aa act af piety freqaeat la iboae day«). aad 
coajarad bia toeabtaoe ibat opportaaily of «eoveyia« bar tmm a 
la alavar 
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1 look'd for the lamp, which she told me 
Should shine when her pilgrim retum'd i 

But, though darkaeas h^^n to infold me, 
No lamp from tlie battlements bnrn'd ! 

I flew to her chamher — 't was lonely 

As if the loved tenant lay doud! — 
Ah ! would it wcro death, and death only! 

But no — the young fjlse one had fled. 
And there hung the lute, that could soften 

My very worst pains into bliss, 
While the hand that had waked it so often 

Now throbb'd to a proud rival's kiss. 

Tlicre was a time, falsest of women ! 

When Breffni's good sword would liave sought 
That man, through a million of foemen, 

Who dared but to doubt thee in thought! 
While now — oh, dq;enerate daughter 

Of Erin! — how fall'n is thy fame! 
And, through agcft of bondage and slaughter, 

Our country shall bleed for tliy shame. 

Already the curse is upon her, 

And strangers her valleys pro^ne ; 
They come to divide — to dishonour. 

And tyrants they long will remain 1 
But, onward! — the green banner rearing, 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt \ 
On our side is Virtue and Ebin! 

On thein it tie Saxon and Guilt. 
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OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT LITTLE ISLE 
OF OUR OWN ! 

Am — Sheela na Guira. 



Oh ! had we some bri(;ht little isle of our own, 
In a blue summer ocean, far off and alone. 
Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming bowers, 
And the bee banquets on through a whole year of flowers; 

Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond a delay, 

That the night only draws 
A thin veil o'er the day ; 
Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we live, 
Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can give ! 

There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love, as they loved in the first golden time ; 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the air. 
Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there! 

With affection, as free 

From decline as tlie bowers, 

And with Hope, like the bee. 
Living always on flowers, 
Our life should resemble a long day of light, 
And our death come on, holy and calm as the night! 



twilly obeyed tht MBMoat. and had the Inly conveyed to hi* oapt- 
tal of F«ru.»— Tho ■oasrdi Rod«ri<rk etpoeMd ih« oaaie of O'Re- 
arli. wbllo MacMarAsd fled to Bashad, and obiaiaed tho aisUt- 
aaeuorBaaryll. 

• S«cb,> add< Gittldat Gaabreatli (a* I fiad bin ia aa old traat- 
latioa), • !• tba variable aad tekh aaiara of woataa. by wboa all 
mltjbler In tbe world (for tba aMM part) do bapftea aad ooom. a« 
■My ai^taar by Hareu AntODlat, aad by tba dettractloa of Troy.> 
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FAREWELL!— BUT, WHENEVER YOU 
WELCOME THE HOUR. 

AiK — UoU Roane- 
Farewell ! — but, whenever you weleoma die boor 
That awakens the nighlrson^ of mirdi in your bower, 
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it loo, 
And forgot his own grie^ to be happy wtdi you. 
His grie^ may rctum—Hiot a hope may reouin 
Of tlie few that have brighten'd lib patb-way ot psia— 
But he ne'er will forget tlie short vision, that tbrev 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with yoa! 

And still on tliat evening, when pleasure fills up 
To the highest top sparkle each heart and eadi cop. 
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright. 
My soul, happy friends! shall be with yon tliat night; 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles, 
And return to me beaming all o'er witli your smiles!— 
Too bless'd, if it tells me that, 'mid tbe gay cbeer. 
Some kind voice had murmur'd, ■ I wish he were here!* 

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy. 
Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy; 
Which come, in the night-time of sorrow and care. 
And bring back the features that joy used to mear. 
Long, loug be my heart with such memories filPd! 
Like the vase in which roses have once been distill'J— 
You may break, you may ruin the vase, if you will. 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it siiU. 
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OH ! DOUBT ME NOT. 

AiE— JTe/ioiv fFat and ffc« Pax, 
Oh ! doubt me not— the season 

Is o'er when Folly made me rove, 
And now the vestal Reason 
Shall watch the fire awaked by Love. 
Although this heart was early blown, 

And fairest hands disturb'd the tree. 
They only sliook some blossoms down,— 
Its fruit \\dL6 all been kept for thee. 
Then doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er when Folly made me rove. 
And now the vestal Reason 

Shall watch the fire awaked by Lore. 

And though my lute no longer 

May sing of Passion's ardent spell. 
Yet, trust me, all the stronger 
I feel the bliss I do not tell. 
The bee through many a garden roves. 
And hums his lay of courtship o'er. 
But when he finds the flower he loves. 
He settles there, and hums no more. 
Then doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er when Folly kept me free. 
And now the vestal Reason 
Shall guard tlie flame awaked by thee. 



J 



YOU REMEMBER ELLEN. • 

Alt— /Fere / a Clerk. 

You remember Ellen, our hamlet's pride. 
How meekly she bless'd her humble lot, 

* Tb U Ba I lad wa« taggettad by a wel l-koowa and iasaroatlaf Mary 
told of a oartala noble family In England. 
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WhcD the tinnier, William, had made her bis bride. 
And loTe was the light of iheir lowly cot 

To(;eiiier they toil'd through winds and rains, 
Till William at length, in sadness, said, 

• We must seek our fortune on other plains;* 

Tlien, sighing, slie left her lowly shed. 

They roam'd a long and a weary way. 

Nor much was the maiden's heart al ease. 

When now, at close of one stormy day, 
Tliey see a proud castle among the trees. 

• To-nighi,< said the youth, « we *11 shelter there ; 

The wind blows cold, the hour is late :• — 
So lif blew the horn with a chieftain's air. 
And the porter bow'd as they pass'd the gate. 

• Now, welcome, Lady!* exclaim'd the youth,— 

• This castle is tliine, and these dark woods all. • 
She believed him wild, but his words were truth. 

For Ellen is Lady of Rosna Hall !— 
And dearly the Lord of Rosna loves 

Wliat William the stranger woo*d and wed; 
And the light of bliss, in these lordly grores, 

1% pure as it shone in the lowly shed. 



/ 



I 'D MOURN THE HOPES 

AiE— 7^ Roi€-Tree. 

I 'd mourn the hopes tliat leave me» 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 
I 'd weep when friends deceive me, 

If iliou wcrt, like them, untrue. 
I>ui, while 1 've thee before me. 

With heart so warm and eyes so bright. 
No clouds can linger o'er me, — 

That smile tarns them all to light ! 

'T is not in fate to harm me. 

While fate leaves thy love to ma ; 
T is not in joy to charm me. 

Unless joy be shared with tbee. 
One minute's druam about tliee 

Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bUss without thoe, 

My own love, my only dear! 

And, though the hope be gone, love. 

That long sparkled o'er our way. 
Oh ! we'shall jonmcy on, love. 

More aifely without its ray. 
Far better lights shall win roe 

Along tiie path I 've yet to roam,— 
Tlie mind that bums within me. 

And pare smiles from thee at home. 

Thus, when the lamp that ligbtsd 

The traveller, at first goes oat, 
lie feels awhile benighted. 

And looks round, in fear aad doubL 
But soon, the prospect clearing. 

By cloudless star-light on lie treadsi 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As that light which UeavM ah«ls! 



No. VI. 

Lf presenting this Sixth Number as our last, and bid 
diuQ adieu to the Irish Harp for ever, we shall no 
answer very confidently for the strength of our rcso 
liilion, nor feel quite sure (hat it may not prove, aftei 
all, to be only one of those eternal farewells which t 
lover takes of his mislress occasionally. Our onh 
motive indeed for discontinuing the Work was a feai 
that our treasures were beginning to be exhausted 
and an unwillingness to descend to the gathering o 
mere seed-pearl, after the very valuable gems it ha 
been our lot to string together. But this intention 
which we announcetl in our Fifth Number, has excilec 
an anxiety in tlie lovers of IriHh Music, not only plea 
sant and flattering, but highly useful to us; for thi 
various contributions we have received in consequence 
have enriched our collection with so many choice am 
beautiful Airs, that, if we keep to our resolution o 
publishing no more, it will certainly be an instance o 
forbearance and self-command unexampled in thi 
liistory of poets and miuicians. 

T. M. 

M airfield, j^shboumet 
March, i8i5. 



COME O'ER THE SEA. 
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kl^^Cuishlih ma Chrtt. 

Comb o'er the sea. 

Maiden ! with me. 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and saowt! 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, wliere'er it goes. 
Let fate frown on, so we love and part not; 
T is life where f Aom art, 'I \% death where thoa art not 

Tlien, come o'er the sea. 

Maiden! with me. 
Come wherever the wild wind blows; 

Seasons may roll. 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 



Is not the sea 

Made for the free. 
Land for courts and chains aloneT 

Here we arc slaves. 

But. on the waves. 
Love and Liberty 's all our own ! 
No eye to watch, and no tongue to woand at. 
All earth forgot, and all heaven around ns!— 

Tiicn, come o'er the sea, 

Maiden ! with me. 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and snows! 

Seasons may roll, 

But tlie true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 

HAS SORROW THY YOrNG D.4TS SHADED 

A IS— 5// Pmtrick. 

Has sorrow thy young days shaded. 
As clouds o'er the morning fleet? 
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Too fast have those young days faded, 
That, even in sorrow, were sweet? 

Does Time with his cold wing wither 
Each feeling that once was dear? — 

Then, child of misfortune! come hither, 
I '11 weep with thee, tear for tear. 

Has love to that soul, so tendpr. 

Been like our Lagcnian mine,* 
Where sparkles of golden splendour 

All over the surface shine — 
But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allured by the gleam that shone. 
Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper, 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

lias Hope, like the bird in the story,* 

That flitted from true to tree 
With the talisman's glittering glory — 

Has Hope been that bird to tlice? 
On branch after branch alighting, 

The gum did she still display, 
And, when nearest and most inviting, 

Then waft the fair gem away? 

If thus the sweet hours have fleeted. 

When Sorrow lierself look'd bright ; 
If thus the fond liO[ic has cheated, 

That led thee along so light ; 
If thus, too, the cold world wither 

Each feeling that once was dear- 
Come, child of misfortune! come hither, 

I 'II weep with thee, tear for tear. 
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NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 



Air — Liiggelaw. 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 

Of music fall on the sleeper's ear, 
When, half-awaking from fearful slumbers, 

lie thinks the full quire of Heaven is near,— 
Than came that voice, when, all forsaken. 

This heart long had sleeping lain. 
Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 

To such benign, bloss'd sounds again. 
Sweet voice of comfort! 't was like the stealing 

Of summer wind through some wreathed shell — 
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 

Of all my soul echoed to its spell ! 
T was wliisperd l)alm — 'i was sunshine spoken I— 

I 'd live years of grief and pain, 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 

By such benign, bless'd sounds again! 



J 



WHEN FIRST I MET THEE. 



Air— Patrick ! fiy from me. 
Whin first 1 met thee, warm and young. 
There slione such truth al)out thee, 

' Oar Wicklow GoM-Mioes, to which ihi* vene klludm, deterr*, I 
fear, the character here given of ibem. 

* ■ The bird haviaj got iu prize, •euled ool far off, with the ta- 
liamao in hit aoath. The l*rie«» drtnr near iu hoping it would 
drop it : bat, a« be approached, the bird look wing, and Milled 
again,* aic.—AraHma A'lgitt, Slorj of Kanair al Eainaiaan and 
the Prinoe»« of Chlpa. 



And on thy lip such promiae hoog^ 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 
I saw thee change, yet still relied. 

Still clung with hope the foodor, 
And thought, though false to all 
From me thou couldst not wander. 
But go, deceiver ! go — 

Tlie heart, whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so fobc, so low, 
Deserves that thou sliouliUt break it! 

When every tongue thy follies named, 

I fled the unwelcome story; 
Or found, in even the faults they blamed. 

Some gleams of future glory. 
/ still was true, when nearer friends 
Conspired to wrong, to slight thee; 
The heart that now thy ^Isehood reads. 
Would then have bled to right tbee. 
But go, deceiver! go, — 

Some day, perhaps, thou *lt waken 
From pleasure's dream, to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken. 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed, 

No lights of age adorn thee; 
The few who loved thee once hare fled, 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 
Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves. 

No genial ties cnwrcatlie it; 
The smiling there, like light on graves, 
Has rank, cold hearts beneatli it! 
Go — go— though worlds were thtoe^ 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour! 

And days may come, thou false one! yet. 

When oven those ties fhall sever; 
When thou wilt call, with vain regret. 

On her thru *»t lost for ever ! 
On her who, in thy fortune's fell, 

With smiles had still received thee. 
And gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believed thee. 
Go — go — 't is vain to curse, 

'T is weakness to upbraid thee; 
Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee. 



WHILE HISTORY'S MUSE. 



Xik— Paddy fFhack. 

While History's Muse the memorial was keeping 

Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves, 
Beside her the Genius of Erim stood weeping, 

For \\cn was the story that blotted the leaves. 
But oh! how llie tear in her eyelids grew bright, 
When, after whole pages of sorrow and sliame. 
She 8.1W History write. 
With a pencil of light 
That illumed all the volume, her Willi ngton's 

« Hail, Star of my Islein said the Spirit, all sparkliog 
With beams, such as break from her own dewy ^lies, 

« Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkliD|r, 
I 've watch'd for some glory like thine to 
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. though heroes I 've numbered, unbleM'd wis their lot, 
nd aDhalloVd they sleep in the cross ways of Fame;— 

But, oh ! there b not 

One diftlionouring blot 
the wreath that encircles my Wbllimtor's name! 

rt, still the last crown of thy toils is remainini;, 
riir (•randest, the purest eren Aou hast yet known; 
'>ii£h proud was thy task, other nations unchaining, 
-'4r prouder to heail the deep wounds of thy own. 
the foot of that throne, for whose weal thou hast stood, 
>>, plead for the land titat first cradled thy Hme — 

And, bright o'er the flood 

Of her tears and her blood, 
I tlie rainbow of Hope be her WBixiRaTOR's name!i 



y 



THE TIME I 'VE LOST IN WOOISG. 
AiE — Peaa u^^n a Trtncher, 

Tib time I *wt lost in wooing. 
In watching and pursuing 

The light that lies 

In Woman's eyes. 
Has been my heart's undoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
1 Rcom'd the lore she brought me, 

Uy only books 

Were Woman's looks, 
And folly 's all they 've taught me. 

Her smile when Beauty granted, 
I hung with gaie enchanted. 

Like him, the Sprite,' 

W*hom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that 's liaunird. 
Like him. too, Beauty won me 
But while her eyes were on me — 

If once their ray 

Was tum'daway. 
Oh ! winds could not outrun me. 

And are those follies going ? 
And is my proud lieart growing 

Too cold or wise 

For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing? 
Ko^vain, alas! the endeavour 
From bonds so sweet to sever ;— 

Poor Wisdom's chance 

Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever! 



WHERE IS THE SLAVE? 

Air — Sios agtu mios liotm, 

WiiEi b the slave, so lowly, 
Condcmn'd to chains unholy, 

ThU alladM to a kind of Iritk Pairy. «Udh !• w h« BM wlik, 
Hy» is ika A•M^ at daak :— •• !••( •« y«a kaaf jasr vjat •pea 
. k* U lied aW ia yoar powtr ; bat th» mammmt yaa laok away 
I k* ia iafralou ia rarahkisf aaaa ladaoHaaat) Im Tsakkaa. I 
tkaagkt tkat tkia waa tka afrita vhkh wa eall tka Lapiackaaa : 
a ki(k aatharlty apaa tach la bj ac t i, Lady Xavfaa (la a aata 
I hrt aaiiaaal aad iatcfaatiaf aaval V'Oaaaal). kaa glvsa a vary 
It aoeaaat af tkat faMia. 



Who, conld he bunt 

His bonds at first. 
Would pine beneath them slowly T 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it. 
Would wait till time decay'd it. 

When thus its wing 

At once may spring 
To the throne of Him who mada it? 
Farewell, Erin ! — farewell all 
Who live to weep our h\{ ! 

Less dear the Uurel growing. 
Alive, untouch'd, and blowing. 

Than that whose braid 

b pluck'd to sliade 
The brows with victory glowing ! 
We tread the bnd that bore us. 
Her green flag glitters o'er us. 

The friends we *ve tried 

Are by our side, 
And the foe we hate before us ! 
Farewdl, Erin !— fsrewell all 
Who live to weep our HU I 



COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 
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Air — I0115A ShetUng. 

CoMi, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer! 
Though the herd have fled from thee, thy home it still 

here; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o'ereast. 
And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last! 

Oh ! what was love made for, if *t is not the same 
Through joy and through torments, through glory and 

shame? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt *s in that heart, 
1 but know that 1 love thee, whatever thou artl 

Thou hast calPd me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I *11 be, *mid the horrors of this,— 
Through the furnace, unahrinking, thy steps to pursue, 
And shield tliee, and save tliee, or — perish there loo! 



T IS GONE, AND FOR EVER. ^/' 

AiE — SavoMTUcA DttUsk, 

T IS gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking. 

Like Heaven's first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead — 
When man, from the slumber of ages awaking, 

Look'd upward, and blcss'd the pure ray, ere it fled ! 
* r is gone — and the gleams it has left of its burning 
But deepen the long ni('ht of bondage and mourning. 
That dark o'er the kingdoms of earth is returning. 
And, darkest of all, hapless Erin ! o'er thee. 

For high was thy hope, when those glories vrere ilarttng 
Around thee, thro%igh all tlie groas clouds of the 
world i 

When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, j 

At once, like a sun-burst, her banner unfuri'd.' ( 

* « Tha Saa-bartt • wa» tka feadfal aaaa § Ivaa by iW aaciaai 
Irkk la tka rayal b aaaar. 

39 
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Oh, nerer shall earth see a moaient to spteadid! 
Then, then — had one Hymn of Delivefance blended 
The tongues of all nationa^how sweet had ascended 
The first note of Liberty, Erin 1 from thee. 

Bat, shame on those tyrants who enried the blessing ! 

And shame on the light race, unworthy its good. 
Who, at Death's reeking altar, like furies, careising 

The young hope of Freedom, baptiicd it in blood ! 
Tlien vanish'd for ever that fair, sunny Tision, 
Which, spite of the slavish, (he cold heart's derision. 
Shall long be remembci'd, pure, bright and elysian, 

As first it arose, my lost Erin ! on thee. 



/ 



1 SAW FROM THE BEACH. 



Ais— -Jtfus Molly. 

1 SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining, 
A bark o*er the waters moved gloriously on ; 

I came, when the sun o'er that beach was declining, — 
The bark was still there, but tlie waters were gone! 

All ! such is the fate of our life's early promise. 
So passing the spring-tide of joy wchaTe known: 

Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from 
us. 
And leaves us, at eve, on t^ bleak shore alone ! 

Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning 

The close of our day, the calm eve pf our night ; — 
Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of 
Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening's best 
light. 

Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning, 
When passion first waked a new life through his 
frame. 
And his soul — like tlic wood that grows precious in 
burning — 
Gave oat all its sweets to Love's exquisite flame! 



FILL THE BUMPER FAIR. 
Alt — Bob and Joan. 

Fill tlie bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care 

Smoothes away a wrinkle. 
Wit's electric flame 

Ne'er so swiftly passes. 
As when through the frame 

It shoots from brimming glosses. 
Fill the bumpor fair ! 

Every drop wc sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care, 

Smootlies away a wrinkle. 

Sages can, they say. 

Grasp tlic lightning's pinions. 
And bring down its ray 

From the starred dominions :— 
So we, sages, sit. 

And. 'mid bumpers brighl'mng. 



From thfl heavin of wic 
Draw down all italighnuis! 
Fill tha bumper, ete. 



Wooldti thon know wbat fine 

Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling diirst 

For wine's oelesiial spirit I 
It chanced npon that day, 

When, as bards inform ns, 
Prometheus stole away 

The living fires that 
Fill the bumper, «le. 



The careless Yonth, when op 

To Glory's fount aspiring. 
Took nor nm nor cup 

To hide the pilfered flro in :— 
But oh his joy 1 when, nmnd. 

The halls of heaven spying. 
Amongst the stars he found 

A bowl of Bacchns lying. 
Fill the bumper, etc. 

Some drops were in that boiwl, 

Remains of last night's plcasnre. 
With wliich the Sparks of Soul 

Mix'd their buminf treosare ! 
Hence the genet's shower 

Hath such spells to win 
Hence its mighty power 

O'er (hat flame within ut. 
Fill the biuiper, etc. 
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DFJiR HARP OF MT COITNTBT! 



AiE— iVeiv Langoiee. 

Dbae Harp of myGoun(ry ! in darkness I found (bee; 

The cold chain of silence had hong o'er tbee long.' 
When proudly, my own Island Harp! I unbound thtr. 

And gave nil thy chords to light, freedom, and imig' 
The ^-arra lay of love and the light note of gladaev 

II.IVC waken'd thy fondest, thy liveliest tlirill; 
But, so oft hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadnesik 

That even in thy mirth it will steal from Am ItiU. 



DtKir Harp of my Txjuntry ! farewell lo thy numberi. 

This sweet wre^itli of song is the last we shall tvinr: 
Go, sleep, with (he sunshine of Fame on thy slombciv 

Till toucli'd by some hand haw unworthy than miiK. 
If (lie pulse of the p;i(riot, soldier, or lover, 

Uavo tlirobh'd at our lay, *t is (by glory alone; 
I was but as the wind, patting lieedlcmly over. 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own. 

■ !• tb«t reWllioat bat beaatifnl losf • " WWa Bria fim nmt.^ 
ibere it, if I reoolleit n'shl, ibu following lis* :— 

The dark chain uf •ilmos wa» throws o'er th« d«n'. 

TW chaia of •lleam wa» a tort of pradksl i(ar« of rkcsarlcMM^ 
tho oodmt frith. Walker letU ■• of • o ctlohratod ooaiviliM fei 
p rocoJaoco beiwaco Fiao aod ii^ml, ooor Floo'a |ti?ora m , 
wbofo tho atteodluff bard*, aaiiooa, if poaaiMe, «a piodao 
tioo of hottililioa, »hook iho chaia of ailooco, aad iMig 
asoog tho rook*. > (wo alao iho (Mo to Gaol, iho aoa «f , 
91 iu Baouaa'* Htti^met -f irhk IHtetiy, 
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No Vlf. 

Ir 1 had rontulied only my owa judgmenC, thU Work 
Mtihl not have hccn eiteniied beyond the Six Numbers 
rir.ifU puhliftlicd; which contain, perhaps, the flower 
F our National Melodies, and have attained a rank in 
iiMir favour, of which I would not wiiltn(;ly risk the 
trffiiiin* !»y defffmeratinf;, in any way, from tliose me- 
fc» that were itA source. Whataver treasures of our 
iiisir were »liU in n-^erve (and it will be seen, I trust, 
i.it they an numcrouA and valuable), I would (gladly 
av.; I.-ft to Putun; poot* to glean; and, with the ritual 
»u]s t tihi tratlo," would liave ddivereil up the torch 
ii.> oihir handR, before il bad lom much of Hs light in 
iiv «>un. Rut the call for a continuance of the work 
la^ U-eii, a* I und«;rstand from the Pablislicr, so gene- 
4». 4iul 5*c have received so many contributions of old 
mil lM;.uitiful air*,* the suppression of which, for the 
■iiliani-«-nirnt of thosif we have puhlishc<l, wouM rc- 
w-niM.- n>o much the policy of the Dutch in huminf, 
ill. ir *|.irii». that I have been iMntuadcd, though ni»t 
viihoiii rouMilerahlc diffidence in my surres% to coin- 
uii-ure a new series of the Irish Meloilies. 

T. M. 



MY GKNTLK HARP! 
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Alt — The Coima, or iJirge. 

Mr i^ntle ilarp! once mure I waken 

The ftWi-ctness of thy slumbering sCrain ; 
In leaffc our last farewell was taken, 

An«l now in tears we meet again. 
No light of joy hath o'er thee broken, 

But— like liioae harps, wIkmu lieavenly skill 
tif slavery, dark as tliine, hath spoken— 

Thou lung'st upon die willows still. 

Ami yet, since la»t thy choni rc«ouiMlctl, 

.\n hour of pe<icc and triuiupli came, 
And many an ardent bosom Iwundcd 

With hopes— that now are tum'd to sliame. 
Yet even then, while Peace was singing 

llcr lialcyoo song o'er land and sea. 
Though joy and liope to others bringing. 

Site only broaghc new tears to Uiee. 

Then mho can ask for notes of pleasure, 

My drooping harp! from chords like thine? 
Alan, the lark's gay morning measure 

As ill would suit tlir swan's decline ! 
(>r how sliall I, who Uive. who bless thee. 

Invoke thy breath for Frceilom's strains. 
When even the wreatlis in which I drew thcc! 

Are sadly mit'd — half-flowers, half chains ' 

But come — if yet thy fratne can borrow 
One breath of joy — oh, breathe fur me. 

And show tlie world, in rliains and sorrow. 
How sweet thy music still can be; 



• Om* ftBrntU-wtmrn. la parllraUr. «Imm MHif I iImII f<N>l ha|»p7 ia 
b«iaf alltNii^ MMnllMi. ka> aoc oalf mt •» NMr fcrty ■■Hrai 
air*, bat ka* eoaaiaBlcalMl iMay caruMM frieMvaU «l iriik |>oMr7. 
•aa taa^ iatmrbtiag wadllioM, cwMM Is ika coMiry arhtrv In- 
rmtd**, llladraird by tkro bai of iba roiaaatlr K»aM7 lowhUh ihr^ 
r*hr : all of whir*. tbo«i:% MS Ula lar ika pr<wM ]«aaber, «lll Ih- 
r1 ialsiia Mr*lra I* M hi «W ■waa . afl— of Mr nak. 



How gaily* even 'mid gloom surmnnding, 
TIkni yet canst wake at pleasure's tlnill— 

Like Mennoo's broken image sonnding, 
'Mid- desolatioB, tuneful still ! • 



AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 
Alt— 7^ Girl / lefl behind me. 

As slow our sliip her foamy track 

Against llic wind was cksiving. 
Her trembling pennant still look'd back 

To tliat dear isle 't was leaving. 
So loth we piirt from all we love, 

From all the links that hind us ; 
So turn our lieartH, where'er we rove, 

To those we 've left l>ehiad us! 

When round th«? l>ov^l, of vanisli'd years 

We talk, with joyous seeming, — 
With Minilus, that might as well be tear«, 

So faint, so s.id their beaming; 
Wliile memory brings us back again 

y.iu\i early tie that twined u% 
Oh, sweet 's the cup tliat circles then 

To those we 've left behind us ! 

And when, in otiier chines, we meet 

Some isle or vah* enchanting, 
Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweel. 

And nouglit hut love is wanting; 
We think how grrat had liern our bliss, 

If Heaven liad but uasign'd us 
To live ami die in scenes like this. 

With some we've left behind us! 

As trivellors oft lo<ik bark at eve, 

Wlien eistward darkly going. 
To gaze u|M>n that light they h>ave 

Still faiirf behimi tliem glowing,— 
So, when the close of pleasnre's day 

To gloom hath near consign'd us, 
We tnrn to catch one fading ray 

Of joy that 's left behind us. 



^' 



IN THE MORNING OF IJFK. 



/ 



AiE— The tittle Umrvett Rou. 

In the morning of life, when its cares are unknown. 

And its pleaiuires in all their new lustre bq;in, 
Wlien we live in a bright- lieaming worid of our own. 

And the li^ht that surrounds us is all from within ; 
Oh, it is not. Itelieve mc, in that happy time 

We can love as in hours of less tnn»p«irt we may :— 
Of our smilea, of our hop«^, 't is tlie gay Minny prime. 

But affection ia vtarnmt when thc«c fade .iway. 

Wlien we see the firnt glory of youth paw i» by. 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never n-tnrn ; 
When our cup, which had Apaikled with pleasure so 
high. 

Fir»t tastes of the oihtr, tlie d-irk-fltmiiig urn ; 

• DiMldio MaRitV reMwaal abi 3k*Baoar i hvtdr, 
Aliiw »*U« Ttol'* ceeiaai ja.vi uliraia |^.rir». 
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Then, then is the moment affiection can tway 
With a depth and a tendemcM joy never knew ; 

Love nuned among pleasoret is ftuthlen as they. 
Bat the Love born of sorrow, like sorrow, is true ! 

In climes full of sun-shine, though splendid their dyes, 

Yet fsint is the odour the flowers shed about ; 
T is the clouds and the mists of our own weeping skies 

That call the full spirit of fragrancy out. 
So tlie wild glow of passion may kindle from mirth, 

But *t is only in grief true affection appears;— 
And, even though to smiles it may first owe its birth, 

All the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 



/ 



WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH. 



Aia — Limerick's LamerUoHon. 

When cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast loved. 

Be his faults and his follies forgot by thee then; 
Or, if from their slumber the veil be removed, 

Weep o'er them in silence, and close it again. 
And, oh I if ' I is pain to remember how far 

From the path-ways of light he was tempted to roam. 
Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star 

That arose on his darkness and guided him home. 

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came 

The nevealings, that taught him true Love to adore, 
To feel tlie bright presence, and turn him with shame 

From the idols he blindly had knelt to before. 
0"er the waves of a life, long benighted and wild. 

Thou earnest, like a soft golden calm o'er the sea; 
And, if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 

On his evening horizon, the light was from thee. 

And though sometimes the sliade of past folly would 
rise, 

And though Falsehood again would allure him to stray, 
He but turn'd to the glory that dwelt in those eyes. 

And the folly, the falsehood soon vanished away. 
As the Priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim, 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair, 
So, if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

Ue but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there. 



x/ 



REMEMBER THEE ! 
Ai%— Castle Tirowen. 



RsMUfBia thee! yes, while there 's life in this heart, 
It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art; 
More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy showers, 
Than the rest of the world in their snnniest hours. 

Wert thou all that I wish thee,— great, glorious, and 

free — 
First flower of the earth and first gem of the sea, — 
I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow, 
But, oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now? 

No, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs. 
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons — 
Whose hearto, like the young of the desert-bird's nest. 
Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy breast ! 



/ 



WREATHE THE BOWL. 
AiE — NonM MisUu 

WaiATBi the bowl 

With flowers of son]. 
The bnghtest wit can find as; 

We 'II take a flight 

Towards heaven to-n%ht. 
And leave dull eardi behind ns! 

Should Love amid 

The wreaths be hid 
That Joy, the enchanter, brings m. 

No danger fear. 

While wine is near— 
We '11 drown him if he stinga ns^ 

Then wreathe the bowl 

With flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find as; 

We'll take a flight 

Towards heaven to-night. 
And leave dull earth behind us ! 

T was nectar fed 

Of old, 'tU said, 
Their Junos, Joves, ApoUoa ; 

And man may brew 

His nectar too. 
The rich receipt 's as follows: 

Take wine like this. 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it well be blended. 

Then bring wit's beam 

To warm the stream. 
And there 's your nectar, splendid ! 

So, wreathe the bowl 

With flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find us ; 

We li take a flight 

Towards heaven to-night, 
And leave dull earth behind us ! 

Say, why did Time 

His glass sublime 
Fill up with sands unsightly. 

When wine, he knew, 

Runs brisker through. 
And sparkles far more brightly ! 

Oh, lend it us, 

And, smiling tlius, 
Tlie glass in two we 'd sever, 

Make pleasure glide 

In double tide. 
And fill both ends for ever! 

Then wreatlie the bowl 

With flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find ns ! 

We'll take a flight 

Towards heaven to-night, 
And leave dull earth behind us! 



WHENE'ER I SEE THOSE SMILING El 
AiH— Fat/icr Quinn. 

Wiitf b'er I see those smiling eyes. 
All fill'd with hope, and joy, and light. 



IRISH MELODIES. 
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As if no cloud could crer rise. 

To dim a heaTon so purely bright — 

I sigh to think how soon that brow 
In pricf may lose its every ray, 

And that light heart, so joyous now, 
Almost forget it once was gay. 

For Time will come with all his blights. 

The niin'd hope — the friend unkind'— 
Thu hivtr that lesiTes, where'er it lights, 

A chill'd or burning heart behind! 
While youth, that now like snow appears. 

Ere sullied by the darkening rain. 
When once 't is touch'd by sorrow's tears. 

Will never shine so bright again ! 



IF THOU XT BE MINE. 



/ 
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kiK—The ff^itiHOwing SKtei. 

If (hou 'It be mine, the treasores of air, 
t>f earth and sea, shall lie at thy feet; 

Whairver in Fancy's eye looks fair, 
1 (>r in Hope's sweet music is most tweet, 
I Shall be ours, if thou wilt be mine, lore! 

Bright Bowers shall bloom wherever we rove, 
A voice divine shall talk in each stream, 

Tlie uars shall look like vrorids of love, 
And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes — if thou wilt be mine, love! 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high. 
Like streams lliat come from lieaven-ward hills. 

Shall keep our hearts — like meads, that lis 
To be bathed by those eternal rills — 
Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, lore! 

All this and more the Spirit of Love 

(I.tn breatlie o'er them who foel his spells; 

Th.ii lieaven, which forms his home above. 
He can make on earth, wherever he dwells, 
And he uriU—ii thou wilt be mine, love ! 



TO LADIES' ETES. 
AiB — Fague a B a tt a gk , 



/ 



To ladies' eyes a round, boy. 

We can't refuse, we can't lufiMS, 
Though bright eyes so abound, boy, 

1 is hard to chuse, 't is hard to chine. 
For thick as stars that lighten 

Yon airy bowers, yon airy bowers. 
The countless eyes that brighten 

This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 
But fill the cup — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fell, 
We *re sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them aU! 

Some looks there are to holy. 

They seem but given, they seem but given, 
As splendid beacons solely. 

To light to heaven, to light to heaven. 



While some— oh ! ne'er bdieve |hem — 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray. 
Would lead us (God forgive them I) 

The other way, the other way. 
But fill the cup — wliere'er boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We 're sure to find Love there, boy, 

So drink tliem all ! so drink them all ! 

In some, as in a mirror, 

lx>ve seems portray'd. Love seems portray d. 
But shun the flattering error, 

T is hut his shade, *i is but his shade. 
Himself has fix'd his dvrellin^ 

In eyes we know, in eyes we know. 
And lips — but this is telling. 

So here they go ! so here they go ! 
Fill up, fill up — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fell, 
We 're sure to find l^ve there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all I 
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FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 
AiE — The LameHtation ofAuqhrim, 

FoKorr not the field where they perish'd. 

The truest, the last of the brave, 
All gone — and tlie bright hope tliey cherish'd 

Gone witli them, and quench'd in their grave! 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Thos<f hearts, as they bounded before, 

In the face of high Heaven to fight over 
That combat for freedom once more; — 

Could the chain for an instant be riven 
Which Tyranny flung round us then. 

Oh I 't is not in Man nor in Heaven 
To let Tyranny bind it again I 

But 't i^ past — and, though blaion'd in story 

Tlic name of our Victor may be, 
Accuraed is the march of tliat glory 

Which treads o'er the liearts of tlie free. 

Far dearer the grave or the prison. 

Illumed by one patriot name. 
Than the trophies of all who have risen 

On liberty's ruins to fame ! 

THEY MAY HAIL AT THIS LIFE. / 

AiE — Xoch honin thin doe. 

Tbbt may rail at this life — from the hour 1 began it, 

I 'vf found it a life full of kindness and blias; 
And, until they can show me some happier planet, 

IMore socLil and bright, I 'II content me vrilh this. 
As long as the worki has such eloquent eves. 

As bi*fore me this moment enraptured 1 see, 
Tht*y nuv s^iy what they will of their orbs in the skies. 

But this eartli is the planet for you, love, and me. 

In Mercury's star, where each minute can bring them 
New sumliine and wit from the fountain on hijj^. 
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Though the nympht may have 
them,* 
They Ve none, even there, more enunoar'd then I. 
And, at long as thb haq> can be waken'd to lore, 
^ And that eye its divine inepiraUon shall he. 
They may talk as they will of their Edens above, 
But this earth is the planet for you, love^ and me. 

In that star of the west, by whose sliadowy splendour. 

At twilight so often we 've roam'd through tlic dew, 
There are maidens, perliaps, who have bosoms as tender, 

And look, in their twilights, as lovely as you. * 
But, though they were even more bright than the queen 

Of that isle they inhabit in heaven's blue sea, 
As I never those faiir young celestials have seen, 

YThy, — tliis earth is the planet for yon, love^ and me. 

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation. 

Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare, 
Did they want a supply of cold hearts for lliat station, 

Heaven knows we have plenty on earth we could 
spare. 
Oh ! think what a world we should have of it here, 

If the haters of peace, of affection, and glee, * 
Were to fly up to Saturn's comfortless sphere. 

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love, and mc. 



OH FOR THE SWORDS OF FOR&IER TIME ! 



V 



Aia — Name Unknown. 

Oh for the swords of former time ! 

Oh for the men who bore them. 
When, ann'd for Right, they stood sublime, 

And tyrants crouch'd before them ! 
When pure yet, ere courts began 

With honours to enslave him, 
The best honours worn by Man 

Were those which Virtue gave him. 
Oh for the swords of former time ! 

Oh for tlie men who bore tlieni, 
When, arin'd for right, they stood sublime, 

And tyrants crouch'd before tliem ! 

Oh for the kings who flourisli'd then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them, 
When hearts and hands of freehom uien 

Were all the ramparts round them ! 
When, safe built on bosoms true. 

The throne was but the centre. 
Round which Love a circle drew. 

That Treason durst not enter. 
Oh for the kings who flourish'd then ! 

Oh for the pcmp that crown'd thorn, 
When hearts and liands of freeborn men 

Were all the ramparts round then ! 



■ Tom Im habitant de Slarrani iobI iit$.— Pimrniilv ih$ UmtiUt. 
' La Terra poarra Hn poar T^aat I'^olla da hergrr et U mt^rt 
V4a«« r«at ftur mmi.— M.| 
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NE'ER ASK THE HOUR. 

AiE — My Husband 'sa Journey to Portugal gone. 

Ne'be ask the hour^what is it to n» 

How Time deals out his treaMirea? 
The golden moments lent us ihua 

Are not hi$ coin, bat PleMore'tk 
If counting them over eould add to their blisMii» 

I 'd number each glorious second; 
But moments of joy are, like Lesbia's kines. 
Too quick and sweet to be reckon'd. 
Then fill the cup — what is it to us 

How Time his circle measures ? 
The fairy hours we call up tlius 

Obey no wand but Pleasure's! 

Young Joy ne'er tliought of counting hours. 

Till Care, one summer's mornings 
Set up among his smiUng flowers 

A dial, by way of warning. 
But Joy loved better to gaze on the sun, 

As long as its light was glowing. 
Than to watch with old Care how tlic shadow stole oo. 

And how fast tliat light was going. 
So fill the cup — what is it to us 

How Time his circle measures T 
The fairy Iiours we call up thua 

Obey no wand but Pleasure's. 



SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 
AiE— Tke ITHMiMiii^ oftha 

Sail on, soil on, thou fearless bark — 

Wliercver blows tlie welcome wind. 
It cannot lead to scenes more dark. 

More sad, than those we leave behind. 
Each wave that passes seems to say, 

■ Though death beneath our smile niay be. 
Less cold we arc, less false than they 

Whose smiling wreck'd thy hopes and thee.* 

Sail on, sail on — through endless space — 

Through calm — through tempest — stop no morte; 
The stormiest sea *s a resting-place 

To him who leaves such hearts on shoiv. 
Or — if some desert land we meet. 

Where never yet false-hearted men 
Profaned a worid that else were iwe et 

Then rest thee bark, but not liU then. 



THE PARALLEL. 
AiE — / would rathar tknn Ireland, 

Ym, Kid one of Sion,' — if rloselv mcmbling. 

In shame and in sorrow, ttiy wither'd-up heart — 
If drinkin(;, deep, derp, of the same ■ cup of trembling* 

Could make u& thy children, our parent thoa art. 



, * Tbi^sr TprM* were writ ten aftnr ihr perntal of a traaitw ky ^i 
I lUailion, pcvfauia^ fe|iroT« thai iha Irlah were arlglBall j lr«» 
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Like ihce doth our mlion lie conquer'd and broken, 
Ami fullf n from her head it the once royal crown; 

In h<>r 4trctfto, in her halU, Ueaolatiou hath spoken. 
And •while it is day yet, lier tun hath gone down.* ' 

Like thine doth her exile, 'mid dreams of returniDg, 
iHt' far from the home it were life to behold; 

lAkr. iliinc do her sonA, in the day of their muumint;, 
Rf-member the bright things that blesu'd tliem of old ! 



1 Ah, wt'll may we call her, like tliee, « the Forsaken,*' 
' Her lK>ldeiil are vanquisli'd, her proudest are slares ; 
AimI the h.irp« of her minntrels, when gayest they waken, 
li.i«e breathings as sad as the wind over graves! 

Yi't )i.id«t thou thy vengeance— yet came there the mor- 
row 
Tliat shmcs out at last on the longest dark night, 
Wh«n the sceptre that smote thee with slavery and sor- 
row 
Was sliiver'd at once, like a reed, in thy sight. 

When that cup, jfrhlch for others the proud Golden 

City* 
ll.id brimm'd full of bitterness, drench'd her own lips. 
And tlie world she had trampled on heard, without pity, 
The howl in her halls and the cry from her ships. 



I 
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When the cane Heaven keeps for the haughty came over 
Her mrrrliants rapacious, her rulers unjust. 
And— a ruin, at last, for the earth-worm to cover—* 
Tlie Lady of Kingdoms' lay low in the dust. 



DRINK. OF THIS CUP. 

DRinK of this cnp-'you 'U find there's a spdl in 

Ii« every drop 'gainst the ills of morlaUty— 
T.I Ik of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 
Wnuld you forget the dark world we are in, 

i »nly usie of the bubble that gleams on the lop of it ; 
lliit would yon rise above earth, till akin 

To immorub themselves, you must drain every drop 
of iL 
S nd round the cup— for oh! there 's a spell in 

lt« every drop 'gainst the ills of morulity— 
T.ilk of the cordial that sparkleil for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is rcaUty. 

Ne« er was philter form'd with such power 

T<i charm and bewilder, as tliis we are quaffing! 

lu nij|;ic bq^n, when, in Autumn's rich hour, 
A« J harvest of gold in the fields it stood bughing. 

Tlierf having, by Nature's rnchantment, been filFd 
With the balm and the bloom of her kindiiiM 
itber. 



yet day.*— J«r. iv, 9. 
: llMGoldM City oMMd.— 



• Bcr Ma it g«««do«B wklla It 

* •TWeaikali ■•■«€« he ivraMd Pi 

* • How katb tb« opftrwMr cMtad 
lMi*k. liv, 4. 

« • Tky ptep it br» f ht 4mm% 10 th« ff«T«-HHMl tba worwt oaver 
ih#*.« — iMiah, tiv, II. 
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I ba oilM tW Lady •ritlagdam.— laaiah. 
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This wonderful juice from ils con was distill'd. 

To enliven such hearts as are here brought together! 
Then drink of the cup — yon '11 find there 's a spell in 

Its every drop 'gainst tlie ills of mortality- 
Talk of the cordial that sparkU-d for Helen, 
Her cup was a fiction, hut this is reality. 

And fhough, perhaps — but breathe it to no oim^ 

Like cauldrons the witch brews at midnight so awful 
In secret this philter was first taught to flow on. 

Yet — 't is n't less potent for l>eing unlawful. 
What though it may taste of the smoke of that flame 

Which in silence ealractud its virtue forbidden — 
Fill up — there 's a fire in some hearts I could name. 

Which may work too its cliarm, though now lawleiw 
and hidden. 
So drink of the cup— for oh ! there 's a spell in 

Its every drop 'gainst tlie ills of mortality- 
Talk of tlie cordial tliat sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 



THE FORTUNE-TELLEB. 

AiB — Open |A« Door »fUy. 

Dow?i in the valley come meet me to-night. 
And I 'II tell you your fortune truly. 

As ever 't was told, by the new moon's light. 
To young maidens shining as newly. 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh. 
Lest haply the stars should deceive me; 

Tlitisc secrets between you and me and the sky 
Should never go fsrth«r, believe me. 

If at that hour the heavens be not dim. 
My science shall call up before you 

A male apparition — the image of him 
Whose destiny 't b to adore you. 

Then to the phantom be thou but kind, 
And round you so fomlly he 'II hover, 

You '11 hardly, m> dear, any difference find 
Twiit him and a true living lover. 

Down at yonr feet, in the pale moon-light. 
He 11 kneel, with a warmth of emotion — 

An ardour, of which such an innocent sprits 
You 'd scarcely believe had a notion. 



What other thoughts and events may ai 
As in Destiny's iMxik I 've not seen them. 

Must only be left to tlie stars and your eyi» 
To settle, ere morning, lietween them. 



Oil, YE DEAD. 
AiK— P/0M9A Tune. 

Oi, ye dead! oh. ye dead! whom we know by the Ugh 

you give 
From your cohl gleaming eyes, though yoo move lik 
men who live. 
Why leave you thus your graves, 
In far off fields and waves. 
Where the worm and the sea-bird only know your beJ 
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To haunt this spot where «U 
Those eyes that wept your fall, 
And the hearts that bewail'd yon, like your own, lie 
dead! 

It is true — it is true — we are shadows cold and wan ; 
It is true — it is true — all tlie friends we loTed are gone. 

But, oh ! thus even in death, 

So sweet is still the breath 
Of the fidds and the flowers in our youtli we wandered 
o'er. 

That, ere condcnin'd we go 

To freeze 'mid Uccla's* snow. 
We would taste it awhile, and dream we live once more ! 



ODONOHUE'S MISTRESS. > 
Aia^T^ Little and Great Mountain, 

Or all the fiiir months, that round tlie sun 
In light-link'd dance their circles run. 

Sweet May, sweet May, shine thou for me ! 
For still, when thy earliest beams arise. 
That youth who beneath the blue lake lies. 

Sweet May, sweet May, returns to me. 

Of all the smooth lakes, where daylight leaves 
Ilis lingering smile on golden eves. 

Fair lake, ^r lake, thou 'rt dear to me; 
For when the last April sun grows dim, 
Thy Naiads prepare bis steed for him 

Who dwells, who dwells, bright lake, in thee. 

Of all the proud steeds, that erer bore 
Young plumed chiefs on sea or shore. 

White steed, white steed, most joy to thee, 
Who still, with the first young glance of spring. 
From under that glorious lake dost bring. 

Proud steed, proud steed, my love to me. 

While, white as the sail some bark unfurls. 
When newly launch'd, thy long mane^ curls, 

Fair steed, fair steed, as white and free; 
And spirits, from all the lake's deep bowers, 
Glide o'er the blue wave scattering flowers, 

Fair steed, around my love and thee. 

Of all the sweet dc<iths that maidens die. 
Whose lovers beneath the cold wave lie, 

' Panl ZaliDd meniioo* that there U a BiMiBUla la •«■• part of 
Irelaad, where the ghottt of pertoetwho hare died In foreign laiidt 
walk about and conrerM with thoie they mret, like Urlug people. 
If aiked why they do oot reloro to their hones, they tay they are 
oblie*^ to 00 toaoant Uecia, aod diuppaar lamediately. 

* The pariicalar* of the tradition retpectlng O'Donohae and hU 
white borte, may be foaod in Mr Weld't Acooanl of Klllarney, 
or more folly detailed in Derrick* Lvttert. For naoy year* after hit 
death, the iplrlt of thit hero i$ toppoted to hate l>e«a teeo, on the 
iBomiB0 of Hay-day, giidinff over the lake on hi* favoarile white 
hone, to the loand of iweet, aaearlbly mutir, and preceded by 
gronpa of yoaihtaad auUdent, whoBaoi; wreath* of delicate tpriaff- 
flowerk in hi* path. 

Amoni; other »torie«, connected with tb(« Lcfjnnd of the Ltke*. it 
I* tald that there wa« a yoangaad lieantifal Rirl, wlMMeiBai;iaaiIon 
waa so inpreued with the idea of thi* viaiooary cbiefuin, that *be 
fenrJed henelf in love with him, and at la*l, in a flt of insanity, on 
a May-OMwaing, threw herself into the lake. 

* The boatmen at Killamcy call thoae wave* whidi oome on a wlndj 
day. created with foam, • U'DoBOhaa'* whiu hoftc*.* 



Most sweet, most sweet, that death will be, 
Which under the next May-evening's lifl^t. 
When thou and thy steed are lost to sight. 

Dear love, dear love, I '11 die for thee. 



ECHO. 
AiE— 7%e ITreis. 

How sweet the answer Echo makes 

To music at night, 
When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes. 
And far away, o'er lawns and lakes. 

Goes answering light. 

Tet Love hath echoes tnier far. 

And far more sweet. 
Than e'er, beneath the moon-light's star. 
Of horn, or lute, or soft guitar. 

The songs repeat. 

'T is when the sigh in yoadi sincere^ 

And only then, — 
The sigh, that 's breathed for one to hear. 
Is by tfiat one, that only dear. 

Breathed back again ! 



OH ! BANQUET NOT. 

AiK — Planxty Irwint. 

Oh ! banquet not in those shining bowers 

Where youth resorts — hut come to me, 
For mine 's a garden of faded flowers. 

More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee. 
And there we sliall have our feast of tears— 

And many a cup in silence pour — 
Our guests, the shades of former years — 

Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more. 

There, while the myrtle's withering bou|^ 

Their lifeless leaves around us shed, 
Wc 'II brim the bowl to broken vows. 

To friends long lost, the changed, the dead. 
Or, as some blighted laurel waves 

Its branches o'er the dreary spot. 
We 'II drink to those neglected graves 

Where valour sleeps, unnamed, forgot ! 



THEE, THEE, ONLY THEE. 
All— TTie Market-Stake. 

The dawning of mom, the day-light's sinking. 
The night's long hours still find nie tliinking 

Of thee, thee, only thee. 
When friends arc met, and gohlets crown'd, 
And smiles are near that once enchanted, 
Unreach'd by all that sunshine round. 
My soul, like some dark s{>ot, is haunted 
By thee, thee, only thee. 

Whatever in fame's hip.h patli could waken 
My spirit once, is now forsaken 
For thee, thee, only thee. 



IRISH MELODIES. 
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Like Rlinres, by which Mine headlong hark 
To ihc ocean Imnrics —resting nerer — 

Fjf*'s »t'fno« go hy inc, hright or dark, 
I know not, heed not. hastening ever 
To thee, thee, only tlice. 

I have not a joy but of thy bringing, 

And pain iLS4:lf seems sweet, when springing 

From thee, tliee, only thee. 
I.ikc spoils that nought on earlli can break. 

Till lips that know the charm hare spoken, 
This heart, howe'er the world may wake 
lt> grief, its scorn, can but be broken 
By thee, tliee, only thee. 



SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT? 

Air — Macfarlane's Latnentation. 

Shall the Harp then be silent when he, who first gare 
To our country a name, is withdrawn horn all cyut? 

Shall a minstrel of Erin stand mute by the grave, 
Where the first, where the last of her patriots liea?' 

No — f.iint though the deatli-song may fall from his lips, 
Tliough his harp, like^is soul, may with shadows be 
cross'd. 
Yet, yet shall it sound, 'mid a nation's eclipse, 

And proclaim to tlic world wliat a star hath been 
lost ! » 

Vrhat a union of all the affections and powers, 
By which life is exalted, embellish'd, refined. 

Was embraced in that spirit — whose centre was ours, 
While its mighty circumference circled mankind. 

Oh, who that loves Erin— or who that can see. 

Through the waste of her annals, tliat epoch sublime — 

Like a pyramid raised in the desert — where lie 
And his glory stand out to the eyes of all time!— 

That one lucid inter>-al snatch'd from the gloom 
Ami the ni.idness of ages, when, fill'd with his soul, 

A nation o'crlcap'd the dark bounds of her doom, 
And, for one sacred instant, touch'd liberty's goal! 

W*lio, that ever hath heard him — hath drank at the 
source 

Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin's own, 
In whus4; high-ihoughted daring, the fire,and the force. 

And the yet untamed spring of Iter spirit are shown. 

An eloquence, rich — wheresoever its wave 

Wandcr'd free and triumpliant — with tlumghts that 
shone through 
Ak clear as the brook's > stone of lustre,* and gave, 
With the flash of the gem, its solidity too. 

Who, that ever approach'd him, when, Aree from the 
crowd. 
In a home full of love, he delighted to tread 
'Mong the tribes, which a nation had given, and which 
bow'd, 
As if each brought a new civic crown for his head. 

I The eelcbrtteJ Irith orslor and pslriol, GuAXikn.—Edlfr. 
' II u OBly ibeM two lint T«raM, ihsi are eitk«r ittad or iatcad- 
ed to b« •un0. 



That home, where— like him, who, as fable hath told,* 
Put the rays from his brow, that his child might come 
near — 

Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old 

Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear. 

Is there one who has thus, through his orbit of life. 
But at distance observed him — tlirough glory, through 
bhimc, 

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife, 

Whether shining or clouded, still high and the same? 

Such a union of all that enriches life's hour. 

Of the sweetness w^e love and the greatness we praise, 

As that type of simplicity blended with power, 
A child with a thunderbolt, only portrays.— 

Oh no — not a heart that e'er knew him but mourns, 
Deep, deep, o'er the grave where such glory is shrined — 

O'er a monument Fame will preserve 'mong the urns 
Of the wisest, the bravest, the best of mankind ' 



OH, THE SIGHT ENTRANCING. 

, AitL—Planxty Sudley. 

Oh, the sight entrancing. 

When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files, array'd 

Witli helm and blade. 
And plumes in the gay wind dancing! 

When hearts arc all high beating. 
And the trumpet's voice repeating 

That song whose breath 

Blay load to deatli. 
But never to retreating ! 
Oh, the sight entrancing. 
When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files, array'd 

With helm and blade. 
And plumes in the gay wind dancing ! 

Yet 't is not helm or feather — 
For ask yon despot whether 

His plumed bands 

Could bring such hands 
And hearts as ours togetlier. 
Leave pomps to those who need 'cm — 
Adorn hut Man with free<lom, 

And proud he braves 

The gaudiest slaves 
That crawl where monarchs lead 'em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver, 
Stone walls in time may sever; 

'T is heart alone. 

Worth steel and stone, 
That keeps men free for ever ! 
Oh, that sight entrancing. 
When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files, array'd 

With helm and blade. 
And in Freedom's cause advancing ! 

> Apollo, Id hU iaterriew withPUfion. atdncribed hj OiU t 
• Oppo**U radio! profimaqmt mtctdmr* juttli. ■ 

•1" 
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No IX. 

SWEET INNISFALLEN. 
Air — The Captivating Fouth. 

SwKKT Innisfallcn, fare thee well. 

May calm and suushine long be thine ! 

How fair thou art let others tell, , 
While but to feel how fair is mine ! 

Sweet Innisfallen, fare thee well, 

And long may light around thee smile. 

As soft as on that evening fell 
When first I saw thy ^iry isle! 

Thou wert too lorcly then for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care — 

Who had through vulgar crowds to run, 
And leave thee bright and silent there : 

No more along thy shores to come, 
But on the world's dim ocean tost. 

Dream of thee sometimes as a home 
Of sunshine he had seen and lost ! 

Far better in thy weeping hours 
To part from tliee, as 1 do now, 

Wlien mist is o'er thy blooming bowers, 
Like Sorrow's veil on Beauty's brow. 

JFor, though unrivall'd still thy grace, 
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest, 

But, in thy shadows, scem'st a place 
Where weary man might hope to rest — 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden's, on the day 

He left its shade, when every tree, 
Like thine, hung weeping o'er his way ! 

Weeping or smiling, lOvely isle ! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears — 
For tliough but rare tliy sunny smile, 

'T is heaveu's own glance, when it appears. 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few. 
But, when indeed they come, divine — . 

The steadiest light the sun e'er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine ! 



T WAS ONE OF THOSE DREAMS. 

Air — The Song of the Woods. 

T WAS one of those dreams tliat by music are brought. 
Like a light summer haze, o'er tlie poet's warm thought — 
When, lost in the future, his soul wanders on. 
And all of this life, but its sweetness, is gone. 

The wild notes he heard o'er the water were tliose 
To which he had sung Erin's bondage and woes, 
And the breath of the bugle now wafted them o'er 
From Dinis' green isle to Glena's wooded shore. 

He listen'd — while high o'er the eagle's rudo nest. 
The lingering sounds on their way loved to rest; 

And tlie echoes sung back from their full mountain quire. 
As if loth to let song so enchanting expire. 



It 8eem*d as if every sweet note that died here 
Was again brought to life in some airier sphere. 
Some heaven in those liills where the soul of the i 
That had ceased upon earth, was awaking again ! 

Oh forgive if, while listening to music, whose brea 
Scem'd to circle his name with a charm against dc 
He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim 
■ Even so shalt thou live in the echoes of Fame : 

« Even so, though thy memory should now die an 
'T will be caught up again in some happier day, 
And tlie hearts and the voices of Erin prolong. 
Through the answering future, thy name and thy s( 



FAIREST I PUT ON AWHILE. 
Air — Cummilum. 

Fairest! put on awhile 

These pinions of light I bring thee. 
And o'er thy own green isle 

In fancy let me wing thee. 
Never did Ariel's plume. 

At golden sunset, hover 
O'er such scenes of bloom 

As I shall waft thee over. 

Fields, where the Spring delays. 

And fearlessly meets the ardour 
Of the warm Summer's gaze, 

W^th but Xxdr tears to guard her. 
Rocks, tlirough myrtle boughs, 

In grace majestic frowning- 
Like some warrior's brows. 

That Love hath just been crowning. 

Islets so freshly fair 

That never hatli bird come nigh them, 
Bnt, from his course through air, 

Hath been won downward by them — ' 
Types, sweet maid of thee. 

Whose look, whose blush inriting. 
Never did I^ove yet sec 

From heaven, without alighting. 

Lakes where the pearl lies hid,' 

And caves whore the diamond 's sleepiii( 
Bright as the gems that lid 

Of thine lets fall in weeping. 
Glcns,3 wlicrc Ocean comes. 

To 'scaiie the wild wind's rancour. 
And harbours, worthiest homes 

Where Freedom's sails could anchor. 

Then if, while scenes so grand, 
So beautiful, shine l)c-fore tliee, 

' Id detcrlbins tbeSkeligt (iilandi of ibeBaraoy of Forth) 
log My« ■ there u * certain aiiraitire rirtue io the aoil, whii 
down ail the bIrJs that attempt to fly orer it, aa«l obligeM 
light upoo the rock." 

' >enoiu«, a British writer of the 9th centary, meotiona t1 
daDoe of |tearl» in Ireland. Their princet. be aaya, han^ 1 
hind their cart; and this we 6nd confirmed by a pres««t om 
io94> by Gill»erL, IHtbop uf Liniorick. to Aoteln. ArL-hbi^ho] 
terbary. of a coBtiderablo qoaniily of Iritb pearU.*— -O'Ui 

* Glcngari£r. 
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Pride for thy own de.ir land 

Should haply he stealini; o'er thee; 

Oh, lot grief come firxt, 

O'rr priile ituclf rirtorioiM — 

To think how m.«n h.ith curst 

What Hcarvn had made so glorious! 



QUICK! WE HWE BL'T A SECOND. 

Air — Paddy Snap. 

ijx'xcx ! wc hare but a second, 

Fill round the cup, while you may, 
For Time, the churl hath beckon'd, 

And we must away, away ! 
GroAp the pleasure that 's flying, 

For oh ! not Orpheus' Ktrain 
Could keep sweet hours from dying. 
Or charm them to life again. 

Then quick ! we hare but a second, 

Fill round, 611 round, while you niay; 
For Time, the churl, hath beckon'd. 
Ami we must away, away ! 

See tlie glass, how it flushes. 

Like some young llc-l>e*K lip. 
And half meets thine, and blushes 
That thou shouldst delay to sip. 
Shnme, oh shame unto thee. 
If erer thou secst the day, 
>Vhen a cup or a lip shall woo thee. 
And turn untouch'd away ! 

Tlien, quick ! we have but a second. 

Fill round, fill round, while you may, 
For Time, the churl, hath l>eckon'd, 
And we must away, away ! 



AND DOni NOT A MEETING URE THIS. 

Au — Unknown. 

AtD doth not a meeting like this make amemk 

For all the long years I 've hem wandering away T 
To %tv thus around rac my youth's early friends, 

A« Hmiling and kind an in that happy day ! 
TItnugh haply o'er ^me of your brows, as o'er mine, 

Tlic snow-fall of time may be stealing — what then? 
Like AlpA in the sunset, thus lighted by wine. 

We '11 wear tlie gay tinge of youth's rotes again. 

Wh.it soften'd rrnsembranccs come o'er tlie heart. 

In g.iring on those we 're been lost to so long! 
The v>rrows, the joys, of which once they were part. 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 
As letters some hand hatli invisibly traced, 

Whrn held to the flame will steal out on the sight. 
So many a feeling, that long seem'd effaced. 

The warmth of a meeting like tliia bring* to light. 

Ami thus, as in Memory's bark we shall glide 
To visit tlie sctrnes of our boyhood anew- — 

Thfiugh oft we may see, looking down on the tido. 
The wreck «>f full many a hope shining through — 

Yet still, as in fancy we point to tlio flowers, 
Tlvit oace made a garden of all the gay slioro. 



Deceived for a moment, we 'II think them still ours. 
And breathe the fretli air of Life's morning once 
more.' 

So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, . 

Is all wc can have of the few we hold dear; 
And oft even joy is unheeded and lost, 

For want of some heart, that could echo it, near. 
Ah, well may wc hope, when this sliort life is gone, 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss; 
For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hastening on. 

Is all we enjoy of each oilier in tliis.* 

But come — the more rare such delights to the heart. 
The more wc sliould welcome, and bless them the 
more : 
They 're ours when we meet — they are lost when we 
part. 
Like birds that bring summo*, and fly when 't is o'er. 
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere wc drink 
Let syuii».ithy pledge us, through pleasure, thnrngh 
pain. 
That, fast as a feeling but touches one link. 
Her magic sliull send it direct tluougb tlie chain. 



'a HE MOUNTAIN SPRITE. 

Aia — The Mountain Sprite. 

H yonder valley there dwrit, alone, 

A youth, whose life all had Ciihnly flown. 

Till spells came o'er him, and, flay and night. 

He was haimted and walch'd by a Mountain Sprite. 

As he, by moonlight, went wandering o'er 
The gohlen sands of that island shore, 
.\ foot-print sparkled liefi>re his sight, 
'T was the fairy foot of the Mounuin Sprite. 

Reside a fountain, one sunny day. 

As, looking down im the sCrtMiii. he lay. 

Behind him scolc two e^tit of lii^ht. 

And he saw in llii> dear w j>e the Mountain Spnie. 

He tum'd— hut lo, like a startlctl bird. 

The Spirit fled — and he only hc.inl 

Sweet music, Mich a^ m.irkA the flight 

Of a journeying star, from the Mounuin Spiiti-. 

One night, pursued by th.it daiiliug look, 
Tlie youth, hcwildcr'd, his iM'iicil tmik. 
And, guidtnl only by moinory's lii'.ht. 
Drew the fairy form of the Muuiil.iin Sprite. 



I Joan rhwaaat. qnand ji* miri;* a «nt bc«r««% inaUB*. 
Jc |iraM' rrmoulrr Ir di-vie •!•' mn i sua . 
El Mua cu-ar rnibaai^ tar u ri«r lli'ariv. 
Bftfiire m.^or^ I air par da MSlia ile U %i*. 

' TW %amr iboa.'bi ba» hr.r hafi-lU, i>t|irMMd hy ay M«»4l, Xr 
Watbiagton Inia.;, ia kit Bmr,-' .'; H.it:. *ol. i. |i. Ji J. Ihr pl#»*- 
' larc whii b I fcvl IB cjllia.: iLit ,:• biIi-imb my filrBd. i* rBkaBccU ^y 
ib« rrflr. tioB ikai b*' ia u^ n«"*'i ■■ \M«-rit'BB le bavr adBilnd aa 
■'> rradil; lu ta* b a di»liB«-li.ta. il hr liJ>l aul Lbiniu ib4l aj ffvliafi 
lowanit ihti grrai aBd lrr« roaatrt t^'t (?■*<* ^i" ^**^^ k**' l<*«8 
IxwB ftBrk at r«rr« i««l lu«rr uf ib«- Itbrriy aad ba|t|>iB«w af ika k»- 
i:uiB race aiatl eattrUia. 
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« Oh thou, who loTMt the shadow,' cried, 
A gentle roice, whiqtering by his side, 
■ Now turn and see,* — here the youth's delight 
Seal'd the rosy lips of the Mountain Sprite. 

• Of all the Spirits of land and sea,* 
Exclaim'd he then, « there is none like thee ; 
And oft, oh oft, may tliy shape alight 
In this londy arbour, sweet Mountain Sprite.* 



AS VAXQUISHD ERIN. 
Aift — The Boyne Water. 

As ranquish'd Erin wept beside 

The Boyne's ill-foted river. 
She saw where Discord, in tlie tide, 

Had dropp'd his loaded quiver. 
M Lie hid,* she cried, «yc venoiu'd darts. 

Where mortal eye may shun you ; 
Lie hid — for oh ! the stain of hearts 

That bled for me is on you. ■ 

But rain her wish, Iicr weeping vain — 

As Time too well hath taught tier : 
Each year the fiend returns again, 

And dives into that water : '^ 

And brings triumpliant, from beneath, 

His shafts of desolation. 
And sends them, wing'd with worse than death, 

Throughout her maddening nation. 

Alas for her who sits and mourns. 

Even now beside tliat river — 
Unwearied still the fiend returns. 

And stored i% still his quiver. 
• When will tim end ? ye Powers of Good I • 

She weeping asks for ever ; 
But only hears, from out that Hood, 

The demon answer, * Never ! * 



DESMOND'S SONG.' 
Am — Unknown.^ 

By the Feal's wave benighted. 

Not a star in the skies. 
To thy door hy Love lighted, 

I first saw those eyes. 
Some voice wliisper'd o'er me. 

As the thrcuhold I cross'd, 
There was ruin before me. 

If I loved, I was lost. 



* •ThoHUt, tiM bfllrof the Dtfamooil family, bad aoddentallj been 
•o Migased in the cbace, ihat he wa« benighted nearTralee, and obliged 
to lalie tbelter at the .\bbey of Fool, in the hosM of one of hia de- 
pendents, called XacCoraac. Catherine, a beantifol dau({hcer of hia 
host, iutantlj inspired the Earl with a violent pauion, whkh he 
coald not luUlae. He married her, and by this inferior ailianoe allea« 
aied bit follower*, whoae bratal pride regarded this IndalgMioe of 
hU loveaa an nnpardonable degradation of his faailj.* — Lii.A]in, 
vol. a. 

' This air has been alrrady so snoonsfully supplied with words by 
Mr Bayly, that 1 shonid have left it antoached, if we oonid bnve 
spared so interesting a UM-Iody oat of onr collection. 



Love came, and brought sorrow 

Too soon in his train ; 
Yet so sweet, that to-morrow 

'T would be welcome again. 
Were misery's full measure 

Poured out to me now , 
I would drain it witli pleasure. 

So the Hebe were thou. 

You who call it dishonour 

To bow to this flame. 
If you 'vc eyes, look but on her. 

And blush while you blame. 
Hath tite pearl less whiteness 

Because of its birth 7 
Hatli the violet less brightness 

For growing near earth 7 

No — Man, for his glory, 

To history flies ; 
While Woman's bright story 

Is told in her eyes. 
While the monarch but traces 

Through mortals his line. 
Beauty, bom of the Graces, 

Banks next to divine ! 



THEY KNOW NOT 5IY HEART. 

AiB — Coolon Das. 

Tbet know not my heart, who believe there can be 
One stain of this eartli in its feelings for thee; 
Who think, while I see thee in beaoty's young hoar, 
As pure as the morning's tint dew on the flower, 
I could harm wliat I love — as the sun's wanton ray 
But smiles on the dew-<lrop to waste it away ! 

No — beaming with light as those young features are, 
There 's a light round thy heart which is lovelier fsr: 
It is not that check — 't is the soul dawning clear 
Through its innocent blush makes thy beauty so dear— 
As the sky we look up to, though glorious and foir. 
Is look'd up to the more, because heaven is there ! 



I WISH I WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 
Air — / wish I was on yonder Hill. 

I wui I was by that dim lake, * 
Where sinful souU their farewells take 
Of this vain world, and half-way lie 
In Deatli's cold shadow, ere they die. 

' Those versesatre meant to ailnde to that ancteat bannt of aopn- 
stition, called Patrick's Purgatory. • fn the midst of iheae giflosi] 
ragions of Uonnegall (says Dr r.jimpbeli) lay a lake, which was to ie- 
come the mptic theatre of this fabled and iniermodlnu MMe. la 
the lake were several islands ; bat one of them wasdifalfied with tbst 
called the Month of Purgatory, which, during the dark agea. attfnoisd 
the notioB of all Christ«'odom, and was the resort of penlMst* and 
pilgrims, from almost evrry coooiry in Europe. 

• It was,* as the same writer tell us, •• one of the aanat dfaanl and 
dreary spots in the Morth, almost inacceasiblo, throamli dnap gkns 
and rugged mounuins, rrigbifnl «iitb impending rocks, and ihi 
hollow murmurs of the western winds in dark caveraa, peopled only 
with such fantastic brings as the mind, however gay, is firoan strangi 
atsociktion wont to appropriate to such gloomy'i 
OM tkt EoetetUukml mud Littrarg lltilo*y of IrtitmJ. 
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There, there, far from thee, 
Deceitful world, my home should be— 
Where, come what might of gloom and pain, 
False hope should ne'er deceive again ! 

The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 
Of unseen waters, falling round — 
The dry leaves quivering o'er my head. 
Like man, unquiet even when dead— 
These — ay — these should wean 
My soul from Life's deluding scene. 
And turn each thought, each wifth I have, 
Like willows, downward towards the graye. 

As they who to their couch at night 
Would welcome sleep, first quench die light, 
So must the hopes that keep this breast 
Awake, be qucnch'd, ere it can rest. 
Cold, cold, my heart must grow. 
Unchanged by either joy or woe, 
Like freezing founts, where all that 's thrown 
Within their current turns to stone. 



SHE SUNG OF LOVE. 

Alt — The MunsterMan, 

Shb sung of love — while o'er her lyre 

The rosy rays of evening fell, 
As if to feed with their soft fire 

The soul within that trembling shell. 
Tlie same rich light hung o'er her cheek. 

And play d around those lips that sung 
And spoke, as flowers would sing and speak. 

If love could lend tbeir leaves a tongue. 

Rut soon the West no longer burn'd. 

Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew; 
And, when to gaze again I turn'd. 

The minstrel's form seem'd fading too. 
As if her light and heaven's were one. 

The glory all had left that frame; 
And from her glimmering lips tlie tone. 

As from a parting spirit, came.* 



Who ever loved, but had the thought 

That he and all he loved must part 7 
Fill'd with this fear, I flew and caught 

That fading image to my heart — 
And cried, « Oh Love ! is this tliy doom ? 

Oh light of youth's resplendent day ! 
Must ye then lose your golden bloom. 

And thus, like snnsliine, die away?* 



' The thoagbt here wat t«ssmted by 
gera't Poem of Ummmm Ll/e, ItegiaaiBj 



bosBUfalllMiiaHfRO' 



SING-^ING— MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 

AiE — The Humours of Ballamaguiry, or the Old 

Langolee. 

Siifo — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 
By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 
Beauty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks. 

But love from the lips his true archery wings; 
And she who but feathers tfic dart when she speaks, 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sings. 
Then sing — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven. 
By hannony's laws alone are kept moving. 

When Love, rock'd by his mother, 
Lay sleeping as calm as slumber could make him, 

« Hush, hush,* said Venus, « no other 
Sweet voice but his own is worthy to wake him.» 
Dreaming of music he slumher'd the while. 

Till faint from his lips a soft melody broke. 
And Venus, enchanted, look'd on with a smile, 
W^hile Love to his own sweet singing awoke ! 
Then sing — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay and kindle the loving; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven, 
By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 



Xow ia tbe glinaeriag. dyia^ ligbt tbc grows 
L«M and leu caribly. 

I woald quote the eatlre paHage, 1ml tiMt I fear to pat 
baable initatioa of it oat of ooaateaaooe. 



ly owB 



^tional ^it». 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It is Cicero, I liclieve, who says > luiliini ad modos du- 
cimur;-' and the abundance of wild indigenous airs 
which almost every country, except England possesses, 
sufficiently proves tlie truth of hia aasertioB. The lo- 
vers of this simple hut interesting kind of music are 
ii«>re presented with the first number of a collection, 
which 1 trust their contributions will enable us to con- 
tinue. A pretty air without words resembles one of 
(hose fca(^ creatures of Plato, which are described as 
wandering, in search of tlie remainder of themselves, 



through the world. To supply this other half, by uniting 
with congenial words the many fugitive melodies which 
have hitherto had none, or only such as are unintelli- 
gible to the generality of their hearers, is the ohject ' 
and ambition of the present work. Neitlier is it our 
intention to confine ourselves to what are strictly called 
National Melodies, but, wherever we meet with any wan- 
dering and beautiful air, to which poetry has not. yet 
assigned a worthy liome, we s^iall venture to claim it 
as an estrny swan, and enrich our humble Hippocren'e 

with its song. 

• • • • • • • ■ 

T. M. 
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No I. 



A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP. » 

Spanish Mr. 
■ 

• A TBMPLK to Friendship,* said Laura, enchanted, 

■ I *11 bnild in this garden — the thought is divine I» 
Her temple vrat built, and she now only wanted 

An image of Friendship to place on the slirine. 
She flew to a sculptor, who act down before her 

A Friendship, the fairest his art could invent. 
But so cold and so dull, that the youthful adorer 

Saw plainly this was not the idol she meant. 

a Oh ! never,» the cried, « could I think of enshrining 
An image whose looks arc so joyless and dim ! 

Bat yon little god upon roses reclining, 

We 'II make, if you please. Sir, a Friendship of him.» 

So the bargain was struck; with, the little god laden 
She joyfully flew to her shrine in tlie grove: 

• Farewell,* said the sculptor, ayou 're not the first 

maiden 
Who came but for Friendship, and took away Love. « 



FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVER. 

Portuguese Mr. 

Flow on, thou shining river ; 
But, ere thou reach the sea. 
Seek Ella's bower, and give her 
The wreaths I fling o'er thee. 
And tell her thus, if she '11 be mine. 
The current of our lives shall be, 
With jop along their course to shine, 
Like those sweet UowerH on thee. 

But if, in wandering thither. 

Thou find'st she mocks my prayer. 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there. 
And tell her — thus, when youth is o'er. 
Her lone and loveless charm shall be 
Thrown by upon life's weedy shore, 
Like those sweet flowers from thee. 



ALL THAT'S BRIGHT MUST FADE. 
Indian. Air. 

All that 's bright must fade,— 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that 's sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest. 
Stars that shine and fall; — 

The flower that drops in springing; — 
These, alas ! are types of all 

To which our hearts are clinging. 



' Tlie lho«({li^ it lakeo from ■ tODQ by L0 Priuur, calUtI, > La 
StalM d« i'AoiUitf.B 



All that's bright must fode, — 
, The brightest still the fleetest; 
All that 's sweet was made 
Bui to be lost when sweetest! 



Who would seek or prtie 

Delights that end in aching? 
Who would trust to ties 

That every hour are breaking ? 
Better far to be 

In utter darknessiying. 
Than be blest with light and see 

That light for ever flying. 
All that 's bright must fade. 

The briglitost stUl the fleetest; 
All thaf s sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest ! 



SO WARMLY WE MET. 
Hungarian Mr. 

So warmly we met and so fondly we parted. 

That which was the sweeter even I could not tdl— 
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted, 

Or that tear of passion which hless'd our ferewdl. 
To meet was a heaven, and to part thus another,— 

Our joy and our sorrow seem'd rivals in bliss; 
Oh ! Cupid's two eyes are not liker each other 

In smiles and in tears, than that momenC to tluk 

The firsC'was like day-break — new, sudden, delieioia, 

The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet— 
The last was that farewell of daylight, more piccioai, 

More glowing and deep, as 't is nearer its scL 
Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a smtov 

To think that such happiness could not ronaiD; 
While our parting, though sad, gave a hope that to- 
morrow 

Would bring back the blest hour of meeting s^- 



THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

kin— The Bells ofStPetersburgh. 

Thosb evening bells! those evening hclb! 
flow many a tale their music tells. 
Of youth, and home, and that sweet time, 
When last I heard their soothing chime! 

Those joyous hours are past awny ! 
And many a heart tliat then was gay 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells. 
And hears no more those evening bells! 

And so 't will be when I am gone; 
That tuneful peal will still ring on. 
While other bards shall walk these dells. 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells! 



SHOULD THOSE FOND HOPES. 

Portuguese Mr. 

' SuouLn those fond hopes e'er forsake thee, 
>Vhich now so sweetly thy heart employ; 



I Tbe Metre of ibe wonl* it here 



UytMriiotdMikttf 
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Should the cold world come to wake thee 

From all thy vuions of youth and joy^ 
Should the gay friends, for whom tliou wouldst banish 

Him who once thought thy young heart his own, 
All like spring birds, falsely vanish, 

And leave thy winter unheeded and lone; — 

Oh I 't is then he thou hast slighted 

Would come to cheer thee, when all secni'd o'er; 
Theu the truant, lost and blighted. 

Would to his bosom be taken once more. 
Like that dear bird we both can remember, 

Who left us while summer slione round. 
But, when chill'd by bleak December, • 

Upon our tlireshold a welcome still found. 



REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 

Italian. Mr. 

Reason, Folly, and Beauty, tliey say. 
Went on a party of pleasure one day: 

Folly playd 

Around the maid, 
Tlie bell of his cap rung merrily out; 

While Reason took 

To his sermon-book— 
Oh ! which was the pleasanter no one need doubt. 

Beauty, who likes to be thought very sage, 
Tum'd for a moment to Reason's dull page. 

Till Folly said, 

• Look here, sweet maid !» 
The sight of his cap brought her back to herself; 

While Reason read 

His leaves of lead. 
With no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 

Then Reason grew jealous of Folly's gay cap; 
Had he that on, he her heart might entrap — 

« There it is,* 

Quoth Folly, Mold quii!» 
But Reason the head-dress so awkwardly wore. 
That Beauty now liked him still less than before; 

While Folly took 

Old Reason's book, 
And twisted the leaves in a cap of such Ton, 

That Beauty vow'd 

(Though not aloud), 
She liked him still better in tliat than hit own! 



FARE THEE WELL, THOU LOVELY ONE ! 

Sicilian Air. 

Farb thee well, thou lovely one! 

Lovfily still, but dear no noorc; 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 
Tliy words, whate'er their flattering spe|l. 

Could scarce have thus deceived ; 
But eyes that acted truth so well 

Were sure to he believed. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one! 

Lovely still, but dear no more; 
Once his soul of trutli is gone. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 



Yet those eyes look constant still, 

True as stars they keep their light; 
Still those cheeks their pledge fulfil 

Of blushing always bright. 
'T is only on thy changeful heart 

The blame of falsehood lies; 
Love lives in every other part. 

But there, alas ! he dies. 
Then fare thee well, thou lovely one! 

Lovely still, but dear no more: 
Once his soul of truth is gone, 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 



DOST THOU REMEMBER. 



Portuguese Air. 
Dost thou remember that place so lonely, 
A place for lovers and lovers only. 

Where first I told thee all my secret sighs? 
When as the moon-beam, that trembled o'er thee, 
Hlumcd thy blushes, 1 knelt before thee. 

And read my hope's sweet triumph in those eyes! 
Then, then, while closely heart was drawn to heart, 
Love bound us — never, never more to part ! 

* And when I call'd thee by names the dearest 
That love could foncy, the fondest, nearest — 

« My life, my only life!» among tlic rest; 
In those sweet accents that still inthral me. 
Thou saidst, « Ah ! wherefore thy life thus call me? 

Thy soul, thy soul 's the name that I love best; 
For life soon passes, but how blest to be 
That soul which never, never parts from thee!» 

OH ! COME TO ME WHEN DAYU6HT SETS. 

Venetian Air. 

Oh! come to me when dayUght sets; 

Sweet I then come to me, 
When smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlight sea. 
W^hen Mirth 's awake, and Love begins, 

Bencatli that glancing ray. 
With sound of lutes and mandoUns, 

To steal young hearts away. 
Oh ! come to me when daylight sets; 

Sweet ! then come to nie. 
When smoothly go our gondolets 

O^er the moonlight sea. 

Oh ! then 's the hour for those who love, 

Sweet ! like thee and me ; 
When all 's so calm below, above, 

In heaven and o'er the sea. 
When maidens sing sweet barcarolles, ' 

And Echo sings again 
So sweet, that all with ears and souls 

Should love and listen then. 
So, come to me when daylight sets; 

Sweet I then come to nie, 
WMien smoothly go our gondolets 

O'er the moonlight sea. 

' The iboagbt in thtt verw la borrowed from tbe original Pcrtague»o 
words. 

* Uarcarnlie*. •one de chantont eo lancao V^Bitieane, <i«e rbanteni 
lea Qondoliera k Veniae.— Rumuac, Dictiommmirt dk Muil^tu. 
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'OFT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 

Scotch Air. 

Opt, in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber^* chain has bound me. 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me; 
The smiles, the tears, 
^ Of boyhood's years. 
The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, 
Now dimm'd and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in tlic stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me. 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 

When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd to(fether, 
I 're seen around me foil. 

Like leaves in wintry weather; 
I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some I)anquet-hall deserted, 
Whone lights are fled, 
Whose garland 's dead, 
And all but he departed ! 
Thus in die stilly night. 

Ere SIuml>er's chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of oilier days around me. 



HARK ! THE VESPER HYMN IS STEALING. 

Russian Mr, 

IIakk ! the vesper hymn is stealing 
O'er the waters, soft and clear; 
NeanT yft and nearer pealing, 

Jubilate, Anion. 
Farther now, now further stealing, 
Soft it fades upon tlie car, 
Jubilate Amen. 

Now, like moonlight waves retreating 

To the nliore, it dies along; 
Now, like nngry surges meeting. 
Breaks the min(;lcd tide of song. 
Jubilate, Amen. 
Hush! again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along. 
Jubilate, Amen. 



No 11. 

LOVE AND HOPE. 

Swiss Air. 

At mom, beside yon summer sea, 
Young Hope and Ix>ve reclined ; 

Diit scarce had noon-tide come, when he 

Into his bark leap'd smilingly, 
And left poor Hope behind. 



« I go,* said Love, • to tail awhile 

Across this simny main:» 
And then so sweet his parting smile. 
That Hope, who never dreaqi'd of gnile, 

Believed he 'd come again. 

She lingered there till evening's beam 

Along the waters lay, 
And o'er the sands, in thoughtful dream. 
Oft traced his name, which still the stream 

As often wasli'd away. 

At length a sail appears in sight. 
And toward the maiden moves! 
'T is wealth tliat comes, and gay and bright, 
His golden bark rcflecU the light. 
But ah ! it is not Love's. 

Another sail— 't was Friendship show'd 

Her night-lamp o'er the sea; 
And calm the light that lamp bestowM : 
But Love had lights that warmer ^w'd. 

And where, alas I was he t 



Now fast around the sea and shore 
Night threw her darkling chain. 
The sunny sails were seen no more, 
Hope's morning dreams of bliss were o' 
Love never came again ! 



THERE COMES A TIME. 
German Air. 

Thiri comes a time, a dreary time. 

To him whose heart hath flown 
O'er all the fields of youth's sweet prime. 

And made each flower its own. 
T is when his soul must first renounce 

Those dreams so bright, so fond ; 
Oh ! then 's the time to die at once. 

For life has nought beyond. 
There comes a time, etc. 

When sets the sun on Afric's shore, 

That instant ail is night; 
And so should life at once be o'er. 

When Love withdraws his light — 
Nor, like our northern day, gleam on 

Through t>Ailiglit'sdim delay. 
The cold remains uf lustre gone, 

Of fire long pu^'d away. 
Oh ! there comes a time, etc. 



MY HARP HAS ONE UNCHANGING TIIEB 

Swedish Air. 

Mt harp has one unchanging tlteme. 

One strain that still comes o'er 
Its languid chord, as't were a dream 

Of joy that 's now no more. 
In vain 1 try, with liveliiT air, 

To wake the bmithing string; 
That voice of other times is tliere. 

And saddens all I sing. 
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Breallie on, breathe on, thou lan^d ttrain. 

Henceforth he all my own ; 
Thou(;h thou art oft so full of pain. 

Few hearts can bear thy tone. 
Tet oft thou 'rt sweet, as if the sigh. 

The breath that Pleasure's wings 
Gjve out, when last they wantun'd by, 

Were still upon tliy strings. 



3h: no— not E'en when hrst we loved. 

Cashmerian Air. 

Oi ! no^not e'en when 6rst we loved, 

Wert thou as dear as now thou art; 
Tliy beauty then my senses moved, 

But now thy virtues bind my heart. 
What was but Passion's sigh before, 

Has since been turn'd to Reason's vow ; 
And, though I tlien might love thee more. 

Trust me, I love thee better now .' 

Although my heart in earlier youth 

Might kindle with more wild desire. 
Believe me, it has gain'd in truth 

Much more than it has lost in fire. 
The flame now warms my inmost core. 

That then but sparkled o'er my brow ; 
And, though I scem'd to love thee men. 

Yet, oh ! I love tliee better now. 



PEACE BE AROUND THEE. 
Scoich Air. 

Peaci be around thee ! wherever thou revest 

May life be for tliee one summer's day. 
And all that thou wishest, and all tliat thou lovest, 

Cniite smiling around thy sunny way! 
If sorrow e'er this calm should break, 

May even thy tears pass off so lightly, 
Diat, like spring-showers, they '11 only make 

The smiles that follow shine more brightly! 

May Time, who sheds his blight o'er all. 

And daily dooms some joy to death, 
)'cr thee let years so gently ^U, 

Tliey shall not crush one flower beneath ! 
i« half in shade and half in sun, 

Thtt world along its path advances, 
May that side tlie sun 's upon 

Be all that e'er shall meet thy glaocct! 



COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 
Frenth Air. 

Wbilk I tooch the string. 

Wreathe my brows with laard, 
For the tale I sing. 

Has, for once, a moral. 
Common Sense, one night. 

Though not used to gambols. 
Went out by moonlight. 

With Genius, on his rambles. 

While I touch the string, etc. 



Common Sense went on, 

Many wise things saying. 
While the light that shone 

Soon set Genius straying. 
One his eye ne'er raised 

From the patli before him, 
V other idly gazed 

On each night-cloud o'er him. 
While I touch the string, etc. 

So they came, at last. 

To a shady river; 
Common Senw soon pass'd, 

Safe, as he doth ever; 
While the boy, whose look 

Was in heaven that minute. 
Never saw the brook. 

But tumbled headlong in it! 

W^hile I touch the string, etc. 

How the wise one smiled, 

When safe o'er the torrent. 
At tliat youth, so v^ild. 

Dripping from the current! 
Sense went home to bed ; 

Genius, left to sliiver 
On the bank, 't is said. 

Died of that cold river ! 

While I touch the string, ete. 



THEN, FARE THEE \VELL! 

Old English Air. 

TiBR, fare thee well ! my own dear love. 

This worid has now for us 
No greater grief, no pain above 
Tlie pain of parting thus, dear love ! the pain of parting 
thus! 

Had we but known, since first we met, 

Some fiew short hours of bliss. 
We might, in nuiiilM:ring them, forget 
The deep, deep |Kiin of this, dear love', the deep, deep 
pain of this ! 

But, no, alas! we 've never seen 
One glimpse of pleasure's ray. 
But still there came some cloud between. 
And chased it all away, dear love! and chased it .ill 
away! 

Yef, e'en could those sad momoits last. 

Far dearer to my heart 
Were hours of grief, together past. 
Than years of mirth apart, dear love! than years of 
mirth apart! 

Farewell ! our hope was )>orn in fears. 

And nursed mid vain regrvts: 
Like winter Mins, it rose in trara. 
Like tliem in tears it sets, dear love! like them in 
tears it sets! 

GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET. 

M attest Air. 

Gailt sounds tlic costinet, 
Beatin<: lime lo liounding feet, 

4« 
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When, after daylight's gol^ea «et. 
Maids and youths by moon%ht 

Oh I then, how sweet to move 
Through all that male of mirth. 

Lighted by those eyes we lovt 
Beyond all eyes on earth. 



Then, the joyous banquet spread 

On tlie cool and fragrant ground, 
With night's bright eyc-bcaou overhead, 

And still brighter sparkling round. 
Oh ! then, how sweet to say 

Into the loved one's car. 
Thoughts reserved through many a day 

To be thus whispei'd here. 

W*hen the dance and feast are done, 

Arm in arm as home we stray. 
How sweet to see the dawning sun 

O'er her cheeks' warm blushes play( 
Then, then the farewell kiss, 

And words whose partin(; ton« 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss. 

That haunt young hearts alone. 



LOVE IS A HUNTER-BOY. 

Languedocian Mr. 

Lovi is a hunter-boy. 

Who makes young hearts his prey. 

And in his nets of joy 

Ensnares them night and day. 

In vain conceal'd they lie- 
Love tracks them every where ; 

In vain aloft they fly-.- 

Love shouts them flying there. 



Let *s live it oat— then sink in iii|^ 
Like waves that firom the then 

One minute 8weU-^-«re toueh'd with li|^-> 
Then lost for evermore. 

Then, chase that scartaa^ tear, etc 



JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEEITKG! 

Portuguese Mr, 

WHisp'BiifGS, heard by wakeful maids, 
To whom the night-stars ^ide us— 
Stolen walks through moonlight shades, 
With those we love beside as.. 
Hearts beating, at meeting,— 
Tears starting, at parting; 
Oh ! sweet youth, how soon it fadesi 
Sweet joys of youth, how fleeting! 



But 't is his joy most sweet. 

At early dawn to trace 
The print of Beauty's feet, 

And give the trembler chase. 
And most he loves through snow 

To trace those footsteps fair. 
For then tlie boy doth know 

None track'd before him there. 



COME, CUASE THAT STARTING TEAR AWAY. 

French Mr. 

Comb, chase that starting tear away, 

Ere mine to meet it springs; 
To-night, at least, to-night be gay, 

Whalc'er to-morrow brings! 
Like sun-set gleams, that linger late 

When all is dark'ning fast, 
Are hours like these we snatch from Fate— 

The brightest and the last 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc. 

To gild our dark'ning life, if Heaven 

But one bright hour allow. 
Oh ! think that one bright hour is given, 

In all its splendour, now ! 



HEAR ME BUT ONCE. 
French Mr. 

Hkab me but once, while o'er the {prsTe^ 

In which our love lies cold end daad^ 
I count each flatfring hope be gave. 

Of joys now lost and chamis now fled : 
Who could have thought the smile be wors, 

When first we met, would Cade away? 
Or that a chill would e'er come o'er 

Those eyes so bright through many a dsy? 



No. m. 



WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD. 

Swedish Mr. 

Whbr Love was a child, and went idling roond, 
'Mong flowers the whole summer's day. 

One mom in the valley a bower he found. 
So sweet, it allured him to stay. 

O'erhead, from the trees, liung a garland fair, 

A fountain ran darkly beneath — 
'T was Pleasure that hung the bright flowers up tfa 

Love knew it, and jump'd at the wreath. 

But Love did n't know — and at his weak years 
What urchin was likely to know? — 

That Sorrow had made of her own salt tears 
That founuin which murmur'd below. 

He caught at the wreath— but with too much hast( 

As boys when impatient will do- 
lt fell in those waters of briny taste. 

And the flowers were all wet through. 

Yet this is the wreath he wears night and day. 

And, though it ail sunny appears 
W*ith Pleasure's own lustre, each leaf, they say, 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 
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\Y, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT TO-DAY? 

Sicilian Air. 

6&T, what shall be our sport to-day? 

There '% nothing on earth, in sea or air, 
Too brii;ht, too bold, too high, too gay, 

For spirits like mine to dare \ 
T IS like the returning bloom 

Of thoM days, alas ! gone by, 
When I lored each hoar — I scarce knew whom,— 

And was Men'd — I scarce knew why. 

Av, those were days when life had wiogs» 

And 6ew — oh, flew so wild a height, 
Tliat, like the lark which sunward sprinfi, 

'T was giddy with too much light; 
And, though of some plumes bereft, 

Witli that sun, too, nearly set, 
1 >e enough of light and wing stfU l«ft 

For a few gay soarings yet. 



BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS! 

Wekh Air. 

BsiGiT be thy dreams— may all thy weafuog 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping : 
Those by death or seas remoTed, 
Friends, who in thy spring-time knew tbae^ 

All tliou 'st ever prited or lored. 
In dreams come smiling to thee! 

There may the child, whose lore lay deepest. 
Dearest of all, come while thou sleepest; 
Still the same — no charm forgot — 
Nothing lost that life had giren ; 

Or, if changed, but changed to what 
Thou It find her yet in Heaven ! 



GO, THEN— T IS VAIN. 
SicUian Air. 

Go, then — *t b vaha to horer 

Thus round a hope that 's dead; 
At length my dream is over, 

T was sweet— 't was fialse— *t is fled ! 
Farewell , since nought it moves dice. 

Such truth as mine to see; 
Some one, who far less loves thee. 

Perhaps more bless'd will be. 

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightness 

New Kfe around me shed ! 
Faicwdl, false heart, whose 

Now leaves me death iastead! 
Go, naw, tkoae charma surrender 

To some new lover's sigh. 
One who, though fair less tender. 

May be more bless'd than I. 



THE CRYSTAL HUNTERS. 

Swiss Air. 

O'la nMHiniains bright with snow and light, 
We Crystal llunlers speed along. 



While grots and caves, and icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our song; 

And, when we meet with stores of gems, 

We grudge not kings their diadems. 

Oer mountains bright with snow and light, 
We Crystal Hunters speed along. 

While grots and caves, and icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our song. 

No lover half so fondly dreams 
Of sparkles from his lady's eyes. 
As we of those refk'eshing gleams 

That tell where deep the crystal lies; 
Though, next to crystal, we too grant 
That ladies' eyes may most enchant. 
Oer mountains, etc. 

Sometimes, when o'er the Alpine rasa 
The golden sonset leaves its ray, 

So like a gem the flow'ret glows, 
We thither bend our headlong way; 

And, thongh we find no treasure thefv. 

We bless the rose that shines so Hir. 
O'er mountains, etc. 



ROW GENTLY HERB. 

Wtnttian Air, 
Row gently here, my gondolier^ 

So softly wake the tide. 
That not an ear on earth may hear. 

But hers to whom we glide. 
Had Heaven but tongues to speak„ at well 

As starry e^'es to see, 
Oh ! think what ules 't would have to tall 

Of wand' ring youths like me! 

Now rest thee here, my gondolier; 

Hush, hush, for up I go. 
To climb yon light balcony's height; 

While thou keep'st vratch below. 
Ah ! did we uke for heavan abova 

But half such pains as vre 
Take day and night for woman's Wva, 

What angels we should ba! 



OH! DAYS or YOUTH. 
Premck Air, 

On ! days of youth and joy, long clouded. 

Why thus for ever haunt my view? 
Wheu in the grave your light lay shrondad. 

Why did not Memory die there loo? 
Vainly doth Hope her strain now sing me. 

Whispering of joys that yet remain— 
No, no, never more can this life bring ma 

One joy that equals youth's sweet pain. 

Dim lies the way to death before me. 

Cold winds of Time blow round my 
Sunshine of voulh that onee fell o'er ma. 

Where is your warmth, your glory no 
T is not that then no pain could sling m 

T is not that now no joys remain; 
Oh ! it is that life no mora can bring Ma 

One joy so sweet as that worst pain. 
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WHES FlUST THAT SiSlLE, 
Venetian Air, 

Whin fine that smile, like saoshine, blcM'd my ci^t. 

Oh ! what a vision then came o*er me ! 
Long yean of lore, of calm and pure delight, 

Seem'd in that smile to pass hefore me. 
rie'er did the peasant dream, ne'er dream of summer 
skies. 

Of golden fruit and hanrests springing. 
With fonder hope than I of those sweet eyes, 

Aud of the joy tlicir light vras bringing. 

Where now are all those fondly promised hours? 

Oh ! woman's faith is like her brightness, 
Fading as fast as rainbows or day-flowers. 

Or aught that 's known for grace and lightness. 
Short as the Persian's prayer, hb prayer at close of day« 

Must be each vow of Love's repeating; 
Quick let him worship Beauty's precious ray — 

Even while he kneels that ray is fleeting ! 



PEACE ro THE SLUMBERERS ! 
CaLiitnian Air. 

Pkacb to the slumberers! 

They lie on the battle plain. 
With no shroud to cover them ; 

The dew and the summer rain 
Are all that weep over them. 

Vain was their bravery ! 

The h\\ea oak lies where it I^y, 
Across the wintry river; 

But brave hearts, once swept away. 
Are gone, alas ! for ever. 

Woe to the conqueror ! 

Our limbs shall lie as cold as theirs 
Of whom his sword bereft us^ 

Ere we forget the deep arrears 
Of vengeance they have left us ! 



WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER. 
Sicilian Air. 

W^HBif thou shalt wander by that sweet light 
We used to gaxc on so many an eve. 

When love was new and hope was bright. 
Ere I could doubt or thou deceive — 

Oh ! then, remembering how swift went by 

Tliose hours of transport, even tliou mayst sigh. 

Yes, proud one ! even thy heart may own 
That love like ours was ^r too sweet 

To be, like summer garments, thrown 
Aside when past the summer's beat; 

And wish in vain to know again 

Such days, such nights, as blcss'd thee then. 



WHO XL BCY MY LOVE KNOTS 



Port mguese Air. 

Htmbu ble, his love-knots — JH-gr^ 
Call'd at many a maiden's dwellijip : 
None could doubt, who saw^ or knew 
Hymen's call was welcome to them. 

■ Who '11 buy my lore-koott? 

Who '11 buy my love-kooU?» 
Soon as that sweet cry resounded. 
How his baskets were surrounded ! 

Maids who now first d>eam*d of n ji^ 
These gay knots of Hymen's txio^ ; 
Dames, who long had sat to watch 
Passing by, but ne'er could catch 

« W^ho 'II buy my love-4(nots? 

Who '11 buy my love-knots T» 
All at that sweet cry assembled ; 
Some laugh'd, some blush'd, and 



• Here are knots,* said Hynaen, takii^ 
Some loose flowers, ■ of Love's own making 
Here are gold ones — you may trust *cm* — 
(These, of course, found ready cnstona). 

« Gome buy my love-knots ! 

Come buy my love-knots ! 

Some are labell'd ' Knott to tie men*^ 

' Love the maker^— * Bought of Hymen.*- 

■ 

Scarce their bargains were completed. 
When the nymphs all cried, « We *re cbeaCe 
Sec these flowers — they 're drooping sadly; 
Thtt gold-knot, too, ties but hadly — 

Who 'd buy such love-knots? 

Who 'd buy such love-knoto ? 
Even thn tie, with Love's name round it — 
All a sham — be never bound it. • 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding. 
Would have laugh'd, but for good-breeding 
W^hile Old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose to^ 

« Take back our love-knott ! 

Take back our love-knott!* — 
Coolly said, « Tliere 's no returning 
Wares on Hymen's hands — Good momu^!* 



SEE, THE DAWN FROM HEAVEN. 

Sung at Romej on Ckristmkos £*•«. 

Si I, the dawn ^m heaven is breaking o'er our i 
And Earth, from sin awaking, hails the sight ! 
See, those groups of Angels, winging from the i 

aboVe, 
On their sunny brows from Eden bringing wrca 

Hope and Love. 

Hark— their hymiis of glory pealing through the , 

To mortal cars revealing who lies there I 

In that dwdling, dark. and lowly, sleeps the hca 

Son, 
He, whose home is in the skies, — the Holy One ! 
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NETS AND CAGES. 
Swedish Air, 

Come, listen to my story, while 

Your newllf's task you ply ; 
At wiiat I sinj; some maids will smile, 

While some, perhaps, may sigh. 
Thou(;li Love s the theme, and Wisdom blames 

Such tlorid son^js as our», 
Yet Truth soraetimes, like eastern dames. 

Can speak her thoughts hy flowers. 
Then listen, maids! come listen, while 

Your needle's task you phy; 
At what 1 sing there s some may smile. 

While some, perhaps, will sigh. 

Young Cloc, l>cnt on catching Loves, 

Such nets had leam'd to frame, 
That none, in all our vales and groves. 

Ere caught so much small game : 
While gentle Sue, less given to roam. 

When Cloc's nets were taking 
Thest; flights of hirds, sat still at home. 

One small, neat Love-cage making. 
Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Much Cloe laugird at Susan's task ; 

Out mark how things went on : 
These light-caught Loves, ere you could ask 

Their name and age, were gone ! 
So weak poor Cloc's nets were wove I 

That, though she charm'd into tliem 
New game each hour, the youngest Love 

Was ahle to hreak through them. 
Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was wrought 

Of kirs too strong to sever. 
One Love with golden pinions caught. 

And raged him there for ever; 
Instructing therehy all coquettes, 

Wli.ite'er their looks or ages. 
That though 't is pleasant weaving Nets, 

'T xs wiser to make Cages. 
Thus, maidens, thus do I heguile 

The task your fingers ply.— 
May all who hear, like Susan smile, 

All ! not like Cloc, sigh ! 



WHEN THROUGH THE P2AZZETTA. 

Fenetian Air. 

When through the Piazxetta 

Night hrcathes her cool air, 
Then, dearest Ninetta, 

I 'II come to thee there. 
Beneath thy mask shrouded, 

I 'II know thee afar, 
As Lore knows, though clouded. 

His own Eveninf Star. 



In garb, then, resembling 

Some gay gondolier, 
I 'II whisper thee, trembling, 

« Our bark, love, is near : 
Now, now, while there hover 

Tliose clouds o'er the moon, 
'T will waft thee safe over 

Yon silent Lagoon.* 



GO, NOW, AND DREAM. 
Sicilian Air. 

Go, now, and dream o'er that joy in tliy slumber — 
Moments so sweet again ne'er shalt thou number. 
Of Pain's bitter draught the flavour never flies. 
While Pleasure's scarce touches the Hp ere it dies ! 

That moon, which hung o'er your parting, so splendid. 
Often will shine again, briglit as she then did — 
But, ah ! never more will the beam she saw burn 
In those happy eyes at your meetiDg return. 



TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 

Neapolitan Air. 

Take hence the bowl ; though beaming 

Brightly as bowl e'er shone. 
Oh ! it but sets me dreaming 

Of days, of nights now gone. 
There, in its clear reflection, 

As in a wizard's glass. 
Lost hopes and dead affection, 

Like shades, before me pass. 

Each cup I drain brings hither 

Some friend who once sat by — 
Bright lips, too bright to wither. 

Warm hearts, too warm to die ! 
Till, as the dream comes o'er me 

Of thpse long vanish'd years. 
Then, then the cup before me 

Seems turning all to tears. 



FAREWELL, THERESA! 
Fenetian Air. 

Farbwbll, Tlieresa! that cloud which over 
Yon moon this moment gatli'ring we see. 

Shall scarce from her pure orb have pass'd, ere thy lover 
Swift o'er the wide wave shall wander from tlicc. 

Long, like that dim cloud, I 've hung around thee, 
Dark'ning thy prospects, saddening thy brow ; 

With gay heart, 'Theresa, and bright cheek 1 found thee; 
Oh ! think how changed, love, how changed art thou 
now! 

But here I free thee : like one awaking 

From fearful slumber, this dream thou 'It tell ; 

Tlie bright moon her spell too is breaking, 
Past arc the dark clouds ; Theresa, ftirewcU ! 
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HOW OFT WHEN WATCHING STARS. 
Smvoyard Mr. 

How oft, when watching stars grow pale, 

And round me sleeps the moonlight scene. 
To hear a tlate through yonder vale 

I from my casement lean, 
a Oh ! come, my Iovc!» each note it utters seems to say; 
t Oh ! come, my love ! the night wears fast away ! * 
No, ne'er to mortal ear 

Can words, though warm they be. 
Speak Passion's language half so clear 

As do those notes to me ! 

Then quick my own light lute I seek. 
And strike the chords with loudest swell; 

And, though they nought to others speak. 
He knows their language well. 

• I come, my love!* each sound they utter seems lo say; 

• I come, my love! thine, thine till break of day.* 

Oh ! weak the power of words, 

The hues of painting dim, 
Compared to what those simple chords 

Then say and paint to him. 



WHEN THE FIRST SUMMER BEE. 

German Air, 

Whin the first summer bco 
O'er the young rote shall borar. 
Then, like that gay rover, 
I 'II come to tlieo. 
He to flowers, I to lips, full of sweets to the brim-* 
What a meeting, what a meeting for me and him! 

Then, to every bright tree 
In the garden lie 'II wander. 
While I, oh ! much fonder. 
Will stay with ihcc. 
In search of new sweetness through thousands ho '11 ruu, 
While I find the sweetness of tltousands in one. 



THOUGH 'T IS ALL BUT A DREAM. 

French Air. 

Though 't is all but a dream, at the best. 

And still when happiest soonest o'er. 
Yet, even in a dream to ho bicss'd 

Is so sweet, that I ask for no more. 
The bosom that opes with earliest hopes 

The soonest finds those hopes untrue, 
As flowers that first in spring-time burst. 

The earliest wither too ! 

Ay — 't is all but a dream, etc. 

By friendship we oft are deceived, 
Aiid find the love we rlung to past; 
Yet friendship will still be believed. 

And love trusted on to the last. 
The web in the leaves the spider weaves 

Is like the charm Hope hangs o'er men ; 
Though often site sees it broke by the breeac. 
She spins the bright tissue again. 
Ay-o'l is all but a droam, elc. 



*T IS WHEN THE CUP IS SMILING. 
lialian. Air. 

T IS when the cap is smiling before as. 

And we pledge round Co hearts that are lnie,bioy,ftK, 
Tliat the sky of this life opeaa o'er us. 

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its bloc 
Talk of Adam in Eden reclining. 

We are better, far better off that, boy, ihos; 
For him but two bright eyes were ahining— 

See what numbers are sparkUng for us I 

When on one side the grape-juice it dancing. 

And on t' other a blue eye beams, boy, beany^ 
T is enough, 't wixt the wine and the glancing, 

To disturb even a saint from hts dieama. 
Though this life like a river is flowiag, 

I care not how ^t it goes on, boy, on» 
While the grape on its bank still is growing, 

And such eyes light the waves as they nui. 



WHERE SHALL WE BURT OUB SHAME? 
Ntt^toiikin Mr. 

Whihi shall we bury oar shannef 

Where, in vHiat desolate places 
Hide the last wreck of a name 

Broken and stain'd by disgraee? 
Death may dissever the chain. 

Oppression will cease when wiTrt 
But the dbhonour, the stain. 

Die as we may, will lire on. 

Was it for this we sent out 

Liberty's cry from our short f 
Was it for this that her shout 

Thrill'd to tlie worid's very eorof 
Thus to live co\('ards and slaves — 

Oh ! ye free heartt that lie dead ! 
Do you not, e'en in your gravea, 

Shudder, as o'er yon we tread 7 



NE'ER TALK OF WISDOM'S GLOOMY SCUOOU. 

Makratia Air. 

Ns'n talk of Wisdom's gloomy schools; 

Give me tlie sage who 's able 
To draw his moral thoughts and rules 

From the sunshine of tlie table ;— 
Who learns how lightly, fleetly pass 

This world and all that 's in it. 
From the bumper that bul crovm bia 

And is gone again next minute. 

The diamond sleeps within the mioeb 

The pearl beneath the water,-— 
While Truth, more precious, dwelk in 

The grape's own rosy daughter! 
And none can priie her charais like him^ 

Oh ! none like him obtain her. 
Who tlius can, like Leandwr, swioa 

Through sparkling floods lo gain her! 



I I 
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HERE SLEEPS THE BARD I 
Uighland Air. 

KiK sleep* the Bard who knew to well 
1 the sweet windini^ of Apollo's shell, 
li<*thcr ite music roli'd like torrents DMfi 
r fiu.*d, like distant streamlctii, on the curl 



iccp, mute Bard ! unheeded now. 
he vtorm and lepliyr sweep ihy lifelett brww;— 
hat storm, whose rush is like thy martial lay; 
hat breete which, like thy lore-song, dies away ! 



No. V. 



DO NOT SAY THAT L!FE IS WANING. 
DaniA- Air, 

Do not say that life is waning, 
Or that Hope's sweet day is set : 

While I 've thee and lore remaining. 
Light is in the horizon yet 

Do not think those charms are flying. 
Though ihy roses fade and fall ; 

Beauty hath a grace undying 
Which in thee surrires them all. 

Not for charms the newest, brightest, 
That on other cheeks may thine. 

Would I change the least, the slightest 
That is lingering now o'er thine. 



THE GAZELLE, 

Hindoo Air. 

Dost thou not hear the silrer bdl. 
Through yonder lime-trees ringing? 

T is my lady's light gazelle. 

To me her lore-thoughts bringing— 

All the while that silrer bell 
Around his dark neck ringing. 

See, in hb mouth he bears a wreath 
Mr lore hath kist in tying: 

C>h what tender thoughts beneath 
Those silent flowers are lying I 

Hid witliin the mystic wreath 
My lore hath kist in tying t 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee. 
And joy 10 her, the Mrest, 

Who thus sends her soul to me 
In erery leaf thou bearesL 

Welcome, dear gazelle, to thee. 
And joy to her, the fairest! 

Hail! ye liring, speaking flowers. 
That breathe of her who bound ye; 

Oil 't was not in fields or bowers, 
'T was on her lips she found ye ! 

Yrs, y« blushing, qwaking flowers, 
T was on h«r lips she foond ye! 



NO— LEAVE MY HEART TO REST. 
Spanish Air. 

No— leare my heart to rest, if rest it may, 
When youtli and lore and hope hare paas'd aWay. 
Couldst thou, when summer hours are fled, 
To some poor leaf that 's fallen and dead, 
Bring back the hue it wore, the scent it shed? 
No— Icare tlib heart to rest, if rest it may. 
When youth and lore and hope hare paas'd away. 

Oh ! had I met thee then, when life was bright, 
Thy smile might still hare fed iu tranquil light: 
But now tliou break'sl like sunny skies, 
Too late to cheer the seaman's eyes. 
When wreck'd and lost his bark before him lies. 
No— leare this heart to rest, if rest it may, 
When youth and lore and hope hare paas'd away. 



WHERE ARE THE MSIONS. 
Air unknown. 

Wiiai are the risions that round me ones borti'd. 
Forms that had grace in their shadows alone. 

Looks, fresh as light from a star just diseorei'd. 
And roices that music might take for her own T 

Time, while I spoke, with his wings resting o'er me. 
Heard me say — • Where are those risions, oh where?* 

And, pointing his wand to the sunset before me, 
Said, with a roice like the hollow wind, • There !• 

Fondly I look'd, when the wizard had spoken, 

On to the dim-shining ruins of day, 
And there, in that light, like a talisman broken. 

Saw tlie bright fragments of hope melt away. 

• Oh lend me thy wings, Time," I hastily utter'd, 
Impatient to catch the last glimmer that shone; 

But scarcely .again had the dark wizard fluttered 
His wing o'er my head, ere the light all was gone. 



WIND THY HORN, MY HUNTER BOY. 
German Air. 

Wi!fD thy horn, my hunter boy, 

And leare thy lute's inglorious si^is: 

Hunting is the hero's joy. 

Till war his nobler game supplies. 

Hark ! the hound-l>elIs ringing sweet. 
While hunters shout, and the woods repeal, 
Uilliho! hilliho I hilliho! hillih«l 

Wind again thy cheerful horn. 

Till echo, faint with answering, dies: 
Bum, briglit torches, bum till room. 

And lead lu where the wild-boar lies. 
Hark! the cry, • He's found, he's found!* 
While hill and raller our ritouts resound, 
Uilliho! hilliho! hiUihoI hilliho! 
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OH GUARD OUR AFFECTION. 

Scotch Mr. 

Ob guard oar affection, and ne'er let it fieel 
The blight which this world o'er the warmest will steal : 
While the faith of all round us is fading or past, 
Let our truth, at least, keep its bloom to the hist. 

It is safer for Love to be watchful and weep, 
As he used in his prime, than go smiling to sleep; 
For death on his slumber, cold death, follows fast, 
While the lore that is wakeful lives on to the last. 

And though, as Time gathers his clouds o'er our head, 
A shade somewhat darker o'er life they may spread, 
Yet transparent, at least, be the shadow they cast. 
So that Love's soften'd light may shine through to th* 
last. 



SLUMBER, OH SLUMBER. 

Mr unknown. 

a Slumbh, oh slumber! if, sleeping, thou makest 
My heart beat so wildly, I 'm lost if thou wakest* 
Thus sung I to a maiden. 

Who slept one summer^s day, 
And, like a Uowcr o'er-laden 
With noon-tide sunshine, lay. 
Slumber, oh slumber! if, sleeping, thou makest 
My heart beat so wildly, I 'm lost if thou wakcst. 

• Breathe not, oh breathe not, ye winds, o'er her cheeks; 
If mute thus she charm me, I 'm lost when she speaks.* 
Thus sing I, while, awaking, 

She murmurs words that seem 
As if her lips were taking 

Farewell of some sweet dream. 
Breathe not, oh brcatlic not, ye winds, o'er her cheeks; 
If murm'ring she charm thus, I 'm lost when she speaks. 



BRING THE BRIGHT GARLANDS HITHER. 
Rtusian Air. 

Bring the bright garlands hither. 

Ere yet a leaf is dying : 
If so Mon they must wither, 

Gun be their last sweet sighing. 
Hark ! that low, dismal chime— 
'T is the dreary voice of Time. 
Oh bring beauty, bring roses. 

Bring all tliat yet is ours; 
Let life's day, as it closes, 

Shine to tlic last through flowers. 

Haste, ere the bowl's declining, 

Drink of it now or never; 
Now, while beauty is shining. 

Love — or she 's lost for ever. 
Hark ! again that dull chime ! 
'T is the dreary voice of Time. 
Oh if life be a torrent, 

Down to oblivion going, 
Like this cup be its current. 

Bright to the last drop flowing. 



IF IN LOVING, SIRGIIfG. 

Spanidi Mr. 

Ir in loving, singing, night and day. 
We could trifle merrily lifie away. 
Like atoms dancing in the beam. 
Or day-flies skimming o'er the stream; 
Like summer odours, bom to sigh 
Their sweetness out and die; 



How brilliant, thoughtless^ side by 
Thou and I could make our minutea glide ! 
No atoms ever play'd so bright. 
No day-flies ever danced so light. 
Nor odours ever mix'd their dgh 
So close as thou and L 



TOO PLAIN, ALAS! 

French Mr. 

Too plain, alas! my doom is spoken. 

Nor canst thou veil the sad trudi o*er*: 
Thy heart is changed, thy vow b broken— 

"Thou lovest no more, thou lovest no more! 
Though kindly still those eyee behold me, 

The smile is gone which once ibey wore; 
Though fondly still those arms enfoJd me, 

T is not the same->-thou lovest no more! 

Too long my dream of bliss believing, 

I've thought thee all thou wcrt befbcvf 
But now, alas ! tliere ^s no deceiving — 

T is all too plain— tliou lovost no more! 
Oh thou as soon the dead couldsc waken 

As lost affection's life restore. 
Give peace to her that is forsaken. 

Or bring back him who loves no more. 



\VHEN ABROAD IN THE WORLD. 
Italian Air. 

When abroad in the world thou appearcst. 
And the young and the lovely are there. 
To my heart while of all thou 'rt the dearest, 
To my eyes thou 'rt of all the most fair. 
They pass one by one. 

Like waves of the sea. 
That say to the sun, 

• See how bright we can be!* 
But where 's the light like thine, 
In sun and shade to shine ! 
No, no, no, no, no! 
'Mong thera all there is nothing like thee; 

No, no, no, no ! 
There is notliing like tlice 'mong them all. 

When of old, without farewell or warning. 
Beauty's self used to steal from the skies. 
Wrap a mist round her liend of a morning. 
And post down to earth in disguise ; 
No matter what crowd 

Around her uiiglit l)C, 
Men peep'd ili rough the cloud. 
And wlii8|H.>r'd u 't is slie!i» 
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So thou, where thousands are, 
I>osc shine the only star ! 

No, no, no, no, no ! 
Mong tliem all there b nothing like thee; 

No, no, no, no ! 
Iiere is nothing like thee 'mong them all. 



FP THOSE EYES STILL PURELY M!NE. 
German Air. 

KiiP tliosc eyes still purely mine, 

Though far off I be; 
When tlicy must for others shine. 

Then tliink they 're tum'd on me. 

Sbonld tboae lipt, m now, respood, 

To tweef oiinsireliy, 
Wlien their accents seem most fond, 

TiMn think they *re breathed for me. 

Make what hearts thou wilt thy own. 

If, wba all on thee 
Fix their charmed thoughts alont, 

Thaa jWak'tt the while on me. 

^ I 

Ho. TL 



Baring pluck'd ap a spirii; 

One mooBshiny night. 
Then, thought I, ■ I '11 dafcr it 

Till to-morrow's dayfight— 
Yes,* thought I, • I '11 defer it 

Till to-morrow^s daylight.* 
Bui, alas ! the pale moon-beam 

Could not frighten me more. 
For 1 found by the noon-beam 

I was dumb as before. 
Oh, ye gods ! did ye ever 

Such a simpleton know? 
I 'm in love, and yet never 

Have the heart to say so — 
No, no, ne'er have the Iteart to say to — 
No, no, ne'er have the heart to say so. 



HOPE COMES AGAIN. 

OU Engiiak Jir. 

comes again — Co diis heart long a itran^; 



ce nnore she siB|ps me hat flatleriqg strain : 
lunh ! gentle syren, far ah! there 's less danger 
still suff 'ring on, thap io hoping again. 

. long in sorrow too deep for repining, 

rK>my, but tranquil, this bosom hath lain; 

)oy, coming now like a sudden light shining 

rr eyeliiU long darken'd, would bring me but pain. 

then, ye visions that hope would shed o'er roe : 
4^t lo the future, my sole chance of rest 
\iv% not in dreaming of bliia that 's before me. 
It, ah, in forgetting how once I was blest! 



1 WOULD TELL HER 1 LOVE HER. 

ttatian, Air. 

I WOULD tell her 1 love her. 

Did I know but the way ; 
Could my lips hut discover 

What a lover should say, — 
Conld my lips hut discover 

What a lover should say. 
Tliough I swear to adore her 

Every morning I rise. 
Yet, when once 1 'm before her. 

All my eloquence flies. 
Oh, yc gods ! did ye ever 

Such a simpleton know? 
I 'm io love, and yet never 

Have the heart to say so, — 
Ni>, no, ne'er have the heart to say 
No, no, ne'er have tlie heart to say so, 



OH SAT, THOU BEST AND BRIGHTEST. 
Sj^niah Air, 

Oa say, thon best and brightest. 

My first love and my last. 
When he, whom now thoa stighleit, 

From life's dark scene hatli past. 
Will kinder thoughts tlien move thee ? 

Will pity wake one thrill 
For him who lived to love thee. 

And, dying, loved thee still ? 

If, when that hour recalling 

From which he dates his woes, 
Thou feeFst a tear-drop falling. 

Ah ! blush not while it flows: 
But, all the past forgiving, 

Bend gently o'er his shrine. 
And say, ■ this heart, when liring, 

With all itt faults, was mine!* 



WHEN NIGHT BRINGS THE HOUR. 

Fhrentimw Air. 

WaiR night brings the hour 

Of star-light and joy. 
There comes lo my bow'r 

A fairy-wing'd boy; 
With eyes so bright. 

So full of wild arts. 
Like nets of light. 

To tangle young hearts; 
With lips in whose keeping 

Love's secret may dwell. 
Like Zephyr asleep in 

Some rosy sea-shell. 
tiueM who he is — 

Name but his name. 
And his bent kiss. 

For reward, you may daim. 

When.*' IT o'er the ground 

He prints his light feet, 
Tlie flowrrs there are found 

Most shining and sweet. 
lib looks, as soft 

As lightning in Slay, 

4» 
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Though dang'roiis oft, 

Ne'er wound but in play. 
And oh, when his wings 

Have brush'd over my lyre, 
You 'd fancy its strings 

Were all turning to (ire. 
Guess who he is — 

Name but his name. 
And his best kiss, 

For reward, you may claim. 



LIKE ONE, WHO DOOM'D. 
Indian Mr. 

LiKK one, who doom'd o'er distant seas 

liis weary path to measure, 
When home at lengtli, with fav'riog breete, 

He brings the far-sought treasure: 
His ship, in sight of shore, goes down — 

Tliat shore to which he liasted ; 
And all the wealtli he thought his own 

Is o'er the waters wasted. 



Like him this heart, through many a track 

Of toil and sorrow straying. 
One hope alone brought fondly back. 

Its toil and grief repaying. 
Like him, alas ! 1 sec that ray 

Of hope before me perisli, 
And one dark minute sweep away 

What took whole years to cherish. 



FEAll NOT THAT, WHILE AROUND THEE. 

French .lir. 

Fkar not that, while around thee 

Life's varied blessings pour. 
One sigh of hers shall wound thee 

Whose smile thou seek'st no inorc. 
No, dead and cold for over 

Let our past love remain; 
Once gone, its spirit never. 

Shall haunt thy rest again. 
Fear not that, while around thee 

Life's varied hlirssings pour, 
One sigh of hers shall wound thee, 

Whose smile now charms no niori!. 



May tlic new tics that bind thee 

Far sweeter, happier prove, 
Nor e'er of nie remind thee, 

But by their truth and love. 
Think how, asleep or waking. 

Thy image haunts me yet; 
but, how this heart is breaking. 

For thy own peace forget. 
Fear not that, while around thee 

Life's varied blessings pour, 
One sigh of hers sliall wound tliec. 

Whose smile now charms no mor«\ 



LOVE ALONE. 
French Air, 

Ir thou wouldst have thy charms enchant oar eyt 
First win our hearts, for there thy empire lies. 
Beauty in vain would mount a heartlen throDe; 
Her right divine is given by. love alone. 

•What would the rose, with all her pride be worth. 
Were there no sun, to call her bri(^tneia fmrth? 
Maidens unloved, like flowers in darkneM thrown^ 
Wait but that light which comes ftttm lone i 

Fair as thy charms in yonder ^aw appear. 
Ah ! trust tliem not— tliey Ml finde from year Id yei 
Wouldst thou still have them ihiae m firM Aff al 
Go, fix tliy mirror in lore's eyes 



THE GARLAND I SEND 

ItaUan Air, 

Tni garland I send tliee was cnlfd 
Where thou and I wander'd, in 
Not a leaf or a blossom its bloa^ 
But bears some rememhimDCt it 



those bo« 
rd hooi 




Vippydays 



Tlie roses were gathered by that garden gale^ 
Where our meetings, thongh earty, aeen*d alwa^ 

late; 
Where, lingering full oft through a snouner d 

moon. 
Our partings, though late, appeai'd always too sooi 

The rest were all euU'd from the hanks of ihatgUi 
Where, watching the sun set, so often we 've strays 
And mourn'd, as the time flew, that love had no p<r 
To bind in his chain even one happy hour. 



HOW SHALL I WOO? 
Italian Air. 

If I speak to thee in friendship's name, 

Thou think'st 1 tilk too coldly ; 
If I mention love's devoted flame. 

Thou say'st I speak too boldly. 
Between these two unequal fires 

Why doom me thus to hover? 
1 'm a friend, if such thy heart requires; 

If more thou seek'st,— a lover. 
Which shall it be? how shall I woo? 
Fair one, chuse between the two. 

Though the wings of love will brightly play, 

When first he odnics to woo thoe. 
There 's a chance that he may fly away, 

As fuHt.iK he llicft to thee. 
While friendship, though on foot she come, 

No flights of fancy trying, 
Will, therefore, oft be found at home, 

When love abroad is flying. 
Which sliall it be ? how shall I woo? 
IVar one, cliuKe between the two. 
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But if neither feeling suits thy heart, 

Let 's see (to please thee) whether 
Wc may not leam some precious art, 

To mix their charms together. 
One feeling, still more sweet, to form 

From two, so sweet already, — 
A friendship that, like love, is worm, 

A lore, like friendship, steady. 
Titus let it be, thus let me woo; 
Dearest, thus we 'U join the two. 



SPRING AND AUTUMN. » 
French Air, 

Er'iT season hath its pleasurct : 

Spring may boast her flowery prime, 
Yet the vineyard's ruby treatOTM 

Brighten Autumn's sob'nr time. 
So life's year begins and closet; 

Days, though shortening, sdll can ihiiie ; 
What, though youth gavelovet md rotes, 

Age still leaves us friends and wine. 



Phillis, wlien she might have 

All the spring look'd ooy and ihy ; 
Yet, herself, in auinmn aoii|^t me^ 

Wlien the flow'rt were all gone by. 
Ah, too late — she found bet lover, 

Calm and free, beneath hit vine. 
Drinking to the spring-tiine over, 

In his best autumnal wine. 



Thus may wc, as years are flying, 

To their flight our pleasures suit. 
Nor regret the blossoms dying. 

While we still can taste the fruit. 
Oh, while days like this are ours, 

Where 's the lip that dares repine? 
Spring may take our loves and flow'rs, 

So autumn leaves us friends and wine. 



WHEN LOVE IS RIND. 
Au$trian. Air. 

Whkr love is kind. 

Cheerful and free. 
Love 's sure to find 

Welcome from me. 

' Partly borrowed froai lb« • printaBp* el raatoaas* of B^ttaser. 



But when love brings 
Heart-ache or pang. 

Tears and such things, 
Ix>vc may go hang ! 

If love can sigh 

For one alone. 
Well pleased am I 

To be tliat one : 
But should I see 

Love given to rove 
To two— or three, 

Then good-bye, love ! 

Love must, in short. 

Keep fond and true, 
Tlirough good report. 

And evil too : 
Else here I swear. 

Young love may go, 
For aught I care, 

To Jericho. • 



HARK.— 1 HEAR A SPIRIT SING. 

Uindostanee Air. 

Hauk! — I hear a spirit sing from yonder vale. 

With voice as sweet as summer's rosy gale. 

• Come, sweetheart,* it seenu to say, « with me away, 

To beauty's bow'r away, away. • 
Who art thou ? and whence thy birtli 7 
■ Pleasure I 'm call'd, and bom on earth. » 

No, no ! 
Though full of charms thy pathway be. 
Oh, Pleasure, thou art not for me. 



Hark — I hear another voice from yonder height. 

That now is bathed in heaven's calmest li|<[ht: 

« Come, pure heart,* it scums to say, ■ with me away. 

From Pleasure's call away, away!* 
Who art thou 7 and what thy name 7 
« Virtue I 'm call'd — from heaven I came!* 

Yes, yes! 
Though rude and steep thy patliway be. 
Oh, Virtue, I will fly to thee. 

* 8«89Ml«d I'j ike old mo^ • Prwlenoe ouiy go lu Jericko.* 
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No. I. 



THOU ART, OH GOD! 
.^ir — Uhkiiowr. » 



Tioc ait, oh God ! the life and light 
Of all this wondrotu world we see; 

lis glow by day, its smile by night. 
Are but reflections caught from thae. 

Where'er we turn thy glories shine, 

And all things flair and bright are Thine ! 

When Day, with farewell beam, delays 
Among the opening clouds of Eren, 

And we can almost think we gaxe 
Through golden vistas into heaven— 

Those hues, that make the sun's decline 

So soft, so radiant. Lord! arc Thine. 

When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O'ersliadows all the earth and skies. 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling with unnumber'd cyes-^ 

Tluit sacred gloom, thone fires divine, 

So grand, so countless. Lord ! arc Tliinc. 

When youthful Spring around us breatlies, 
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh ; 

And every flower the Summer wreathes 
Is born beneath that kindling eye. 

Where'er we turn, thy ({lories shine, 

And all things fair and bright are Thine! 



THIS WORD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. 

y//r-*STtVEi«i80it. 

Tiis world is all a fle(;ting show. 

For man's illusion given ; 
Tlie smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 

There 's nothing true but heaven ! 

• I hava haard that tkU air U by the late Mr* Sh«rIdaB. It U mii.i 
to tba baaatlfal old wordc, ■ I do ooafeM tboa 'rt taiootb and fair.* 



And false the ligbc on Gloiys plnme. 

As Aiding hnet of Even ; 
And Love, aad flbpe, and Beauty's blooai. 
Are bloasoms gathei'd for the tomb, — 

There 'a noduog bright but heRvek! 

Poor wandenn of a Btomy day. 

From WBTC lo mve we re dnfco^ 
And Fane^B BaA, an^ B—an'b ny. 
Serve bat to light dw tRmbbd WKf— 
There *• nolhbg calm bat he af i a ! 



FALl£N IS THT THRONE. 
Mr — MABTim. 

Fallkn is thy throne, oh Israd ! 

Silence is o'er tliy plains; 
Thy dwellings all lie dcaolale. 

Thy children weep in chains. 
Where are the dews tliat fed diee 

On Etham's barren shore? 
That fire from heaven which led diee, 

Now lights thy path no more. 

I^rd ! thou didst love Jerusalem — 

Once she was all thy own ; 
Her love thy fairest heritage,* 

Ucr power thy glory's throne : ' 
Till evil came, and blighted 

Thy long-loved olive-tree;—' 
And Salem's shrines were lighted 

For other Gods than Thee ! 

Then sunk the star of Solyma — 

Then pass'd her glory's day, 
Like heath that, in the wildemess,4 

The wild wind whirls away. 
Silent and waste her bowers, 

Where once the mighty trod, 
And sunk those guilty towers. 

While Baal rcigu'd as («od ! 



' • I bare Mi miar berilac« ; I bare f Irea tba daarlj-b 
my mbI Ibio the baods of bar eaeaiie«.*«-Arr*aiiaA xii. 7. 
' > Do not disgracv the tbrona of iby glory.*— Jrr. ziv, a 

* • Tbe Lord called ihy aaaM a graaa ollra-lraa ; blr aad 
frail,* etc.— Jffr. xi. 16. 

* m For b<i shall lie like tha heath ia th« draert.'- 
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« Oo,i» — said ihe Lord — « Ye conquerors! 

Steep in her blood your swords, 
And rase to earth her hattlementA, ■ 

For they arc not tlie I.,ord's ! 
Till Xion's mournful dau);hter 

OVr kindred bones shall tread, 
And liinnom's vale of Klau(;hter' 

Shall hide but half her dead!* 



WHO IS THE MAID? 

ST JEROME'S LOVE. ^ 

ylir — Rbbthotk it. 

Who is the maid my spirit seeks, 

Through cold reproof and slander's blifjht? 
Has the I^>ve's roses on her cheeks? 

I» hers an eye of this world's light? 
No, — wan and sunk with midnight prayer 

Are the pale looks of her I love; 
Or if, at times, a light l>e there. 

Its lieam is kindled from above. 

I chose not her, my soul's elect, 

From those who seek their Makers shrine 
In gems and garlands proudly dcck'd, 

As if themselves were things divine! 
No — Heaven but faintly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broider'd veil ; 
And she who comes in glittering vest 

To mourn her frailty, still is frail.4 

Not so the faded form I priie 

And love, because its bloom is gone; 
The glory in those sainted eyea 

1h all the grace her brow puis on. 
And ne'er was Beauty's dawn so bright. 

So touching as that form's decay, 
Which, like the altars trembling light. 

In holy lustre wattes away ! 



Dut high she shoots through air and light, 

Above all low delay. 
Where nothing eartldy l>ounds her flight. 

Nor shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God I from every care 

Ami stain of passion free, 
Aloft, through Virtue's purer air, 

To hold my course to Thee ! 
No sin to cloud— no lure to stay 

My Soul, as home she springs: — 
Thy sunshine on hrr joyful way. 

Thy freedom in her wings ! 



! OH! THOU WHO DRVST THE MOURNER'S 
! TEAR ! 

.-fir — IIayd?!. 



THE BIRD, LET LOOSE, 
i^'r— BmioTiN. 

Tns bird, let looae in eutem skiea,' 

When hastening fondly home, 
Ne'er sloops to etrth her wing, nor fliet 

Where idle wublers roam. 

' ■ Take away ber lAttleaMata; for tbry arc aot 1^ Lord'*.— 
/fr. T. lo. 

* . Tberrroni. Uknid, ike days «mm. aalUi lh« Uri. ttat It ahall 
DO motf luf railed Tophot, aor ib« Valley af tlie Baa of Hlaaoa^ bat 
Ibc Vallry of Slaagbler . for ibey tball barj la Topbet 111! ibere be 
DO p\Mc»f.»—'Jer. tII, 3>, 

> Tb^M* lioe* were tagi^ted by a peaaaQe la St lareaa'a reply to 
Kme calaoioioos reaiarfcitbat bad beeadrcalatad apoabU iiliaary 
wiib ib« aatroa Paala : — • NaaK}aid lae vaates aerlor, aiieeiet 
iraoMr. pirta fadet, aai aari rapeit aoibitio T .Xalla fait alia Ron* 
■airoDamoi, qsar aeaia pouil edoaure BMalen. aUI lageai at>|ao 
jejaDaa*. Ilela peae cmMla.—Eplu. • 8t Hit fmtem,* 

^ ou yccp xp^o^fOpit-Jrri'j osupuouoav oiit.— C4yre«t. 
Doaii. 8. in Cpbl. ad Tin. 

* Tbe carrier-pif{eoa, it I* well-koowD, fliet at ao elevated pitcb, 
^B order lo sarvoaDi every obetade betweea ber aad tbe plikoe to 
nbicb sbe is destined. 



■ Re liealeib tbe broken in boart, and biadetb np tbeir wooad*.*- 
P*uim. cxirll, 3. 

Oh ! Thou who dry'st tlie moumcr^s tear, 

How dark this worid would be, 
If, when decetred and wounded here, 

We could not fly to Tliee. 
The friends who in our sunshine live. 

When winter comes, are flown ; 
And he who has but tears to give, 

BItist weep those tears alone. 
But Thou wilt heal that broken heart, 

Which, like the planU that throw 
Tlieir fragrance from the wounded part, 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And even the hope that threw 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears. 

Is dimm'd and vanish 'd too! 
Oh ! who would bear life's stormy doom. 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 

Our peace-branch from al)Ove? 
Then sorrow, touch'd by Tlier, grows bright 

With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worids of light 

We never saw by day ! 



WEEP NOT FOR THOSE. 
Mr — Arise N. 

Wkkp not for those whom the vfil of the tomb, 
In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes, 

Ere sin threw a blight o'erthe spirits young bloom. 
Or earth had profaned what was l)om for the skies. 

Death chill'd the fair fountain, ere sorrow had stain'd it, 
T was frozen in all the pure light of its course. 

And but sleeps till ihesunsliine of heaven has unchain'd 

it, 
To water that Eden where first was its source ! 

Weep not for ihoce whom the veil of the tomb. 
In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes. 

Ere sin threw a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom, 
Or earth had profaned what was bom for the skies. 
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Mourn not for her, the young Bride of the Vale, » 

Our (jaycsl and loveliest, lost to u» now. 
Ere life's early lustre had time to grow i>ale. 

And tlie garland of lore was yet fresh on her brow! 
Oh I then was her moment, dear spirit, for flying 

From this gloomy world, while its gloom was un- 
known — 
And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dying, 

Were echoed in heaven by lips like her own ! 
Weep not for her, — in her spring-time she flew 

To that land where the wings of the soul are un- 
furi'd, 
And now, like a star beyond evening's cold dew, 

Looks radiantly dowTi on the tears of this world. 



THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRAGRANT SHRINE. 

Air — Stktkjvsom. 

Thb turf shall be my fragrant shrine; 
My temple, Lord! that Arch of thine; 
My censer's breath the mountain airs. 
And silent thoughts my only prayers. ' 

My choir shall be the moonlight waves. 
When murmuring homeward to their cares. 
Or, when the stillness of the sea. 
Even more than music, breathes of Thee ! 

1 'II seek, by day, some glade unknown. 
All light and silence, like thy throne! 
And the pale stars fthall be, at night, 
The only eyes that watch my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which 'tis bliss to look, 
Shall be my pure and shining book, 
Where I shall read, in words of flame, 
Tlie glories of thy wondrous name. 

I'll read thy anger in the rack 

That clouds awhile the day-beam's track ; 

Tliy merry in the aiure hue 

Of sunny brightness breaking through ! 

There 's nothing bright, above, below, 
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow. 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of thy Deity ! 

There's nothing dark, bdow, above. 
But in its gloom I trace thy love. 
And meekly wait piat moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 



> TbU •ccosd TcrM, whidi I wrote loag after iIm first, slla<ie« to iIm 
feieofa very loTaly sod ■■iablffirl. ibedaasbterof tbeUleCoload 
BaiDbrine,wbowM Married ia Adiboaroeciiarrh. October 3 1, iliS, 
and died of a fever in a few week* after : ibe aoaad of heraarriac*- 
belli Meaed tcaroely o«t of oar ear* wLea we beard of ber deatb. 
Dariag ber Um deliriaia tbe aaaf aeveral byaas, ia a voice eves 
clearer aad aweeter ibaa ataal, aad a ■ oa f tbaai ware mnbo froM 
ibe pmeai ooUeetioa (partkalariy. • Tbero't aotbiac brifbt bat 
lleaveo*). wbicb this vary iaterastlaf girl bad ofkca beaid dariaf 
ibe laaiaer. 

' Pii oraat Udte. 



SOUND THE LOUD ITMBBEl 
MIIUAM'S SONG. 
Air — Atiso!«. ■ 



• Aad Miriaa, tbe Prepbataaa. tW> aiatcr of 
ia ber bead ; aad all tbe woaaea west oat mfUm bar. will 
witb daaoaa.-— EMtd, sv, ae. 



SocMD the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark ses 
Jehovah has triumph'd,— his people are free 
Sing — for the pride of tlie tyrant ia broken. 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid aa 
How ^-ain was their boasting! — The Lord hatb I 

And chariots and horsemen are sank ia il 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sei 
Jehovah has triumph'd,— his people are free. 

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to tbe Lord ! 
His word was our arrow, his breatb was oar : 
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of ber p 
For the Lord hath look'd out from his piUar < 

And all her brave thousands are dash'd in i 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah has triumph'd, — his people are free: 



GO, l£T ME WEEP! 

iYir^— St iTEiiaoic. 

Go, let me weep! there's bliss in tears, 

When he who sheds tbem inly feds 
Some lingering stain of early years 

Effaced by every drop that steals. 
The fruitless showers of woridly woe 

Fall dark to earth, and never rbe; 
While tears that from repentance Bow, 

In bright exhalement reach the skies. 
Go, let me weep ! there '• bUas in tean, 

When he who sheds them inly fieds 
Some lingering stain of early yeuv 
■ Ef foced by every drop that ateals. 

Leave me to si^ o'er bows Aat flew 

More idly than the somoMi's ^mnd. 
And, while they paas'd, a fc^^mnc t dimr 

But kf t no trace of sweeli *'**'^»^ 
The warmest sigh that pleasure he a t ea 

b cold, b faint to those that wmdil 
The heart where pure repentance grirves 

O'er hours of pleasure loved too wdl ! 
F^eave me to sigh o'er days that flew 

More idly titan the summei's wind. 
And, while they pass'd, a fragrance tlucK 

But left no trace of sweeta bdund. 



1 1 bave M> altered iba cbaradar of tbto air. which b 
f iaaia^ of oae of Avitoa'a old'Cubioaad i 
acfcaowledcmeai, it coald bardly, I tbiak, ba 

* • Aadiicaai«u>|>aM.tliat,ia tbeaoraiagwatdi^tk 
aato tbe boat of ibe Effypiiaat. tbroafb tbe pillar •! I 
doad. aad iroobled tbe boat of tbe Ecyptiaaa.*— J 
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ME ^0T, oil LORD! 

^4ir — IIaydn. 

nl ! in tlio dnriicl toIm* of splL'ndour 
ti tlio Mount, in llic clay of thine ire; 
nf*' ^liadows deep, awful, hut tender, 
linjjs over thy features of fire! 

mberc&l the nifuht, when thy nation ' 
hrr foe by llie red-rollinp, stream ; 
liar frown'd dark desolation, 
isk'd all the ni(;ht in its beam. 

id clouds of anj;er enfold thee, 
y nicfcy, the dark wde remove; 
n terrors, the ];uilty liehuld thee, 
us the mild li);ht of thy Love! 



TIIK SINFUL MARY'S TEARS. 

Mr — Stbvkmson. 

le sinful Mary's tears 
ij; worthy lusiven, 
le faults of former years 
-and was forjjiven ? — 

;iny every balmy sweet 
F luxury stored. 
Saviour's hallow'd feet 
)u» p.-rfuni«s pour'd; — 

firm with tliat (golden hair, 
re the diamond thone, 
' those gems of grief wen there 
ne for God alone! 

ine aweett to hmnbly shed,— 
— ihoic weeping eye*,— 
k heart, that inly bled, — 
loblest sacrifice? 

ist slept in error's sleep, 
%t thou wake in lieaveu, 
Dcel, like Mary weep, 
icb« * — and be forgiven ' 



IX THE SUNLESS UETUEATS. 

Mr — IIato?!. 

mien retreats of tbe ocean, 
re ^ringing no mortal can see, 
tul the still prayer of devotion, 
e world, rites silent to tliee, 



(•ra the raoip of tbe E(p[|iii«n« a«4 lbs nap of 
load sad <larka«M lo iboia, bat It fsve lisbl by 
•rf. «iv, so. My ■pplIcatioD of ibU p«Mag« i* 
lata proM writor, wbot* naaa I •■■ uij^strfol 



B7pt* brre, it will soit tbe mtu'ic lidter to tlrns 
vtblrdlioeof tbe Drstvenc, •Wbitetbrmded* 
lew. besllrral to > l^liiU wrapp'd.* 
■re aaiiy, are fergiToa : forthe IotoJ nacb.*— 



My God ! silent to th« 
Pure, warm, silent, to thee: 
So, deep in my soul the still prayer of derotion, 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to tbee! 

As still to the star of its worship, though clouded. 

The needle points faithfully o'er the dim sea. 
So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded. 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to thee. 
My God ! trembling to thee— 
True, fond, trembling, to thee: 
So, dark at I roam, in this wintry world slirouded. 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to thee! 



BUT WHO SHALL SEE. 

Mr — Stetbmson. 

But who shall sec the glorious (Uy 

When, throned on Zion's brow. 
The Lord sliall rend that veil away 

Which bidet tlie nations now! • 
When eartli no more l)eneath tlie fear 

Of hit rebuke shall lie; > 
When pain thai! cease, and every tear 

Be wiped from every cye!^ 

Then, Jutlah! thou no more shall mourn 

Beneath the hcathrn's chain ; 
The days of splendour shall rctttrn. 

And all be new again. 4 
The Fount of Life shall then be quafTd 

In peace, by all who come! ^ 
And every wind tliat blows shall waft 

Some long^ott exile home! 



ALMIGHTY GOD! 
CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 
Air — MozABT. 

Auirarnr God! when round thy thrine 
The palm-tree's heavenly branch we twine, ^ 
(Rmblon of Life's eternal ray. 
And Love iliat « fadeth not away,*) 



* • Aa<l be will dettray la tbU amiaula ibe fue of the rovrrias 
cast over all pe«iple. aad tbe veil tbat It tprnd over all aatioM.— 
Itm i m k, ssv. 7. 

' • Tbe rebabe of M« yaapU iball be mkf away froai off all tbe 
mnk.*—liMtmk, »▼, I. 

* • Aad God absll wipe away all tran firoaa tbeireym : aeitber aball 
ib«M be aay aore paJa.— Jliw. vkI, 4- 

* • Aad be that Ml apoa tbe ibfaM aald. BeboU. I auVe all tbiafi 
ajw.a— JIae. ssl. S. 

* • Aad w b ipsver will, let blai nba ibe water of life freely.*— 
Jl«r. isll, 17. 

* aTbeScriplafeabsvIagdeclarwd that tbe TeapleofJeroHleawat 
D tjpeef riM lilsb. it ia aaiaral la oaadade tbat tbr l^/at. wbirh 

• ifare ia ibei Mrtartara, refimeated tbat Uft 
m\Uk woM bi— gfcl M iifhl bf tbe tiaeprl.*— CM- 
tmkvm, by V. Ti(W. 
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W( hlw iIk flm««, «p«nd«l Jl,' 




When on iKc >brinc of TKid were bid 


We hl«ihe|^,ai),.t never r<ll. 




Finl^niila of all dio« good aid hir. 






T)i»IeYfrfircw.ni:drn'..kade. 


Tlie Tree of Life may l»*er for u!. 




Thine wu die liolkat offering then! 


Wlun round Hit clicniln, UDilini; calm 


Hope and IwriUler, F«ih, wen gi^o 


Willxnil their a^•aa.' «( nrulbe ihu 


pdm. 


Bui u our uuiJ,, loynndtrjkj^ 


Oh CoJ : w feci (he embleiD tn>c,- 




Soon M il,o> rach the ycrgc n( heana. 


Th,tf,«reyi>c.ert,«l.™ 




LHt to ll.ul blue of blim, Iber die. ■ 


Tli«e clioruU wiii, dieir •mji.nu ey«. 




Bui lone a> ixivo, alniiflliti Lotc, 


Tl..ii rr<™„ of p>li.. wlwli n«er Ji..* 




Shallonhi.Ah.neofthfot,i,.bid^ 


An bul [he ■ypL'. of thee .bove- 




Thou ahalt. oh ■ Charity, dwell abore. 


Klrmul life, Mcl I'eart', and Lonl 




Smiling fix eier by Ilia wie. 







— 


on KAiB! OH puni-jn'i 




RKUOLI) THE SUN. 


SilNT AUCLSTISE TO IIIS S13T 


.n.i 




^iV— MoaliL 




BiioLD ili,:>,ii>, LowhHtjh 


Ob f>ir ! oh ,n.r,.« ! he <hou [W dove 




Frotn yonder ea>t lie tprintp. 


Tlml nin a1<BK> lo tome iuddt (rniTe. 




At if tlic •oul of lie; and lit;lil 


And li.i:i iinieen. and ball.d her ■wLnp 




Were hrBilhlnb' from liia winea : 


All vi'Mal -while Jn ihe pid«rnn|;. 
There if III* hareriDg hawk he near, 
Tha.l»,pi.ln»in<biun.irtnra clear 






So hrichi ihe eoapel bnka 
L-pon(],e»ul.ofn>en, 


lleflnn him er. he ran reach liii prey 






And v.ima iIk limnnnubin] awij. 




In truih'i full raliancc then ! 


Ohibelikelliiidave; 






Ohtairlahpumil bulLkeihiidovc. 




IkforeyonHinaroa., 


TIn. Hcred pa|;« of n«l', own b«>k 
SUli be iJ.e iprincthe eternal hrook. 




St^ cluucr'd ihrongh iha aky^ 
But oil how dim, how pak were thoae. 


Id whoK holj mirror nithl and d«.. 






TlwB will undy Heairen't nlleeied r^y 
Aiul dioutd Iho ■;». of liitoe <lare. 
Willi |<U»my ving, Ut »eek aha Uietc. 
TIh.ii will Mi; i„ OMik iheit tUadow. 
B.'Mi'vn licaicn uiul ihce, an<l Irenibli 


ie 
ell! 


SotraihlniBHByaray, 
To thy «.alMioo light! 


IMiMielikelliedatei 






Oh fjir : oh purot • be like ilie dove. 




LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT W 


Ko. 11. 




^ir— Da Bote*. 
Loan, wlK, d>.ll l«.r A., day. «. d™d. „ .pi* 






When we iliall lee il.v .in|-rl bonriBg o'er 


A!<GKl. UP CHAnlTT. 




Thiiunful world, »iil, f,,„„i |„1,..,„,, ,- M 


.^iV— IIakdil. 




And bear him awMT by ihea that ti« 'a BO « 








'"mL » dwell a p'ilj"" hcrJ," 




Wh,^ -ighty End. oh -bo .Wilier dui dayl 


Thy toi.-c ii miuir, ll.y imlle !• love. 
Andpiiy-.touliainlbylearl 




Wbenihroagh lb* world ihyiwfol eal hath Mw 




. Wake, oh yf de.d. lo jmltpnen. wate. » >1« 


< . ApJ k. .r.~l H.U Ik. ■•U. <rf .1. iMW. «..■ .bw .Ilk 






™j(«™.— 




*"''■''"'■*■ [!Ld« 


^j»A-r-i 


While ear,h =u,d licen leforc hin, piu .™.^ 
Who. luiehty Cod. oh who diall bea. that day! 




^'U»).r- 






•«>i>kiri»»k 


' ■ Ike. r.ltk .k.11 bll. u4 M, a^ Atll ^ 


„^t.lm. 








'"""''i^ 


•■Aidili.A<„|.l<UFk .■>li»li«a.WataMl< 






•nk lin-1 •i'k..k..4Hi w»,'..irtMr<htWBitail 


.kick ib> >b»q^. .( lU. ipn -•• lUa '~ Th ■! 




m i>< .>cr. ih.i .kn, ^.td b. 11— liHw.— a- 




DM— M*. 


' ■ anb<, J-imfl, •■d uj«li_«,. 






• . T%,, A.JI „ ik. 6™ .J ■.„ ««1., d. J„ J,.^ J 




|M «...„, 






• .rn hi. l» A„«,k .M ik.k».e.'l.^ «.!..- 
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a glance, the eternal Judge thai! terer 

il spiritA from the pure and bright, 

lose, ■ IX'part from me for ever!* 

• Come, dwell with me in endleM light!* * 

ind all in silence take their way — 

f God, oh who shall hear that day? 



TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE. 
Mr — Haydn. 

le to love thee, to feel what thou art, 
th the one sacred image, my heart 
all oiIkt passions disown — 
ure temple that shines apart, 
A'cd for thy worship alone! 

I sorrow, tlirough praise and through bteme, 
ne, liTing and dying the same, 
y senrice hloom and deray — 
>ne altar, whose Totive flame 
jlinesi wastetli away ! 

n in this desert, and doom'd by my birdi, 
[ affliction, to darkness and dearth, 
liec let my spirit rely — 
utle dial, that, fii'd on cnrdi, 
looks for its light from the sky! 



EEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 

Mr — Stbtbnsor. 

weep for him. the man of God — ' 
onder vale he sunk to rest, 
nc of earth can point the sod' 
: flowers uho\r hi» s:icred breast, 
'eep, children of Israel, weep ! 

rtrines fell like heaven's rain, 4 
srords rcfrcsh'd like heaven's dew — 
'er shall Israel see again 
lief, to (^xl and her so true. 
I'eep, children of hracl, w^eep! 

nber ye his parting ga/e, 
farewell song by Jttnlan's tide, 
, full of glor>- an<l of days, 
aw tlie pnimixed land— and died! ^ 
I'eep, children of Israel , weep ! 



ore Uioi •ball b4> (^tbrml all natioat, and B« aksJI •»• 

tm* firoai aaoilwr. 

II lk« Kinu m; aaio ihen un liU rlgbt baad, (xmm, ye 

Father, iaberii tba kiB({iJoai prepared lor yM,*etc 
I hf Mjr alao nolo ibt-ai on ib« Ml baad, Dppart tram 
,• rtr. 

f tball go away IdIa •verlauiag panitbaeat; bat tb« 
ilife •tenial.*— JC110. »it, 3i. h m^. 
ckiMrca of Israel wrpi for MoM-t ia ihe plaiat of Sloab.* 
I. 

barled biai la a valley ia ibr laa«l of Xoab : bat ao 

I of bit M^lcbre aato ibis day.*— Mm/. Ter. 6. 

riaca sball drop at ibe raia. aiy spenb sball disiil a* 

hwt' Stuf. 

«aa#«l tbe<> to sew it wiib ibiae <^i-s. bat iboa aball aaC 

■r.»— Vet. i. 



Yet died be not as men who sink. 
Before our eyes, to soulless clay ; 

But, changed to spirit, like a wink 
Of anmmer lightning, pass'd away! ' 
Weep, children of Israel, weep! 



LIRE MORNING, WHEN HER EARLY BREEZE. 

Air — BKKTHOTkii. 

LiKi morning, when her early breeie 
Breaks up the surface of tlie seas, 
Tltat, in tlieir furrows, dark with night, 
Her hand may sow the seeds of light — 

Thy grace can send its breathings o'er 
The spirit, dark and lost before. 
And, freshening all its deptlts, prepare 
For truth divine to enter there ! 

Till Darid touch'd his sacred lyre. 
In silence lay tlie unbreatliing wire — 
But when he swept its chords along. 
Even angels sloop'd to hear that song. 

So sleeps the soul, till thou, O I^rd, 
Shall deign to touch its lifeless chord — 
Till, waked by thee, iu brvath shall rise 
In music, worthy of the skies! 



COME, YE DISCONSOLATE, 
^ir — German. 

CoMi, ye diacoMolale, where'er you languish. 
Come, at the slirine of God fervently kneel; 

Here bring your woumled hrarts, hvre leil your anguish- 
Earth has do sorrow that Heaven cannot lieaJ. 

Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 

liope, when all others die, failelesn and pure, 

Here speaks the (>>mforter, in God's name saying— 
• Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot oue. • 

Go, ask the infidel, what lioon he brings us. 
What charm for aching hearts he can revml. 

Sweet as that heavenly pmrnise liope sings us — 
« Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heal.a 



AWARE, ARISF, THY LIGHT IS COME. 

Air — Stev k?iso?i. 

AwAKB, arise, thy lii;ht i* come; > 

Tlie nations th.it U-forv o(it\iionc tbtv. 

Now at thy fa:t \\c dark and dumb— 
The glory of the Lord » on thee ! 

' • As be was e*>Ia(; in nahrai-e Klrairr aad JosKaa, aad «a» Mill 
dlico«r%lBg « Itb ibi-n, a •inaii ktomi u^rr li.ai on Ibe saddea. aad 
br dlMppei.rrd la a certaia «allry. aIilM>ai> be «rnle ia tbe Baly 
Books, Ibat be difd. obii b na* doar oal of fror, le»i ibt ; sbuaU tea- 
tar* to say ibat, liwaa«r«f bisetiraavdiaary tirtae, beacat iaGo4.« 
Mmf/imt, hook ir, chop. viii. 

■ • Arhe. sblae ; for iby licbi is mme. aad tbr glory of the LsHl 
• riaea apaa ibeo.*— !«■ «A U. 
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Moonrs WORKS. 



Arise — the Gentiles, to thy ray, 
From every nook of earth shall cluster; 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Their homage to thy rising lustre. * 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 
O'er foreign fields, o'er farthest waters, 

Thy exiled sons return to thee. 

To thee return thy home-sick daughters. ' 

And camels rich, from Midian's tents 

Shall lay their treasures down before thee ; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents, 
To fill thy air, and sparkle o'er thee. ' 

See who are these that, like a cloud, 4 
Are gathering from all eartli's dominions, 

Like doves, long absent, when allow'd 

Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

Surely the isles shall wait for mc,s 

The ships of Tarshish round will hover, 

To bring thy sons across the sea. 
And waft their gold and silver over. 

And I^banon, thy pomp sliall grace — ^ 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 
And make the ground 1 tread on glorious. 

Mo more shall discord haunt thy ways, 7 
Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 

But thou shall call thy portals. Praise, 
And thou shalt name tliy walls, Salvation. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright,^ 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to tliee; 

But God Himself shall he thy Light, 
And flash eternal glory through thee. 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from heav'n itself descended, 
Shall light thy everlasting crown — 

Thy days of mourning all are ended. 9 



* ■ And tb« Gentiles ihall come to thy ligbt, and kto|ji to tbe 
brlffblDeMof thy ritino.a— ffafaA, It. 

* • Lift up thine eye« roaud about and lee; all ibey gather tbem- 
•eUe* together, they cone to thee: iby sont shall oone from afar, 
and iby daughters shall be nursed at thy side.*— 16. 

* ■ Tbe multitude of camels shall coTer thee ; tbe dromedaries of 
Mldian and Ephah ; all thej from Sheba shall come ; they shall bring 
fold and incense.* — lb. 

* ■ Who are these that fly as a cloud, and as tbe doves to their 
windows T*—iA. 

* • Sarely the isles shall wait fbr me, and the ships of Tarshisb, 
4rtt, to bring thy sons from far, their silver and their gold with 
them.*— /A. 

* The glory of Lebanon shall come onto thee ; the flr-tree, tbe 
plae-<r«tf, and the box together, to beautify the place of my sano- 
taary. and I will make tbe place of my feet glorioos.*— M. 

* ■ Violence shall no more be heard in thy land, wasting nor de-> 
atrtictlon within thy borders; but tboo shalt call thy walls, Salra- 
tion, and thy gates. Praise.*— A. 

* ■ Thy sun shall be no more thy light by day ; neither for bright- 
ness shall tbe moon give light unto thee ; but the Lord shall be ante 
thee an everlasting light, and thy God thy glory.*— 16. 

* ■ Thy san shall no more go down ; for the Lord shall be thine 
everlasting light, and the days of thy mourning shall be ended.*— 

a. 



My own« elect, and righteous Land! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal. 
Which I have planted with this hand — 

Live thoa shalt in Ufe Eternal. * 



THERE IS A BLEAR DESERT. 
Air — CaESCiNTiifi. 

Thbuk is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows weary 
Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary — 

What may that Desert be? 
T is Life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that cook 
Are lost, like that daylight, for 't is not their home. 

There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint eyes 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies — 

Who may tliat Pilgrim be I 
'T is Man, hapless Man, through this Ufe tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert KetliB^'. 
To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing — 

What may tliat Fountain be? 
'T is Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under grouiHl, 
By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found.' 

There is a hive Spirit, whose wand hath the q>dl 
To point where Uiose waters in secresy dwell— 

W^ho may that Spirit be! 
'T is Fai til, humble Faith, who hath leam'dthat,wh«it'er 
Her wand stoops to worship, the Truth must be tbttc. 



SINCE FIRST THT WORD. 
Air — NicioLAs FacutAif. 

SiNCB first thy word awaked my heart. 

Like new life dawning o'er me. 
Where'er 1 turn mine eyes. Thou art. 

All light and love before me. 
Nought else I feel, or hear or see — 

All bonds of earth I sever — 
Thee, oh God, and only Tliee 

I live for, now and ever. 

Like him, whose fetters dropp'd away 

When light shone o'er his prison,' 
My spirit, louch'd by Mercy's ray, 

Hath from her chains arisen. 
And shall a soul Thou bid'st be free 

Return to bondage? — never! 
Thee, Oh God, and only Thee 

1 live for, now and ever. 



HARK! 'T IS THE BREEZE. ' 

i 

Air — RoussKAU. | 

Habk !— 't is the breeze of twilight calling | 

Earth's weary children to repose; j 

• ■ Thy people also shall be all righteous ; ibey shall labmt ^ 
land for ever, tbe branch of my planting, the work of my baads.'- 
i$mlak, Ix. 

' In singing, tbe following iinr hod better be adopted- 
Can hut by tbe gifted of heaven he foand. 

* • And, behold, the aD>;el of tbe Lord came upon him. and a lis^ 
ahlned in tbe prison, and bis chains fell off from bis baads.*~i<'^ 
xU.7. 
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While, round tlie couch of Nature fiU^inf 1 
Gently the nights soft curtains clote. 

Soon o'er a world, in sleep reclining. 
Numberless stars, through yonder dark, 

Sliall look, like eyes of cherubs shining 
From out the veils that hid the Ark ! 

Guard us, oh Thou, who nerer slcepest. 

Thou who, in silence throned abore, 
Throu(;hout all time, unwearied, keepest 

Thy watch of Glory, Power, and Love. 
Grant that, beneath thine eye, securely 

Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn, 
May, in their darkness, stilly, purely, 

Like • sealed fountains,* real till dawn. 



WHERE IS TOUR DWELLING, YE SAINTED? 

Air — H4SSI. 

Wixmi is your dwelling, ye sainted? 

Through what Elysium more bright 
Than l^cy or hope ever painted. 

Walk ye in glory and light? 
Wlio the same kingdom inherits? 

Rreathes there a soul that may dare 
Look tn that world of spirits? 

Or hope to dwell with you there? 

Sages who, eVn in exploring 

Nature through all her bright wayt, 
Went, like the seraphs, adoring. 

And veil'd your eyes in the blaxe — 
Martyrs, who left for our reaping 

Truths you had sown in your blood — 
Sinnen, whom long years of weeping 

Ghasten'd from evil to good — 

Maidens who, like the young Crescent, 

Turning away your pale brows 
From earth, and the light of the Present, 

Look'd to your Heavenly Spouse — 
Say, through what region enchanted 

Walk ye, in heaven's sweet air? 
Or, oh, to whom is it granted, 

Bright souls, to dwell with you there? 



HOW UGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE^ WING. 
jiir — Anonymous. 

Bow lightly mounts the Muse's wing. 

Whose theme b in the skies — 
Like morning larks, that sweeter sing 

The nearer heaven they rise ! 

Mioagh Love his wreathed lyre may tune, 

YeC ah ! the flowers he round it wreathes 
9fcn pluck'd beneath pale Passion's moon. 

Whose madness from their odour breathes, 
low purer far the sacred lute. 

Round which Devotion ties 
meet dowers that turn to heav'nly fruit, 

And palm that never dies. 



Though War's high-sounding harp may be 

Most welcome to the hero's ears, 
Alas, his chords of rictory 

Are bathed, all o'er, with tears. 
How far more sweet their numbers run, 

Who hymn, like saints abore, 
Xo victor, but the Eternal One; 

No trophies but of Love ! 



GO FORTH TO THE MOUNT. 

Air — Stbvbnson. 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch honne, • 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom n come! 
From that time, ' when the moon upon Ajalon's vale. 

Looking motionless down,^ saw the kings of the earth, 
In the presence of God's mighty Giampion, grow pale— 

Oh nerer had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 
60 forth to the Mount — bring tlic olive-branch home, 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 

Bring myrtle and palm—bring the bouglis of each tree 
That is worthy to wave o'er the ten to of tlie Free. 4 
From that day, when the fooutcps of Israel shone, 

With a light not their own, through tlie Jordan's 
deep tide. 
Whose waters shrunk back as the Ark glided on— ^ 

Oh nerer had Judah an hour of such pride! 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch home, 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 



IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK, HEREAFTER. 

Mr — IIatd!!. 

Is it not sweet to think, hereafter. 

When the spirit leares tliis sphere. 
Love, with deathless wing, shall waft licr 

To those she long hath moum'd fur here! 
Hearts, from which 't was death to sever. 

Eyes, tliis worid can ne'er restore. 
There, as warm, as bright as erer. 

Shall meet us, and be lost no more. 

When wearily vre wander, asking 

Of earth and hearen, where are tliey 
Beneath whose smile we once lay basking— 

Blest, and thinking bliss would slay ! 
Hope still lifto her radiant finger 

Pointing to the eternal home, 
Upon whose portal yet they linger, 

Looking back for us to come. 



• ■ Awl tkai Ikej akMld pabIM aaJ pradai 
•■d ia JaraaalMi. Myla«. Go fertb anto ibe Ml 



ia all tkmr dlias. 

lU Md Ibttk allv*- 

bniBrbM,*«tr. atr.— JVrA. viii. iS. 

* ■ For aiare tb« days of Joabaa iba toa of ?taa, aalo ibai day, 
bad aot tba rbildrea of Iwaal doaa to ; aad tbara wa» varj giaal 
(ladacw.*— iA. 17. 

* ■ Saa. tiaad tboa •tiH apoa Gibeoa ; aad iboo, Sooa, ia tba 
vallrrof Ajaloa.>— ArtA. x, n. 

« ■Ff>icboliT»-bf«acb««aad pia«>-braBrbM, aad ■ |H l»bc a acbl. 
aad pala-biaacbc*. aad braacbn of thick traat, to SMka beatbi.*— 
\*k. viii. iS. 

* • And ibe prlaau tbai bara tba ark of ibr co^eaaat of ibo Lotd 
•looJ Cm oa dry groaad ia tba mldti of Jordaa, aad all tba braal- 
iit* paMcd orar aa dry froaad.*— JmA. UJ, 17. 
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MOORE*S WORKS. 



Jllas — a\a% — doth Hope deodve oftl 

Shall frieiKUhip—lofe thill all ihoM Im 
That bind a mommt, and dxB leave ■>» 

Be fband again where ooduaf dies? 
Oh ! if no other boon were gireB, 

To keep our hearts from wrong and siaia. 
Who would not try to win a hearen 

Where all we love shall lire again ? 



WAR AGAINST BABYLON. 
Jir — NoTKixo. 

« W4B against Babylon !» shout we around.* 
Be our banners throu{;h earth unfuri'd; 

Rise up, ye nations, ye kings a< ^^ sound — > 

■ War against Babylon!* shout through die world ! 



> aShiMilaiaiaMhw riNUidabMt.*— Jbr. i. iS. 

* ■ 8*1 up • attaJanl in thf Ibb«1, blow ihe trmsprc 
Miloa*, propM« tki:> B«tioa« ■,':aiD«t k«r. call ioeetk«r afdatf 
iIm kikfJMii,* tc, 9%e.—U. li, 17. 



Oh thou, tfaatjdwelleit on BMBy 
Thy day of pride is eadad now; 

And the diark cnne of braeTs dangfai 
Breaks, like a thnndercload, over iky 
War, war, war against BabyloBi 



Make bright the arrows, and gather die shietdst* 

Set the standard of God on high — 
Swarm we, like kicnsts, o'er all her fieldh, 

• Ziona our watehword, and • vengeaBce* oar tiyl 
Woe! woe! — the dme of thy risitatioa' 

b come, prond Land, thy doom is cast— 
And the bleidi wave of desolatioB 

Sweeps o'er thy guilty head, at last ! 

War, war, war against BabyloD ! 



> • Ok ikM, tkai dwaUcM ■{«■ 
Jer. I. 1). 

• •Hnkakrifki tk«Brrain: fBikw ths itlsHi. . . 
Maadard apoa tke walU of Babjloa.*— M. 

* • Woa aaio tkaai ! for tka<r daj iaeoaM, tha UoMof 



tkyaodbflHc.* 



.m *i 



iBtjeninsfi in i&veett. 



TO MRS ROBERT ARK\VRIGHT, 
THIS pnoni'crios is, with tub wakmbst admiiiatiob or bek mosical taloits, 

INSCRlBItU, BT BBR VERT OBUOED ARD FAlTBrCL SBRVAfTT, 

T. M. 



ADVKUTISKMENT. 



In tliu* connecting together a scries of songs by a 
llirend of poetical narrative, the object ha» been to com- 
bine Recitation with SItuic, so as to enable a greater 
number of persons to take a share in the performance, 
by enlisting, as readers, those who may not feci them- 
selrcs competent as singers. 

The Island of Zia, where the scene is laid, was called 
by the ancients Ceo% and was the birth-place of Simo- 
nides, Bucchylides, and'other eminent persons. An ac- 
count of its present state may be found in the Trarcls 
of Dr Clarke, who says, that • it appeared to him to be 
the best culdvated of any of the Grecian Isles.*— Vol. 
Ti, p. 174. 



EVENINGS IN GREECE. 

FIRST EVENING. 

THE SKY IS BRIGHT. 

• The sky is bright — the breeze is lUr, 
And the main-sail (lowing full and free — 

Our farewell word is woman's pray'r, 
And the hope Iwforc us — Liberty! 
Farewell — farewell. 



To Greece we give our shining blades. 
And our hearts to you, young Zian 

• The moon is in the heavens abore. 
And the wind is on the foaming aea' 

Thus shines the star of woman's lore 
On the glorious strife of Liberty ! 
Farewell — farewell. 

To Greece we give our shining blades. 

And our hearts to you, young Zian 

Thus sung they from the hark, that now 
Tum'd to the sea its gallant prow. 
Bearing within it hearts as brare. 
As e'er sought Freedom o'er the wave; 
And leaving, on that islet's shore, 

Wlierc still the forewell beacons bum. 
Friends, that shall many a day look o'er 

The long, dim sea for their return. 

Virgin of Heaven ! speed their way— 
Oh speed their way — tlie chosen flower 
Of Zia's youth — the hope and stay 

Of parents in their wintry hour— 
The love of maidens, and the pride 
Of the young, happy, blushing bride. 
Whose nuptial wrvaUi has not yet died— 
All, all are in that precious bark, 

Which now, alas, no more is seen— 
Though every eye still turns to mark 
Tlie moonlight spot where it liadi been ! 



J 
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Vainly you look, ye maidens, tires, . 

And mothers, your beloved are §oiie; — 
Now may you quench Uiose sig^nal firea, 

Whose li);ht they long look'd back upoo 
From tht'ir dark deck — watching the dame 

As fast it faded from their view, 
With tlioughts, tliat, but for manly shame, 

Had made tliera droop and weep like you. 
Home to your chambers ! home, and pray 
For the bright coming of that day, 
AVhcn, bless'd by Heaven, the Cross shall sweep 
The Crescent from the iEgean deep, 
And your brave warriors, hastening back. 
Will bring such glories in their track 
As shall, for many an age to come. 
Shed light around their name and home! 

There is a Fount on Zia's isle. 

Round which, in soft luxuriance, smile 

All tlie sweet flowers, of every kind. 

On which the sun of Greece looks down, 

Pleas'd as a lover on the crown 
His mistress for her brow hatli twined, 
When he beholds each floweret there. 
Himself had wiiih'd her most to wear. 
Here bloom'd the laurel-rose,* whose wreath 

Hangs radiant round the Cypriot slirines, 
And here those bramble-flowers, that breathe 

Their o<lour into Zante's wines: — * 
The splendid woodbine, that, at ere. 

To grace their floral diadems, 
Tlic lovely maids of Patmos weave*—' 

And that fair plant, whose tangled stems 
Shine like a Nereid's hair,4 when spread, 
Dishevell'd, o'er her aiure bed;— 
All these bright children of the clime, 
(Each at its own most genial time, 
The summer, or the year's sweet prime,) 
Like beautiful earth-stars, adorn 
Tlie vallcv, where that Fount is bom : — 
While round, to grace its cradle green. 
Groups of Velani oaks are seen. 
Towering on every verdant height- 
Tall, shadowy, in the evening light. 
Like Genii, set to watch the birth 
Of some enchanted child of earth- 
Fair oaks, that over Zia's vales. 

Stand with their leafy pride nnfnrl'd; 
While Commerce, from her thousand sails. 

Scatters their acorns thrqugh the world !^ 
'T was here, — as soon as prayer and sleep 
(Those truest friends to all who weep), 
Had lightcn'd every heart, and made 
Ev'n sorrow wear a softer shade— 
T was here, in this secluded spot. 

Amid whose breathings, calm and tweet, 

' " Nerlan Oleander. In Cyprnt It retains lu ancient name, 
tixlodapbne. and the Cj-print* adorn their dinrdie* with the 
Uiwer* on feau day*.*— J0wr«a/ 0/ Dr SiMorp, • alpolt's Turkey. 

* Id. 

' Lonicrra CaprifoUaai, ated by the girU of PatMOs for garlands. 

* Cnacaia Earopca. ■ From the twitttos and twining of tbe 
icnu, it i» compared by tbe Greeks 10 tbe dicheTelled hair of tbe 
Scnxdi.—WmtpoU' i Tmrktg. 

* Tbe prodace of the hiand in these aooras alone aaKMuits an- 
laally lo flfkeen tlioasaad qninials.*— Otari/i TrtmU. 



Grief might be toothed, if not foiigot. 

The Zian nymphs retolv'd to meet 
Each evening now, by the same light 
That saw their forewell tears that night. 
And try, if sound of lute and song, 

If wandering mid the moonlight flowers. 
In various talk, could cliarm along. 

With lighter step, the lingering hours. 
Till tidings of that bark should come. 
Or victory waft their warriors home ! 
When first they met — tlie wonted smile 
Of greeting liavitig beam'd awhile, — 
*T would touch ev'n Moslem heart to see 
The sadness that came suddenly 
O'er their young brows, when diey look'd round 
Upon that bright, enchanted ground. 
And thought, how many a time, with those 
Who now were gone to the rude wars. 
They there had met, at evening's close. 

And danced till morn outshone the stars! 
But seldom long doth hang the eclipse 

Of sorrow o'er such youthful breasts — 
The breath from her own blushing lips. 

That on the maiden's mirror rests. 
Not swifter, lighter from the glass. 
Than sadness from her brow, doth pass ! 
Soon did they now, as round the well 

They sat beneath the rising moon. 
And some, with voice of awe, would tell 
Of midnight foys, and nymphs who dwell 

In holy fountains, — some would tune 
Their idle lutes, that now had lain. 
For days, without a single strain ; — 
While some, from all the rest apart. 
With laugh that told tlie lighten'd heart. 
Sat, whispering in each other's ear 
Secrets, that all in turn would hear ; — 
Soon did tliey find this thoughtless play 
So swiftly steal their griefs away. 

That many a nymph, though pleased the while, 

Reproach'd her own forgetful smile, 
And sigird to think she could be gay. 

Among these maidens there was one 
Who to Lbucadia « late had been — 

Had stood, beneath the evening sun, 
On its white towering cliffs, and seen 

The very spot where Sappho sung 

Her swan-like music, ere she sprung 

(Still holding, in that fearful leap. 

By her loved lyre) into the deep. 

And, dying, quench'd the fatal fire 

At once, of both her heart and lyre ! 

Mutely they listen'd all — and well 
Did the young travcll'd maiden tell 
Of the dread height to which that steep 
Beetles above the eddying deep—* 
Of the lone sea-birds, wheeling round 
The diuy edge with mournful sound — 

> Now Santa Manra,— the Island from one of whose dlA Sappho 
leaped Into the sea. 

* • The precipice, whirb Is fearfally diuy. Is ahoat one hnndred 
and foarteen feet from the water, wbidi Is of a profound depth, as 
appears froaa the dark blae colour, and the eddy thai plays ronad 
tbe pointed and projectins rocks.*— Cea^lMen't iMfaa bh$. 
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And of those scented lilies **(some 
Of whose white flowers, the Zian said, 

Herself had ^ther'd and brought home. 
In memory of the minstrel maid,) 

Still blooming on that fearful place, — 

As if call'd up by lore, Co grace 

The immortal spot, o'er which the last 

Bright footsteps of his martyr pass'd ! 

While fresh to every listener's thought 
These legends of Lkucadia brought 
All that of Sappho's hapless tlame 
Still hovers round tlie wrecks of fame, 
The maiden, tuning her soft lute, 
While all the rest stood round her, mute, 
Thus sketch'd tlie languishmcnt of soul, 
That o'er the tender Lesbian stole. 
And, in a voice, whose thrilling tone 
Fancy might deem the Lesbian's own. 
One of those fervid fragments gave. 

Which still — like sparkles of Greek fire. 
Undying, ev'n beneath the wave — 

Bum on through Time, and ne'er expire ! 

SAPPHO AT HER LOOM. 

As o'er her loom the Lesbian maid 
In love-sick languor hung her head, 

Unknowing where her fingers stray'd, 
She weeping tum'd away, and said ; 

• Oh ! my sweet mother — 't is in vain — 

I cannot weave as once 1 wove — 
So wilder'd is ray heart and brain 
With thinking of that youth 1 love !• ' 

Again tlie web she tried to trace, 

But tears fell o'er each tangled thread, 

While, looking in her mother's face, 

Who o'er her watchful Ican'd, she said ; 

• Oh, my sweet mother, 't is in vain — 

I cannot weave, as once 1 wove — 
So wilder'd is my heart and brain 
With tliinking of tliat youth 1 love!* 

A silence follow'd this sweet air, 

As each in tender musing stood. 
Thinking, with lips that moved in pray'r. 

Of Sappbo and that fearful flood : 
While some, who ne'er till now had known 

Uow much their hearts resembled hers. 
Felt, as they made her grie^ their own, 

That tkey^ too, were love's worsliippers. 

At length a murmur, all but mute, 
So faint it was, came from the lute 
Of a young melancholy maid, 
Whose fingers, all uncertain, play'd 
From chord to chord, as if in chase 

Of some lost melody, some strain 
Of other times, whose faded trace 

She sought among those chords again. 

' Sea Mr GoodiMon't very iBtereelieg doMriptioD of all theM cir- 
ca mcunoea. 

* I have attenipted, is these fonr linet, to give tone idee of that 
beaetlfal fra^pneot of Sappbo. begiaslog rXuxzUC flStvtp, 
whidi represeau to traly (at Warton reokarks) ■ the laagvor aad 
lUtieuneM of a peraon deeply Ib loTe.* 



Slowly the half-forgotten dieme 

(Though bom in feelings ne'er forjgot) 
Came to her memory — as a beam 

Falls broken o'er tome shaded qpot; — 
And while her lute's sad symphony 

Fill'd up each sighing pause 
And love himself might weep to 

(As fays behold the withet^d green 
Where late they danced)whac misery 

May follow where his slept have been, 
Thus simply to the listening throng 
She breathed her melancholy song :— 

WEEPING FOR THEE. 

Wkkpino for thee, my love, through the loo^ day, 
Lonely and wearily life wears away. 
Weeping for thee, my love, through the long night- 
No rest in darkness, no joy in light ! 
Nought left but memory — whose dreary tread 
Sounds through this rain'd heart, where aU Uesdead- 
Wakening the echoes of joy long fled ! 

Of many a stanza, this alone 
Had 'scaped oblivion — like die one 
Stray fragment of a wreck, that thrown. 
With the lost vessel's name, ashore, 
Tells who they were that live no more. 
' When thus the heart is in a vein 
Of tender thought, the simplest strain 
Can touc;b it with peculiar power — 

As, when the air is warm, the scent 
Of the most wild and rustic flower 

Can fill the whole rich element— 
And, in such moods, the homeliest tone 
That 's link'd with feelings once our own— 
With friends or joys gone by — wUl be 
Worth choirs of loftiest harmony! 
But some there were, among the group 
Of damsels there, too light of heart 
To let their fancies longer droop, 

Ev'n under music's melting art; 
And one, upspringing, with a bound. 
From a low bank of flowers, look'd roond, 
With eyes that, though they laugh'd with light, 

Had still a lingering tear within; 
And, while her hand, in dazzling flight. 

Flew o'er a fairy mandolin. 
Thus sung the song her lover late 

Had sung to her — the eve before 

That joyous night, when, as of yore, 
All ZiA met, to celebrate 

The Feast of May, on the sea-thore. 

THE ROMAIRA. 

When the Balaika* 

Is heard o'er the sea, 
1 '11 dance the Romaika 

By moon-light with thee. 
If waves then, advancing. 

Should steal on our play. 
Thy white feet, in dancing. 

Shall chase them away.* 

I ThU word li. I fear, defraaded of a syllable ; Dr Clarke, if 1 1*" 
collect right, make* it •• Balalaika.* 

' • I Mw aboTe thirty parlies engaged in daacf^f ike K e w t ft ' 



EVENINGS IN GREECE. 



343 



When the Balaika 

Is heard o'er the sea, 
Thou 'It dance the Romaika, 

My own love, with me. 

Then at the closing 

Of each merry lay, 
We *11 lie, reposing, 

Bentnth the night ray; 
Or if, declining. 

The moon leave the skies. 
We 'II talk by the shining 

Of each otiier's eyes. 
Oh then, how featly 

The dance we '11 renew, 
Wandering fleetly 

Its light males through.' 
Till stars, shining o'er us 

From heaven's high bow'rs, 
Would give their bright chorui 

For one dance of ours! 
When the Balaika 

Is heard o'er the sea, 
Thou 'It dance the Romaika, 

My own love, with me. 

How changingly for ever veers 

The heart of youth 'twixt smiles and tears! 

Ev'n as in April, the light vane 

Now points to sunshine, now to rain. 

Instant this lively lay dispell'd 

The shadow from each blooming brow, 
And Dancing, joyous Dancing, held 

Full empire o'er each fancy now. 

But say — what shall the measure be? 

« Shall we the old Romaika tread 
(Some eager ask'd), as anciently 

'T was by the maids of Dblos led. 
When, slow at firsts then circHug fa«f. 
As the gay spirits roae, — at last. 
With hand in hand, like links, enlock'd. 

Through the light air they seem'd to flit 
In labyrinthine maze, that mock'd 

Each dauled eye that follow'd it !• 
Some call'd aloud • the Fountain Dance!* 

While one young, dark-eyed Amazon, 
Whose step was air-like, and whose glance 

Flash'd, like a sabre in the sun. 
Sportively said — • Shame on thete soft 

And languid strains we hear so oft. 
Daughters of Freedom! have not we 

Lcarn'd from our lovers and our sires 
The Dance of Grbbck, while Greece was free — 

That Dance, where neither flutes nor lyres, 

lOD tbe Mod ; in •ome of tboce groapt tke f Irl wbo led tbea 
•M^ ibe reireatiog mMte.—DoitgUt, om the Mjdtm Gneks. 
' In danciDg ibe Romaika (tay* Mr Doiiflai), ibay begin la alow 
d Mleno surp till tbey bave gaioed ibe UaM, bat by degrees ibe 
r beconet aiore sprigbily ; tbe coadactreM of tbe daaoe aonetinsei 
tlloff to her parloer, •omelime* darling before tbe real, and lead- 
-; ibrm ibrougb ibi' roo«l rapid reTolatioat ; MmeliBiP* crossing 
dcr ibe bandi, wbicb are beld ap 10 lei ber peta, and giving as 
icb livrliofMand iniricaqf as sbe can to ibe fignrea. into wbicb 
e roudncts ber compaoioes, vibile ibeir basineaa is 10 follow ber 
all ber moveaienta, witbont breaking tbe ckain, or losing tbe 
«asare.» 



But sword and shield clash on tbe ear 
A music tyrants quake to hear !* 
Heroines of Zia, arm with me. 
And dance the dance of victory \» 

Thus saying, she, with playful grace, 
Loosed the wide hat, that o'er her face 
(From Anatolia' rame the maid) 

Hung, shadowing each sunny charm. 
And, with a fair young armourer's aid, 

Fixing it on her rounded arm, 
A mimic shield with pride display'd ; 
Then, springing tow'rds a grove tliat spread 

Its canopy of foliage near, 
Pluck'd off a lance-like twig, and said, 
• To arms, to arms!* while o'er her head 

She waved the light branch, as a spear. 
Promptly the laughing maidens all 
Obey'd their chiefs heroic call ; — 
Round the shield-arm of each was tied 

Uat, turban, shawl, as chance might be; 

The grove their verdant armoury. 
Falchion and lance ^ alike supplied; 

And as their glossy locks, let free. 

Fell down their shoulders carelessly. 
You might have dream'd you saw a throng 

Of youthful Thyads, by the beam 
Of a May moon, bounding along . 

Penctu' silver-eddied 4 stream ! 
And now they stcpp'd, with measured tread, 

Martially o'er the shining field ; 
Now, to the mimic combat led, 
A heroine at each squadron's head. 

Struck lance to lance and sword to shield; 
While still, through every varying feat. 
Their voices, — heard in contrast sweet 
With some of deep, but softcn'd sound, 
From lips of aged sires, who, round 
Stood smiling at their children's play, — 
Thus sung the ancient Pyrrhic lay : 

THE WAR DANCE. 

« Raisb the buckler — poise the lance — 
Now here — now there — retreat — advance !• 

Such were the sounds, to which the warrior boy 

Danc'd in those happy days, when Greeck was free; 

When Sparta's youth, ev'n in the hour of joy. 
Thus train'd their steps to war and victory ! 

« Raise the buckler — poise the lance — 

Now here — now there — retreat — advance!* 

Such was the Spartan warriors' dance. 

• Grasp the falchion — gird the shield — 
Attack — defend — do all, but yield!* 

Thus did thy sons, oh Grbrck, one glorious night. 
Dance by a moon like this, till o'er the sea 

That morning dawn'd, by whose immortal light, 
They grandly died for thee and liberty !* 

I For a description of tbe Pyrrbic I>Boce, see De Gnys, etc. It ap- 
pears from Apaleias (lib. 10,) ibat ibis war-daoco was, among ibe 
ancienu, sometimes performed by females. 

■ See ibe cotimtM of tbe Greek women of .>'atolia In Castellan's 
Mcrmrt de* Otkomuau. 

* The sword was tbe weapon cbicfly ased in tbis daaoe. 

* Homer II. 1. -jii. 

* It la said that I^eonidoaaad bis companions employed tboauelvea. 
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• Raise the buckler — poise the lance- 
Now here — now lliere — retreat — advance!* 
Such was the Spaktan heroes' dance. 

Scarce had they closed this martial lay, 
When, flin^^ng their light spears away, 
The comhatants, in broken ranks, 

All breathless from the war-field fly; 
And down, upon the velvet banks 

And flowery slopes, exhausted lie. 
Like rosy huntresses of Thrace, 
Restinu at sun«et from the chase. 

« Fond girls !> an aged Ziar said- 
One who, himself, had fought and bled. 
And now, witli feelings, half delight, 
Half sadness, watch'd their mimic fight — 
■ Fond maids ! who thus with war can jest, 
Like Love, in Mars's helmet drest — 
When, in his childish innocence. 

Pleased with the shade that helmet flings, 
He thinks not of the blood that thence 

Is dropping o'er his snowy wings. 
Ay, — true it is, young patriot maids, 

Did honour ft arm still win the fray, 
Did luck but shine on righteous blades, 

War were a game for gods to play ! 
But, no, aln4 ! — hear one who well 

Hath track'd tlie fortunes of the brave — 
Hear me, in mournful ditty, tell 

What g-cry waits the patriot's grave: — • 

AS ON THE SHORE. 

As on the shore, at break of day, 
A vanquish'd rliief expiring lay. 
Upon the «(andft, wilh broken sword, 

He traco<i his farewell to the free; 
And, there, the lust unnnishcd word 

He, dying, wrote was ■ Liberty! • 

At night a sea-bird shriek'd the knell 
Of him who thus for frewlom fell ; 
The words he wrote, ere evening came, 

W'erecover'd by the sounding sea;— 
So pass awuy the cause and n.ime. 

Of him who dies for lil>erty ! 

That tribute of subdued uppTause, 

A rliann'd, but timid, audience p^iys^- 
That murmur, which a minstrel draws 

From hearts tliiit feci, hut fear to praise, 
Followed this son);, and left a pause 
Of silence after it, that hung 
Like a fix'tl spell on every tongue. 
At length, a low and tremulous sound 
Was heard from midHt a group, that round 
A bashful maiden stood, to hide 
Her blushes, while the lute she trie<l — 
Like roses, gathering round to veil 
The song of some fouug nightingale, 
NVhose trembling notes steal out between 
The clustered leaves, herself unseens- 



mi ihe e^o of ihn battle, io aiu»u- and the (^naattic* 
tbeircoasuy. 
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And, as that voice, in Unms that 

Through feeling than through 
Came, with a stronger sweetneas, o'er 

Th' attentive oar, ihw strain was iMaid:— 

THE TWO FOUNTAINS. 

I saw, from yonder silent cave,' 
Two fountains running, side by tide. 

The one was Blem'ry's limpid wave. 
The other cold Oblivion's tide. 

• Oh, Love ! ■ said I, in thoughtleit drum, 
As o'er my lips the Lethe pass'd, 

■ Here, in tliis dark and chilly stream, 

■ Be all my pains forgot at last.* 

But who could bear that gloomy blank. 

Where joy was lost as well as pain I 
Quickly of Ifem'ry's fount I drank. 

And brought the past all back again? 
And said •> O Love ! whate'er my lot. 

Still let this soul to thee be true — 
Rather than have one bliss forgot. 

Be all my pains remember'd too! • 

The group that stood around, to shade 
The blushes of tliat bashful maid. 
Had, by degrees, as swell'd the lay 
More strongly forth, retired away. 
Like a ^ir shell, whose valves divide, 
To show the fairer pearl inside : 
For such she was — a creature bright 

And delicate as those day-flowen. 
That, while they last, make up, in light 

And sweetness, what tliey want in horns. 

So rich upon the ear had grown 
Her voice's melody, — its tone 
Gathering new courage, as it found 
An echo in each bosom round,— 
That, e'er the nymph (witli downcast eye 
Still on the chords) her lute laid by, 

■ Another song,* all lips exclaim'd. 

And each some matchless favourite n^mf^i 

While blushing, as her fingers ran 

O'er the sweet chords, she thus began :— 

OH, MEMORY. 

Oh ! Memory, how coldly 

Thou paintesl joy gone by! 
Like rainlK>ws, thy pictures 

But mournfully shine and die. 
Or, if some tints tliou keepcst. 

That former da>-s recall. 
As o'er e:icli line thou wcrpest. 

Thy tears efface them all. 

If 

But, Memory, too truly 

Thou paint'st the (;ncf that 's past; 
Joy 's coloum arc fleeting. 

But tliose of Sorrow last. 

TkU MorBiuQ we paid our vUii to the rare of Trophaa 
lk« FooBtaia* of Memory aail OMhion, jutt o|>oa the ^ 
Datcyas, which Buw* throQuh •tapeadoii* rwiu.-— Wfffi— 
aiab til tfr aapg. 
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And. while thou bring'st before us 

Ikirk |>irturcs of pa«t ill, 
Life\ evening, cloftin{; o'er us. 

But makes them darker still. 

So went the moonlight hours along. 
In this ftwoet ^lade ; and no, with song 
And witching sounds, — not such as they 

The cymbalists of OssA, piay'd, 
To ch.isc the moon's eclipse away,' 

But koft and holy, — did each maid 
l.i(;htcn her heart's eclipse awhile, 
And win back sorrow to a smile. 

Not f:ir from this secluded place, 

(>n the st^i-fthorc, a ruin stood ; — 
A n-lic of th' eiitin(;uisird race, 

\\ h(» once look'd o'er that foamy flood. 
When fair loulis,' by the light 
()f (golden MmM;t, on the sight 

()f mariners who sail'd tliat sea, 
H<iv. like a city of chrysolite, 

Call'd from the wave by witchery '. 

TliU ruin, now by barbarous hands 

U bi!«c<i into a motley shed, 
Wlii-re the once splendid column stands 

Invcrtctl on its leafy head, 
Wa», a*> they tell, in times of old. 

The dwelling of that bani, tthose lay 
Oiuld melt to tears the stem and cold. 

And sadden, mid their mirth, the gay, — 
SmoTiioES,'* whose fame, through years 
And ageit p,isL, still bright appears — 
Like Hesperus, a star of tears! 

'T was liither now — to catch a view , 

<)f the while valen, as they piay'd 
Silently in the light — a few 

iff tlie more restless damsf^ls stray'd; 
And ftome would linger mid the scent 

Of hanging foliage, that perfumed 
The ruin'd walU; while others went, 

Cnlliii|( whatever floweret bioom'd 
In die lone, leafy, space between, 
Where giUed cluunbers once liad been,— 
C>r, tamiiigwdly to the aea, 

Scot o'er the wave a sigh unblesc 
To sonM brave champion of the free. 
And iboufht, alaa, kiow cold might be. 

At that Mill hour, his place of rest ! 

Meanwhile there came a sound of song 
From tlie dark ruins — a faint strain. 
As if some echo, that among 
TtKwe minstrel halls liad slumber'd long. 
Wire murmuiing into life again. 



' Thi»M{i^milt<Mi» ratt'iM of ilicTlMi«aliaaaet.i»u dto, ■• Pirtro 
^-lU Vallr t«iU ■•. aaoag iIm Prriiaa*. 

' \a ■■•-.rai «iij of Zik, ib«ii4ll««if whirb «f rt* of Marblr. Ii. 
'"ou.aa ^My* CUrkr) •^v&i.inI froai ihr kbure qalte iaio ■ vallr; 
'-ti-red ly ibc •trcan* uf a fuaaia.a, wbt-aiv Iuvlu mviTrd iu , 

Zi» «•• tW birib-plftce of ihU {mki, wboM irrtn are l>j Catal- 
■* tailri • lews.* 



But, no— the nymphs knew well the tone^ 

A maiden of their train, who loved, 
Like the night-bird, to sing alone, 

II:id deep into the ruins roved. 
And tliere, all other thoughts forgot. 

Was warbling o'er, in lone delight, 
A lay that, on that very spot. 

Her lover sung one moonlight night: 



THEY ARE GONE. 

Ah ! where are they, who heard, in former hours, 
The voice of song in thes<: neglected bowers 1 

They anr goni- — they all arc gone ! 
The youth, who toUl his pain in such sweet tone. 
That all, who heard him, wish'd his pain ilieirown — 

He is gone — he is gone! 

And she, who, while he sung, sat listening by. 
And thought lo strains like these 't were tweet to die — 
She isgone— slie too is gone! 

'T is thus, in future hours, some bard will say 
Of her who hears, and him who sings this lay— 
Tliey arc gone — th*^ both arc gone! 

The moon was now, from heaven's steep. 

Bending to dip her silvery urn 
Of light into the lulcnt di;** p — 

And the young nymphs, on their return 
From those n>mantic ruins, found 
Their other play-mates, rangetl around 
The Kicrtnl spring, prr|>jred to tune 
Tlteir parting hynm,* ere sunk the moon. 
To that fair fountain, by whose stream 
Their hearts had form'd so many a dream. 
Who has not read the talcs, that tell 
Of old F.leusis' worshipp'd well. 
Or heanl what legends songs recount 
Of Sysa, and its sacred fount,' 
Gusliing, at once, from tlie lard rock 

Into tlic laps of living flowers — 
Where village maidens loved to flock. 

On summer-nights, and, like tlie Hours, 
Link'd in harmonious dance and song, 
Charin'd the unconscious night along! 
While holy pilgrims, on their way 

To Delo»' isle, stood looking on, 
F.nchanted with a scene so gay. 

Nor sought their boats till morning shone ! 

I Tbr*« • Soag* of tbc Well.- •• I bey were called aaoof the ■■- 
i-irau. tiill etut in (tive.-e. I>e O iy« irlU ■• ikat be baa ■«•• • lb* 
fuaa;} «oiBt-o in Prim-c • Itbad, a**- ail'lad ia tbeevealag at • p«- 
blic «fll, »oil«l4 uly kiriLr 0|i a daa.r, wbileoibrnMiBg ia u aacar l ia 
lb«-Di.* 

* .Thp inhahiuauof Syra, Iwib aadeai aad Bodera. aay b« eiMi- 
aiUt-rttl at thf «ior»Li|>|^ik wl water. Tbe nU f.Miauia, ai «bkb ibe 
ii;in|>li» of ibr i»UuJ a»*caibled ia the rarlieal agA, eftiata la tia 
orijinal ftiaie; tlie Mair rrB<l.i%u«» a* il nat furaerly, «b««b«r of 
iii« I- aui gallaDiry , or «tf i;<ia«i|iiB|{ aad tale Irlliaj. It ia aear lo lb* 
limn. iiBtl ih>- aii«i liai|ii<i walrr gatbrt coaiiaaally froai ibe adU 
rori. It i» n-sardnl hy ibe iababiuau taiib a «le|{rr« of rrligUaa 
^racraiioo; auJ ibi-y preartr a Iradiiioa ibai tbe ftilgriaa wf oU 
iiiao. \a tiM-ir way to DrkM, rraortod bltber tar pariJcaitoa.— 
(UrU. 
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Such was die scene this lovely glade 
And its fair inmates now display'd. 
As round the fount, in linked ring. 

They went, in cadence slow and light. 
And thus to that enchanted spring 

Warbled their fi&rewell for the night :> 



MAIDENS OF ZIA. 

lists, while the moonlight dim 
Falls on that mossy brim, 
Sing we our Fountain liymn, 

Maidens of Zia ! 
Nothing but music's strain, 
When loTcrs part in pain, 
Soothes till they meet again. 

Oh, maids of Zia! 

Bright fonnt, so clear and cold. 
Round which the nymphs of old 
Stood with their locks of gold, 

Bright Fount of Zia! 
Not even Castalt, 
Famed though its streamlet be. 
Murmurs or shines like thee, 

Oh, Fount of Zia ! 



Thou, while our hymn we sing, 
Tliy silver voice shalt bring, 
Answering, answering. 

Sweet Fount of Zia ! 
Oh ! of all rills that run. 
Sparkling by moon or son. 
Thou art the fairest one, 

Bright Fount of Zia i 

Now, by those stars that glance 
Over heav'n's still expanse, 
Weave wc our mirthful dance. 

Daughters of Zia! 
Such as in former days. 
Were danced, by Dian's rays, 
Where the Eusotas strays,* 

Oh, maids of Zu! 

But when to merry feet 
Breasts with no echo beat. 
Say, can the dance be sweet? 

Maidens of Zia! 
No, nought but music's strain, 
When lovers part in pain. 
Soothes till they meet again. 

Oh, maids of Zia ! 

' • QoalU in Earoup ripis, ant per jaft Cyatki 
Exeroet Diana cboroa.*— ViaeiL. 



SI s^tt of iBUtm. 



TO MRS JEFFREY, 

IN RBMBMBR4IICB OP THE PLEASiST BOOBS PAUBD AT CRAIG-CBOOE, IVlTB HBR ABD MT T 
PRIEBD, BER H08BABD, I HAVE GREAT PLEASURE IB IHSCRIBDIO THE POLLOWIBG GLEBS. 

THOMAS MO 



THE MEETING OF SHIPS. 



Whsr o'er the silent seas, alone 
For days and nights we 've cheerless gone, 
Oh, they who 've folt it, know how sweet, ' 
Some sunny mom, a sail to meet 

Sparkling at once isev'ry eye — 

• Ship a hoy!» oor joyful cry; 

While, answering back, the sounds we hear, 

■ Ship a hoy! what cheer, what cheer ?• 
Then sails are back'd — wc nearer come — 
Kind words arc said of friends and home ; 
And soon, too soon, we part with pain. 
To sail o'er silent seas again. 



HIP, HIP, HURRA! 

GoMS, fill round a bumper, fill up to the brim. 
He who shrinks from a bumper, I pledge not to him : 
Here 's • the girl that each loves, be her eye of what hue, 
Or lustre it may, so her heart is but true.* 

Charge! 
Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip, hurra, hurra, hurra ! 



Gome, charge high again, boy, nor let the full w 
Leave a space in the brimmer where day-light ma 
Here's • the friends of our youth, thoug|i of son 

bereft; 
May the links that are loa but endear wluU axe 

Charge! 
Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip, hurra, hurra, hurra. 

Once more fill the glass round — ne'er talk of th 
On hearts thus united old Time has no powV : 
■ May our lives— though, alas! like the wine of t 
They must soon have an end — to tl\e last flow as 1 

Charge I 
Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip, hurra, hurra, hurra ! 

Quick, quick— now I '11 give you, since time's gl 

run 
Ev'n faster than ours doth, three bumpers in on* 
Here *s « the poet who sings — here 's tlie warr 

fighu- 
Here's the statesman ^o speaks in the cause o 

rights ! * 
Charge ! 
Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip, hurra, hurra, hurra ! 



A SET OF GLEES. 
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>Nne, once more a bump«r ! — Uien drink as you please, 
rbougli who could fill half-way to such toasts as these ? 
lerr '» tiour neit joyous meeting — and, oh, when we meet 
May our wine be as bright, and our union as sweet!* 

Charge ! 
iJip, hip, hip, hip, hip, hurra, hurra, hurra ! 



THE WATCHMAN. 

Good night, good night, my dearest — 

How fast the monienis fly! 
T is lime to part — thou hearest 

That hateful watchman's cry. 

Past twelve o'clock ! past twdve 1 

Yet stay a moment longer : 

Ala« ! why is it so^ 
Tlie with to stay grows stronger 

The more 't is time to go. 

Past one o'clock ! past one ! 

Xow wrap thy cloak about thee; 

Tlie hours must sure go wrong, 
For, when they 're pass'd without thee. 

They 're, oh ! fen times as long. 
Past two o'clock ! past two ! 

Again that dreadful warning! 

Had erer time such flight ? 
And see the sky — 't is morning — 

So now, indetd^ good night! 

Past three o'clock ! past three ! 



THE PARTING BEFORE THE BATTIf. 

Or to the field! oar doom is seal'd^ 

To conquer or be slares : 
The sun shall see our nation free. 

Or shine upon our graves ! 

Fauvwell, oh, forewell my love! 

May heaven thy guardian be, 
And send bright angels from above, 

To hrinf ihee back to me. 

On to the field— the battle-field. 

Where freedom's standard waves! 
This son sliall see our tyrant yield. 

Or shine upon our graves. 

Hark ! the tnunpeirs signal blast — 

Take this last fanrwell! 
Tet,oh! not the last; 
or hope whispers fondly that hearts to united. 
So happy, ev'n death would be loth to destroy, 
Ad, checking hb dark hand, would pause ere he 
blighted 
A love but just opening in sunshine and joy. 

Onward to the battle-field. 

Where freedom's standard waves ! 
This sun shall see oar tyrant yield, 

Or shine op<» oar graves ! 



HUSH! HUSH! 

* Hush, hash!* — how well 

That sweet word sounds. 
When love, tlie little centinel. 

Walks hb night ronnds. 
Then, if a foot but dare 

One rose-leaf cnuh. 
Myriads of voices in tlie air, 

Whbper ■ hush, hush!* 

■ Hark, hark ! 't b he,* 

The night-elves cry, 
And hush iheir fairy harmony 

While he steab by. 
But if hb silv'ry feet 

One dew-drop brush, 
Voices are heard, in chorus sweet, 

Whisp'ring • huslt, hush!* 



SAY. WHAT SHALL WE DANCE? 

Sat, what shall we dance? 
Shall we bound along the moonlight plahi, 
To music of France, uf Italy, Greece, or Spain ? 
Shall we, like them who rove 
Through bright Grenada's grove, 
To the light bolero's measures move? 
Or prefer the Guraxia's soft languishing lay, 
And thus to its sounds die away? 
Say, what shall wc dance? 

Sound the gay chords — 
1^ us hear each strain from ev'ry shore 
That music haunts, or young feet wander o'er. 
Hark ! 't is the light march, to whose measur'd time, 
The Polonaise, by her lover led. 
Delights through the gay saloon witli slow step to tread; 
Or, sweeter still, through moonlight walks, 

Whose dim shadows serve to hide 
The blush raised by him who talks 
Of love the while by her side. 
Then comes the smooth waits, to whoae floating sound 
Like dreams, we go gliding around. 
Say, which shall we dance? 



THE E^'ENlNG GUN. 



Rbmbmi'sut tilou that setting 

The last I saw with thee? 
When loud we heard the evening gun. 

Peal o'er the twilight sea. 
The sounds appeared to sweep, 

Far o'er the verge of day. 
Into realms beyond the deep 

They seem'd to die away. 

Oft, when the toib of day are done, 

In pensive dreams of thee, 
I sit to hear that evening gun 

Peal o'er the stormy sea : 
And while o'er billows curl'd 

Tlie distant sounds decay, 
I weep, and wish from ihb rough world 

Like them, to die away. 
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l^allolrjet, ^ottgiet, etc. 



lO^ 



BLACK AND BLUE EYES. 

The brilliant black eye 
May in triumph let fly 
All its darts, Mvitliout caring who fcecis 'em; 
But the soft eye of blue, 
Though it scatter wounds loo, 
b much better pleased when it heals 'em. 
Dear Fanny', dear Fanny! 
The soft eye of blue, 
Though it scatter wounds too, 
U much better pleased when it heals 'em, dear Fanny ' 

The black eye may say, 
• Come and worship my ray, — 
By adoring, perhaps you may move me ! • 
But the blue eye, half hid, 
Says, from under its lid, 
■ I loTe, and I 'm yours if you love me!* 
Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny! 
The blue eye, half hid. 
Says, from under its lid, 
« I loTe, and am yours if you love me!» dear Fanny! 

Then tell me, oh! why, 

In that lovely eye. 
Not a charm of its tint I discover; 

Or why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
That ever said • No n to a lover? 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ! 

Oh ! why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
That ever said « No • to a lover, dear Fanny? 



CEASE, OH CEASE TO TEMPT! 

Cbasb, oh cease to tempt 

My tender heart to love! 
It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 
All its joys and pains 

To others I resign ; 
But be the vacant heart. 

The careless bosom mine. 
Then cease, oh cease to tempt 

My tender heart to love ! 
It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 

Say, oh say no more 

That lovers' pains arc sweet ! 
I never, never can 

Believe the fond deceit. 
Weeping day and night. 

Consuming life in sighs, — 
This is the lover's lot. 

And this I ne'er could priic. 
Then say, oh say no more 

That lovers* pains are sweet ! 
I never, never can 

Believe the fond deceit. 



DEAR FANNY. 

She has beauty, but still you must keep your heai 
She has wit, but you must not be caught so; 

Thus Reason advises, but Reason 's a fool. 
And 't is not the first time I have thought so, 
Dear Fanny. 

• She is lovely ! ■ Then love her, nor let the bliH 
'T is the charm of youth's vanishing season : 

Thus Love lias advised me, and who will deny 
That Love reasons much better than Reaami, 
Dear Fanny? 



DID NOT. 

'T WAS a new feeling — something more 
Than we had dared to own before, 

Which then we hid not, which tlien we hid not: 
We saw it in each other^s eye. 
And wish'd, in every murmur'd sigh. 

To speak, but did not; to speak, but did not 

She felt my lips' impassion'd touch — 
*T was the first time I dared so much. 

And yet she chid not, and yet she chid not; 
But whisper' d o'er my burning brow, 
• Oh ! do you doubt I love you now?* 

Sweet soul ! I did not, sweet soul ! I did not. 

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I press'd it closer, closer still. 
Though gently bid not, though gently bid not; 

Till — oh! the world hath seldom heard 

Of lovers, who so nearly err'd. 
And yet who did not, and yet who did not. 



FANNY, DEARF.ST! 

On ! had I leisure to sigh and mourn, 

Fanny, dearest! for thee I *d sigh ; 
And every smile on my check should tnrn 

To tears, when thon art nigh. 
But, between love, and wine, and slee|>, 

So busy a life I live, 
That even the time it would take to w^cep 

Is more than my heart can give. 
Tlien bid me not to despair and pine, 

Fanny, dearest of all the dears! 
The love, that 's order'd to bathe in wine, 

Would be sure to take cold in tears. 

Reflected bright in this heart of mine, 

Fanny, dearest! thy image lies; 
But, oh ! the mirror would cease to shine. 

If dimm'd too often with sighs. 
They lose the half of Iioauty's light. 

Who view it through sorrow's ttar ; 
And 't is but to see thee truly bright 

That I keep my eye-beam clear. 
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Thm wait do longer till tears ftliall flow — 
K.inny, dcarMt! the Iiop<> i% vain ; 

If Minsliim* rannot iliMolvc ihv miow, 
I ftli.ill never attempt it with rain. 



f FANNY WAS IN THE GROVE. 

Fa MIT w.M in the grove, 

And Luhin, her boy, wa« ni(;h; 

Her eye wa* warm with love, 

And her toul was warm as her eye. 

Oil '• oh ! if Lubin now would sue, 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do? 

Fanny was made for bliss. 

But she was young and shy ; 
And when he had stolen a kiH, 

She blusli'd, and said with a sigh — 
« Oh ! oh ! Lubin, ah ! tell me true. 
Oh ! oh ! what are you going to do 7» 

They wander'd beneath the shade, 
Her eye was dimm'd with a tear. 

For ah ! the poor link maid 
Was thrilling with love and fear. 

Oh ! oh ! if Lubin would but sue. 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do ? 

Swtrtly along the grove 

The binl* sang all the while. 
And Fanny now said to her love. 

With a frown that was half a smile — 
• Oh! oh! why did Luhin sue? 
Oh' oh ! why did Lubin sue?* 



Fiver en Cadenas. 

FROM LIFE WITHOUT FREEDOM. 

FtoM Ufe without freedom, oh ! who would not fly? 
For one day of freedom, oh ! who would not die? 
Hark !— hark ! 't n the trumpet! the call of the bravo. 
The death-son)* of tyrants and diq;e of the slave, 
f hir country lies bleeding — oh ! fly to her aid ; 
(hie arm that defends is worth hosts that invade. 
From li^* without freedom, oh ! who would not tly ? 
For one day of freedom, oh I who would not die? 

In death's kindly bosom our last hope remains — 
The de:ul fear no tyrants, the grave has no cluins! 
( hi, on to the combat ! the heroes that bleed 
For virtue and mankind are heroes indeed. 
And oh! even if Freedom from this world be driven. 
fkr«pair not — at least we sliall Hnd her in heaven. 
In death's kindly bosom our laht hope remains — 
The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no chains. 



HERE 'S THE BOWER. 

Hbii *s the bower she loved to much. 

And the tree she planted ; 
Bere 's the harp slie used to touch — 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted ! 



Roses now unheeded sigh ; 

Where 's the hand to wreathe tliem ? 
Songs around neglected lie. 

Where 's the lip to breathe them ? 
Here 's the bower she loved so much. 

And the tree she planted; 
Here 's the harp she used to touch-> 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted ! 

Spring may bloom, but slie we loved 

Ne'er shall feel its sweetness! 
Time, that once so fleetly moved. 

Now hath lost its fleetness. 
Tears were days, when here she stray'd. 

Ifays were moments near her j 
Heaven ne'er form'd a brighter maid, 

Nor Pity wept a dearer ! 
Here's the bower slie loved so much, 

And the tree slie planted ; 
Here 's the harp she used to touch — 

Oh * how that touch enchanted ! 



HOLY BE THE PILGRIM'S SLEEP. 

Holt be the Pilgrim's sleep. 

From the dreams of terror free; 
And may all, who wake to weep. 
Rest to-night as sweet as he! 
Hark ! hark ! did I hear a vesper swell ! 

No, no — it is my loved Pilgrim's prayer : 
No, no— 't wan but the convent Ik-II, 
That mils upon the midnight air. 
Iltdy Im: the Pilgrim's hlecp ! 
Now, now again the voire I hear; 
Some holy man is wand' ring near. 

() Pilgrim ! where hast thou been roaming? 
Dark is the way, and midnight *s coming. 
Stranger. 1 've lieen o'er moor and mountain. 
To tell my Iteads at Agnes' fountain. 
And, Pilgrim, say, where art thou going? 
Dark Is the way, the windn are blowing. 
WiMry with waiid'ring, weak, I falter. 
To hrcallic luy vows at AgmV altar. 
Strew, then, oh ! stn-w his \tci\ of ruslies; 
Here he shall rest till morning bluslies. 

Peace to them whose days are done. 

iK-alh tlirir eyeli«ls closing ; 
Hark ! the burial-rite 's begun — 

'T is time for our re|>osing. 

Here, then, my Pilgrim's course is o'er. 

'T is my master ! 't is my master ! Welcome here once 
more ; 
Come to our shed— all toil is o^er. 
Pilgrim no more, but knight and lover. 



I CAN NO LONGER SHFLE. 

I Ck'% no longer stifle. 
How much I long to rifle 
That little part 
Tlicy call the heart 
Of you, vott lo«elv trifle' 
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You can no longer doubt it, 
So let me be about it ; 

Or on my word, 

And by the Lord, 
1 'II try to do without it. 

This pretty tiling 's as light, sir. 
As any paper kite. Sir, 

And here and there. 

And God knows where, 
She takes her wheeling flight, sir. 
Us lovers, to amuse us, 
Unto her tail she nooses ; 

There, hung like bobs 

Of straw, or nobs. 
She whisks us where she chuses. 



I SAW THE MOON RISE CLEAR. 

I SAW the moon rise clear 

O'er hills and vales of snow, 
Nor told my fleet rein-deer 

The track 1 wish'd to go. 
But quick he bounded forth ; 

For well my rein-deer knew 
I 've but one path on earth — 

The path which leads to you. 

The gloom that winter cast 

liow soon the heart forgets! 
When snmmcr brings, at last. 

The sun that never sets. 
So dawn'd my luve for you ; 

Thus chasing every pain. 
Than summer sun more true, 

'T will never set again. 



JOYS THAT PASS AWAY. 

Jots that pass away like this, 

Alas! are purchased dear. 
If every beam of bliss 

Is follow'd by a tear. 
Fare thee well ! oh, fare thee well ! 
Soon, too soon thou 'st broke the spell. 
Oh ! 1 ne'er can love again 

The girl whose faithless art 
Gould break so dear a chain, 

And with it break my heart. 

Once, when truth was in those eyes, 

Uow beautiful they shone ; 
But now that lustre flies, 
For truth, alas*! is gone. 
Fare lliee well! oh, fare thee well I 
How I 've loved my hate shall tell. 
Oh ! how lorn, how lost would prove 

Thy wretched victim's fate. 
If, when deceived in love. 
He could not fly to hate ! 



LIGHT SOUNOS THE HARP. 

Light sounds the h.irp when the combat i^ over — 
When heroes arc resting, and joy is in bloom- 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover, 
And Cupid makes wings of the warrior's plume. 



But, wfaoi the foe retnriM, 

Again the hero bums; 
High flames the sword in hit hand once more; 

The clang of mingling arms 

Is then the sound that charms. 
And braxen notes of war, by thousand trumpets rov. 
Oh ! then comes the harp, when the combat b ofcr— 

When lieroes are resting, and joy is in bloom- 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the loitr. 
And Cupid makes wings of die warrioi't plome. 

Light went the harp when the War-God, recliniog, 
Lay lull'd on the white arm of Beauty to rest- 
When round his rich armonr the myrtle hong twinq;, 
And flights of young doves made hit helmet dirir 
nest. 

But, when the battle came. 
The hero's eye breathed flame : 
Soon from his neck the white arm was flmif; 
While to his wakening ear 
rfo other sonnds were dear. 
But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets snag. 
But then came the liglit harp, when danger was ended, 

And Beauty once more lull'd the War-God to rest; 
W^hen tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended. 
And flights of young doves made his helmet tbdr 
nest. 



UTTLE MARrS EYE. 

LiTTLt Mary's eye 

Is roguish, and all that, sir; 
But her little tongue 

Is quite too full of chat, sir. 
Since her eye can speak 

Enough to tell her blisses. 
If she stir her tongue, 

Wliy — stop her mouth with 
Oh ! the little girls, 

Wily, warm, and winning ; 
When angels tempt us to it. 

Who can keep from sinning? 

Nanny's beaming eye 

Looks as warm as any ; 
But her cheek was pale — 

Well-a-day, poor Nanny ! 
Nanny, in tlie field, 

She pluck'd a little pode. 
And Nanny's pallid cheek 

Soon grew sleek and rosy. 
Oh ! the little girls, etc. 



Sue, tlie pretty nun. 

Prays witli warm emotion ; 
Sweetly rolls her eye 

In love or in devotion. 
If her pious heart 

Softens lo relieve you, 
She gently shares the crime. 

With, • Oh ! may God forgive you !• 
Oh ! the little girls, 

. Wily, warm, and winning ; 
When angels tempt us to it, 

Who can keep from sinning .* 
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LOVE AND THE SUN-DIAL. 

90N6 Love found a Dial once, in a dark shade, 
'hcrr man ne'er had wander* d, nor sun-beam pla^d : 
Why thus in darkness lie?* whisper'd young Love, 
Thou, whose ^y hours should in sun-shine more.* 
I ne'er,* said tlie Otul, « have seen the warm sun, 
noonday and midni(;ht to me, Love, are one.* 

ben LoTe took the Dial away from the shade, 
Ad placed her where Heaven's beam warmly play'd. 
Her» she reclined, }>encath Ix>ve's gazing eye, 
V'hile, all mark'd with sun-shine, her liours flew by. 
Oh I bow,« said the Dial, • can any fair maid, 
rbat's bom to be shone upon, rest in the sliade?* 

lui nifht now comes on, and the sun-beam 's o'er, 
^nd Love stops to gaae on the Dial no more. 
rbcB cold and neglected, while bleak rain and winds 
Are storming;^ around her, with sorrow she finds 
Hut Love had but numbered a few sunny hours, 
had left the remainder to darkness and showers ! 



LOVE AND TIME. 

T IS said — but whether Croe or not 

Let bards declare who 've seen 'em — 
That Love and Time have only got 

One pair of wings between 'em. 
In courtship's first delicious hour. 

The boy full oft can spare *em. 
So, loitering in hit lady's bower, 

lie lets the grey-beard wear 'em. 
Then is Time's hour of play; 
Oh! how he flies away! 

Bat short t)ie momenta, short as bright, 

When he the wings can borrow; 
If Time to-day has had his flight. 

Love takes his turn to-morrow. 
Ah! Time and Love! your change is then 

The saddest and most trying. 
When one begins to limp again. 

And t' other takes to flying. 
Then is Love's hour to stray ; 
Oh ! how he flies away ! 

But there *t a nymph — whose chains 1 feel, 

And bless the silken fetter — 
Who knows — the dear one! — how to deal 

With LoTC and Time much better. 
So well she checks their wanderings. 

So peacefully she pnirs'eni, 
That Love with her ne'er thinks of wings. 

And Time for ever wears 'em. 
This is Time's holiday ; 
Oil ! how he flies away ! 



LOVE, MT MAEY, DWELLS WITH THEE. 

Ix>vi, my Mary, dwells with thee ; 
On thy cheek his bed I sec. 
No — that cheek is pale with can'; 
Lore can find no roses there. 



*T is not on the cheek of rose 
Love can find the best repose : 
In my heart his home tliou 'It tee; 
There he lives, and lives for thee. 

Love, my Mary, ne'er can roam. 
While he makes tliat eye his home. 
No — the eye with sorrow dim 
Neer can be a home for him. 
Yet, 't is not in beaming eyes 
Love for ever warmest lies : 
In my licart his home thou 'It see; 
There he lives, and lives for thee. 



LOVE'S LIGHT SUMMER CLOUD. 

Pain and sorrow shall vanish before us — 

Youth may wither, but feeling will last; 
All the shadow tliat e'er shall full o'er us. 
Love's light sumnicr-cloud sweetly sliall cast. 
Oh ! if to love thee more 
Each hour I number o'er — 
If this a passion be 
Worthy of ihee, 
Then be happy, for thus I adore thee. 

Charms may witlier, but feeling sluiU last: 
All the shadow that e'er shall fail o'er tliee, 
Love's light summer-cloud sweetly sliall cast. 

Rest, dear bosom! no sorrows shall pain thee. 

Sighs of pleasure alone slialt thou fttcai ; 
Beam, bright eyelid! no weeping shall stain thee. 
Tears of rapture alone shall thou feel. 
Oh ! if there be a charm 
In love, to banish harro-> 
If pleasure's truest spell 
Be to love well, 
Then be happy, for thus 1 adore thee. 
, Charms may wither, hut feeling sliall bst : 
.VII the shadow that e'er shall fall o'er thee. 
Love's light summer-cloud sweetly sliall cast 



1.0%% WANDRING THROUGH THE GOLDEN 

MAZE. 

Love, wand'ring ihrough the golden maze 

Of my beloved's hair, 
Traced every lock with fond ddays. 

And, doling, linger'd there. 
And soon he found 't were vain to flv; 

IliK heart was close confined, 
And every curlet was a tie — 

A chain by beauty twined. 



MERRILY EVERY IKXSOM BOUNDETH. 

THE TTSOLKSB SONG OF UBBSTT. 

Mbssilt every boM>m boundrth, 

Merrily, oh I merrily, oh ! 
Where the Song of Freedom soundedi. 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 
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There the warrior's arms 
Shed more splendour, 
There the maiden's charms 
Shine more tender — 
Every joy the huid siirroundeth, 
Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 

Wearily every bosom pineth, 

Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Where the bond of slavery twineth, 

Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

There the warrior's dart 

Uath no fleetness. 
There the maiden's heart 
Hath no sweetness — 
Every flower of life declineth. 
Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Cheerily then from hill and valley, 

Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 
Like your native fountains sally, 
Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh I 
If a glorious death. 
Won by bravery, 
Sweeter he than breath 
Sigh'd in slavery, 
Round the flnj; of Freedom rally, 
Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 



NOW LET THE WARRIOR. 

Now let the warrior plume his steed. 

And wave his sword afar; 
For the men of the East iImk day shall bleed. 

And the sun shall blush with war. 
Victory sils ou the Clirislian's helm 

To (juiile her holy band : 
The Knieht of the Cross this day sliall whelm 

The men of the i*a(;an land. 

Oh ! bless'd who in the battle dies ! 
God will enshrine him in the skies! 
Now let the warrior plume his steed, 

And wave his sword a^r, 
For the men of the East this day sliall bleed, 

And the sun shall blush with war. 



OH! LADY FAIR! 

Oh, Lidy fair ! where art thou roaming ? 

The sun has sunk, the night is coming. 

Stranger, I go o'er moor and mountain. 

To tell my l>eads at Agnes' fountain. 

And who is the man, witli his white locks flowing? 

Oh, Lady fair! where is he giving? 

A wand* ring Pilgrim, weak, I falter, 

To tell uiy beads at Agnes' altir. 

Chill falls the rain, night winds arc blowing. 

Dreary and dark 's the way wc 're going. 

Fair Lidy ! rest till ninrning blushes — 

I '11 strew for thee a l>e<l of rushes. 

Oh ! stranger! when my beads I 'm counting, 

I '11 bless thy name at Agnes' fountain. 



Then, Pilgrim, turn, and rest thy sorrow; 
Thou 'It go to Agnet' shrine to-morrow. 
Good stranger, when my beads 1 'm teUiag, 
My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling. 
Strew, then, oh! strew our bed of rushet; 
Here we must rest till morning blushes. 



OHl REMEMBER THE TIME. 

THE CASTILUN M4ID. 

Oh ! remember the time, in La Hancha's ihad 
Wlien our moments so blissfully flew; 

When you call'd me the flower of Castilian m 
And 1 blush'd to be call'd so by you. 

When I taugKt you to warble the gay seguadil 
And to dance to the light castanet; 

Oh ! never, dear youth, let you roam where y* 
The delight of tliose moments forget. 

They tell me, you lovers from Erin's green isl( 

Every hour a new passion can feel. 
And that soon, in the light of some loTelicr so 

You '11 forget the poor maid of Gttstile. 
But they know not how brave in the battle yo 

Or they never could tliiok yon would rove; 
For 't is always tlie spirit most gallant in war 

That is fondest and truest in loTe ! 



OH I SEE THOSE CHERRIES. 

Oh ! see those cherries — though once so glowii 
They 'vc lain too long on the sun-br%ht wal' 

And mark! already their bloom is going; 
Too soon they 'II wither, too soon they 'U fal 

Once, caught by their blushes, the light bir 
round. 

Oft on their ruby lips leaving love's wound; 

But now he passes tliem, ah I too knowing 

To taste withcr'd cherries, when fresh may be 1 

Old Time thus fleetly his coiu^se is running; 

If bards were not moral, how maids woi 
wrong ! 
And thus thy beauties, now sunn'd and sunnin 

Would wither if left on tlic rose-tree too loof 
Then love while thou *rt lovely — e'en I should b 
So sweetly to save thee from ruin so sad ; 
But, oh ! delay not— we bards are too cunning 
To sigh for old beauties when yoimg may be k 



OH! SOON RETURN! 

The white sail caught the evening ray, 

The wave beneath us seem'd to bum. 
When all my weeping love could say 

Was, . Oh ! soon return ! • 
Through many a clime our ship v^-as driven. 

O'er many a billow rudely thrown ; 
Now chill'd beneath a northern heaven. 

Now sunu'd by suniiiier's zone: 
Yet still, where'er our ronrse we lay, 

When evening hid the west wave burn, 
I thought 1 heard her faintly say, 

wOh! soon return! — Oh! soon return!" 
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If erer yet my bosom found 

Its thouf^hts oiw moment turn'd from thee, 
*T waft when the combat raged around, 

Ami brave men look'd to me. 
But though 'mid haltlc'ft wild alarm 

Lovet gentle power might not appear, 
He gave to glory's brow the charm 

WlMch made even danger dear. 
And tlien, when victory's calm came o'er 

The hearts where rage had ceased to bum, 
I heard that farewell voice once more, 

• Oh! soon return! — Oh ! soon return!* 



OH! YES, SO WELL. 

Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 

Thou 'rt loved, adored by me. 
Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty, 

Were worthless without tliee. 
Though, brimm'd with blisses, pure and rare. 

Life's cup before me lay. 
Unless thy love were mingled there, 

1 'd spurn the draught away. 
Oh I yes, so well, so tenderly 

Thou 'rt loved, adored by me. 
Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty. 

Are worthless without thee. 

Without thy smile how joylessly 

All glory's meeds I see ! 
And even the wreath of victory 

Must owe its bloom to tliee. 
Tliose worlds, for which the conqueror sighs. 

For me have now no charms ; 
My only world 's thy radiant eyes — 

My throne tliose circling arms! 
Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 

Tliou 'rt loved, adored by me, 
Whole realms of light and liberty 

Were worthless without tliee. 



OH ! YES. WHEN THE BLOOM. 

Oi ! yew, when the bloom of Love's boyhood is o'er. 
He 'II turn into frienddiip that feels no decay; 

And, though Time may take from him the wings he 
once wore. 

The charms that nrmain will be bright as liefbre. 
And he '11 lose but his young trick of flying away. 

"Hien let it console thee, if I^ve should not stay. 
That Friendsliip our last happy moments will 
crown: 
Like the shadows of morning, I^ve lessois away, 
^hde Friendship, like those at the closing of day, 
Will linger and lengthen as Life's sun goes down. 



ONE DEAR S.NJILE. 

(x>rLDST thou look as dear as when 

First I sigh'd for thee; 
(>>uUlst ihou make me feel again 
Every wisli i breathed tlice then, 

Ob! how bUttful life would be! 



Hopes, that now lieguiling leave me, 
Joys, that lie in slumber cold — 

All would wake, couldst thou bat give me 
One dear smile like those of old. 

Oh ! there 's nothing left us now, 

But to mourn the past; 
Vain was every ardent vow — 
Never yet did Heaven allow 

Love so warm, so wild, to last. 
Not even hope could now deceive me — 

Life 'nsc\f looks dark and cold: 
Oh ! thou never more canst give me 

One dear smile like those of old. 



POH, DERMOT! GO ALONG WITH YOUR 

GOSTER. 

PoH, Dermot ! go along with your goster. 

You might as well pray at a jig, 
Or teach an old cow pater noster. 

Or whistle Moll Hoe to a pig! 
Arrah, child ! do you think I'm a blockhead. 

And not the right son of my motlier. 
To put nothing at all in one pocket. 

And not half so much in the other ^ 
Poh, Dermot! etc. 

Any thing else I can do for you, 

Keadh millc faltha, and welcome. 
Put up an ave or two for you, 

Fear'd that you 'd ever to hell colbe. 
If you confess you 're a rogue, 

I will turn a deaf ear, and not care for*t; 
Bid you put pease in your brogue. 

But just tip you a hint to go barefoot. 
Then get along with, etc. 

If yoti *vc the whiskey in play. 

To oblige you, I'll come take a smack of it; 
Stay with you all night and tlay. 

Ay, and tueiity-foiir hours to the back of it. 
Oh ! whiskey '» a papist, God save it! 

The l>eads are u|>on it completely; 
But I think before ever we'd leave it. 

We'd make it a heretic neatly. 
Tliey get along with, etc. 

If you're afear'd of a Bansliee, 

Or Lcprochauns are not so civil, dear, 
Ix-'t F.itlier Luke show his paunch, he 

Will frighten tliem all to Uie devil, dear. 
It's I that can hunt them like ferrets. 

And lay them without any fear, gra ; 
But for >^hi»key, and thai H>rt of spirits. 

Why them— I would ratlier lay here, • gra. 
Then get along with, etc. 

SEND THE BOWL ROIND MERRILY. 

Sbmo tile Ih>w1 round inerrily, 

Liui;liing, &lni;ing, drinking; 
Toast It, io.ist it clKvrily — 

Here's to the di*vil with thinking! 



* PaUiBf hi* kasU tm hi* |Mitii«k. 
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Oh ! for the round of pleasure, 
With sweedy-ftmiling laaset— 

Glaates o'erflowiog their measure, 
With hearts as full as our glasses. 

Send the bowl round merrily, 
Laughing, singing, drinking; 

Toast it, toast it cheerily — 

Here s to the devil with thinking! 

Once I met with a funny lass, 

Oh ! I loTed her dearly ! 
Left for her my bonny glass — 

Faith ! 1 died for her — nearly. 
But she proved damn'd uncivil. 

And thought to peck like a hen, sir; 
So I pitch'd the jade to the devil. 

And took to my glass again, sir. 
Then send Uie bowl, etc. 

Now I'm tum'd a rover, 

In love with every petticoat ; 
No matter whom it may cover. 

Or whether it 's Jenny's or Betty^s coat : 
And, if the girls can put up 

With any good thing in pieces, 
My heart 1 '11 certainly cut up. 

And share it with all young misses. 
Then send the bowl, etc. 

A bumper round to (he pretty ones ! 

Here's to the girl with the blue eyes ! 
Here's to her with the Jetty ones. 

Where the languishing dew lies! 
Could all such hours as this is 

Be summ'd in one litde measure, 
1 'd live a short life of blisses. 

And die in a surfeit of pleasure ! 
Then send the bowl, etc. 



THE DAY OF LOVE. 

The beam of morning trembling 
Stole o'er tlic mountain brook. 

With timid ray resembling 
Affection's early look. 
Thus love begins — sweet morn of love ! 

The noon-tide ray ascended. 
And o'er the valley stream 
Diffused a glow as splendid 
As passion's riper dream. 
Thus love expands — warm noon of love! 

But evening came, o'ershading 

The glories of the sky. 
Like foith and fondness fading 

From Passion's alter'd eye. 
Thus love declines — cold eve of love! 



THE PROBABILITY. 

Mt heart is united to Chloe's for ever. 
No time shall the link of their tenderness sever; 
And, if Love be the parent of joy and of pleasure. 
Sure Chloe and I shall be blest beyond measure. 



Gome, tdi me, my girl, whaf t die sweetett of bfisieiT 

• I 'II show yoa* she cries, andshe gives me ewatf kiaei; 
Ah, Go' ! if that langnishiog eye's not a tnittir. 

It tells me you know oi a bU» that it gTcatec. 

« Indeed and I do not;* — thm softly she blushes, 
And her bosom the warm tint of modesty flushes— 

• I'm sure if I knew it, 1 'd certainly show it; 

But, Damon, now Damon, dear, may be you know it!* 



THE SONG OF WAR. 

Tat song of war shall echo through our mountsias, 
Till not one hateful link remaina 
Of slavery's lingering chains — 
Till not one tyrant tread our plains^ 

Nor traitor lip pollute our fbuotains. 
No ! never till that glorious day 
Shall Lusitania's sons be gay. 
Or hear, oh Peacfe! thy wdcome lay 

Resounding through her sonny moanfiaias. 

The song of war shall echo duongh oar moontsias, 
Till Victory's self shall, smiliag, say, 

« Your cloud of foes hath pass'd away. 
And Freedom -comes with new-born ray. 

To gild your vines and light your feontaiiis.* 
Oh ! never till that ^orious day 
Shall Lusitania's sons be gay, 
Or hear, oh Peace! thy welcmne lay 

Resoimding through her sunny monnlains. 



THE TABLET OF LOVE. 

You bid me be happy, and bid me adien — 
Can happiness live wlien absent from you ? 
Will sleep on my eyelids e'er sweedy alight, 
Wlien greeted no more by a tender good night! 
Ob, never ! for deep is die record en^rined ! 
Thy look and thy voice will survive in my mind : 
Tliough age may the treasures of memory remove, 
Unfading shall flourish the Tablet of Lore. 

Through life's winding valley — in anguish, in rest; 
Exalted in joy, or by sorrow depress'd — 
From its place in the mirror that lies on my heart, 
Thine image shall never one moment depart 
When time, life, and all that poor mortals hold desr. 
Like visions, like dreams, shall at last disappear ; 
Though raised among seraphs to realms above, 
Unfading shall flourish the Tablet of Love. 



THE YOUNG ROSE. 

Tbb young rose which I give thee, so dewy and bright, 
Was the ilow'ret most dear to the sweet bird of night, 
Who oft by the moon o'er her blushes hath hung. 
And thrill'd every leaf with the wild lay he sung. 

Oh ! take thou this young rose, and let her life be 
Prolong'd by the breath slie will borrow from thee! 
For, while o'er her bosom thy soft notes shall thrill, 
She '11 think the sweet nighubird is courdng her stilL 
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HEN IN LANGUOR SLEEPS THE HEART. 

Wasx in languor sleeps the heart, 
Lore can wake it nHth hu dart; 
When the mind is dull and dark. 
Lore can light it with his spark. 

Come, oh ! come then, let us haste, 
All the hiiss of love to taste; 
Let us love both night and day, 
Let OS love our lires away ! 

And for hearts from loving free 
(If indeed such hearts there be), 
Blay they ne'er the rapture prove 
Of the smile from lips we love. 



WHEN 'MIDST THE GAT I MEET. 

Whim 'midst the gay I meet 

That blessed smile of thine, 
Though still on me it turns most sweet, 

1 scarce can call it mine: 
But when to me alone 

Tour secret tears you show, 
Oh I then I feel those tears my own, 

And claim them as they flow. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

Tlie gay, the cold, the free; 
Give smiles to tlioee who love yoa lets, 

But keep your tears for me. 

The snow on Jura's steep 

Can smile with many a beam, 
Tet still in chains of coldness sleqp, 

How bright soe'er it seem. 
But, when some deep-felt ray. 

Whose touch is fire, appean, 
Oh ! then the smile is warm'd avray, 

And, melting, turns to tears. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, tlie free; 
Give smiles to those who love yoa less. 

But keep your tears for me. 



WHEN TWIUGHT DEWS. 

WiBM twilight dews are Mling soft 

Upon the rosy sea, love ! 
1 watch the star, whose beam so oft 

Has lighted me to thee, love! 
And thou too, on that orb so clear. 

Ah ! dost thou gaze at even. 
And think, though lost for ever here. 

Thou 'It yet be mine in heaven? 

There's not a garden walk 1 tread, 

There 's not a flower I see, love! 
But brings to mind some hope that's fled. 

Some joy I 've lost with thee, love ! 
And still I wish that hour was near. 

When, friends and foes forgiven. 
The pains, the ills we've wept through liere, 

May tarn lo smiki in heaven 1 



Wn.L TOU COME TO THE ROWER? 

Will you come to the bower I have shaded for yoa T 
Our bed shall be roses all spangled with dew. 
Will you, will you, will you, will 3poa 
Come to the bower? 

There, under the bover, on roses yon 'U lie. 
With a blush on your cheek, but a smile in your eye. 
Will you, will you, will yon, will yoa 
Smile my beloved? 

But the.roses we press shall not rival your lip, 
Nor the dew be so sweet as the kisses we 'U sip. 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Kiu me, my love ! 

And oh ! for the joys that arc sweeter than dew 
From bnguisliing roses, or kisses from you. 
Will you, will you, will you, will you. 
Won't you, my love ? 



YOUNG JESSICA. 

YouNO Jessica sat all the day, 

In love-dreams Kinguishingly pining, 
lier needle bright neglected lay. 

Like truant gcniun idly shining. 
Jessy, 't is in idle hearu 

That love and mischief are most nimble ; 
The safest shield against the darts 

Of Cupid, is ftnerra's thimble. 

A child who with a magnet play'd. 

And knew its winning ways so wily. 
The magnet near the needle laid. 

And laughing said, • We 'II steal it slily.» 
The needle, having nought to do. 

Was pleased to let the magnet wheedle. 
Till closer still tlie tempter drew, 

And off, at lengili, eloped the needle. 

Now, had this needle tum'd its eye 

To some gay Ridicule's construction. 
It ne'er had stray'd from duty's tie. 

Nor felt a magnet*s sly seduction. 
Girls, would you keep tranquil hearts. 

Your snoMry fingers muu be nimble ; 
The safest shield against the darts 

Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 



THE RABBINICAL ORIGIN OF WOMEN. 

Tarr tell us that Woman was made of a rib 
Just pick'd from a comer ito sung in the side; 

But the Rabbins swear to you this is a fib. 
And 't was not so at all that the sex was sap|4ied. 
Derry down, down, down deny down. 

For old Adam was fashion'd, the first of his kind. 
With a tail like a monkey, full yard and a span , 

And when Nature cut off this appendage behind, 
Why — then woman was made of the tail of the Man, 
Derry down, down, down dcrry down. 
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If such i$ the tie between women and men, 

The ninny who weds is a pitiful elf; 
For he takes to his tail, like an idiot, again. 

And makes a most damnable ape of himself! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Yet, if we may judge as the fiishions prevail. 
Every husband remembers the original plan, 

And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 
Why — he leaves her behind him as much as he can. 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 



FAREWELL, BESSY! 

SwBBTiST love! I Ml not forget thc«, 

Time shall only teach my heart 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee, 
Lovely, gentle as thou art! 
Farewell, Befisy ! 
We may meet again. 

Yes, oh yes ! again we meet, love ! 

And repose our hearts at last ; 

Oh, sure 't will tlien be sweet, love! 

Calm to think on sorrows past 

Farewell, Bessy! 

We may meet again. 

Yet I feel my heart is breaking 

When I think I stray from |^ee, 
Bound the world that quiet seeking 
Which I fear is not for me. 
Farewell, Bessy ! 
We may meet again. 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom — 

Can it, dearest! must it be? 
Thou within an hour shalt lose him, 
lie for ever loses thee! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 
Yet oh ! not for ever. 



TO-DAY, DEARF^T! IS OURS. 

To-DAT, dearest ! is ours ; 

Why should Love carelessly lose it? 
This life shines or lowers 

Just as we, weak mortals, use it. 
"T is time enough, when its flowers decay, 

To think of the thorns of Sorrow; 
And Joy, if left on the stem to-day. 

Hay wither before to-morrow. 

Then why, dearest ! so long 

Let the sweet moments fly over? 
Though now, blooming and young, 

Thou hast me devoutly thy lover. 
Yet time from both, in his silent lapse. 

Some treasure may steal or borrow; 
Thy charms may be less in bloom, pexiiaps, 

Or I less in love to-morrow. 



WHEN ON THE UP THE SIGH DELAl 

Whbn on the lip the sigh delays, 

As if 't would linger tb^re fbr ever; 
When eyes would give the world to gaae. 

Yet still look down, and venture never; 
When, tliough with fairest nymphs we rove. 

There 's one we dream of more than any— 
If all this is not real love, 

'T is sometliing wondrous like it, Fanny! 

To think and ponder, when apart. 

On all we 've got to say at meeting ; 
And yet when near, witli heart to heart. 

Sit mute, and listen to their beating : 
To see but one bright object move, 

The only moon, where stars are many— 
If all tliis is not downright love, 

1 prithee say what is, my Fanny ! 

When Hope foretels the brightest, best. 

Though Reason bn the darkest reckons; 
When Passion drives us to tlie west. 

Though Prudence to the eastward beekoo* 
When all turns round, below, above. 

And our own heads tlie most of any — 
If this is not stark, staring love. 

Then you and I are sages, Fanny. 



UERF>, TAKE MY HEART. 

IlasB, take my heart, *t will be safe in thy keepinf 
While I go wandering o'er land and o'er sea; 

Smiling or sorrowing, waking or sleeping. 
What need I care, so my heart is with thee 7 

If, in the race we are destined to run, love. 
They who have light hearts the happiest be — 

Happier still must he they who have none, love, 
And that will be my case when mine is with lb* 

No matter where I may now he a rover. 
No matter how many bright eyes 1 see; 

Should Venus' self come and ask me to love her, 
I d tell her I could not — my heart b with thee! 

There let it lie, growing fonder and fonder — 
And should Dame Fortune turn truant to me, 

Why, — let her go — I 've a treasure beyond her, 
As long as my heart *s out at interest with thee ! 



Oil ! CALL IT BY SOME BETTER NAM 

Oh ! call it by some better name, 

For Friendship is too cold, 
And Love is now n worldly flame, 

Whose shrine must be of gold ; 
And passion, like the sun at noon. 

That burns o'er all he sees. 
Awhile us warm, will set as soon, — 

Oh ! call it none of these. 

Imagine something purer fnr, 

Store free from stain of clay, 
Than Friendship. Love, or Passion are. 

Yet human still as they : 
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love like thi«f 
can frame, 
hat il i», 
at name ! 



UNDED HEART I 

earl! 

-art, farewell ! 

f, 

: 1% conic; 

each tliy home, 

cart, farfwell ! 

Hjl in breaking 

ill bo, 

idly course of aching;, 

n lo thee — 

or breaking heart, farewell ! 

• 

heart, 

irt, farewell ! 

g is o'er, 

lileed no more, 

irt, farewell I 

It (lying, 

fteKirifi- is jmrI, 

ore thus early lying, 

peace at last — j 

>r broken heart, farewell ! 



OKKN FLOWER! 

hat art can now recover thee? 

that fell thy ro«y breath— 

; »un-heains *cek 

hat faded cheek ! 

tiat on.f like halm fell over thee, 

3 weep thy early death 1 

lose lover hath forsaken her; 
ins, as lone and loftt as lliou, 
f smiles of all 
M-ams round her fall — 
uld from death awaken her, 
jone lo oihcre now. 

KTFY ROSE-TREE. 

flew to the grove, 
^ of the fairest ; 

tree, thou my mistress slialt be, 
ul that thou hear»*st. 
of this world are hollow, 
smiles we follow; 
ill iheir witcheries pall, 
to (Iv to : 

'c. thou my mistress shalt be, 
ow I shall sigh lo.» 

lie of thy eh«-ek through the dew 
fully |Hvping, 

viv (as 1 brush them away), 
(» ait in this we«'ping.» 

shoiildsl die to-morrow. 
From pain or sorrow, 



And the thorns of thy stem are not like them 
With which hearU woimd each other : 

So, my pretty Roie-tne, thou my miatreM shalt be, 
And I 'U ne'er a^ain sigh to another. 



THE EAST INDIAN. 

Comb May, with all thy flowers. 

Thy sweet1y-«cented thorn, 
Thy cooling evening showers, 

Thy fragrant breath at mom : 
When May-flies haunt the willow, 

When May-buds tempt the bee, 
Then o'er the shining billow 

My love will come to me. 

From Eastern Isles slie s winging 

Through wat'ry wilds her way. 
And on her check is bringing 

The bright sun's orient ray : 
Oh ! come and court her hither, 

Ye broeics mild and warm — 
One winler^s gale would wither 

So soft, so pure a form. 

The fields where she was straying 

Are blest with endless light, 
With zephyrs always playing 

Through gardens always bright. 
Then now, oh May ! be sweeter 

Tlian e*er thou 'st been lM.fore; 
Let sigli* from roses meet her 

When she comes near our shore. 



SHINE OUT, STARS! 

SaiMB out. Stars! let Heaven assemble 

Round us every festal ray, 
Lights tliaf move not, lights that tremble, 

All to grace this eve of May. 
Let tlie flower-beds all lie waking. 

And the odours shut up there, 
From their downy prisons briviking. 

Fly abroad through sea and air. 

And would Ixive too bring his sweetness, 

With our other joys to weave. 
Oh, what glory, wliat roinplelrness, 

Tlien would crown this bright May eve ! 
Sliine out. Stars! let night assemble 

Round us every festal ray, 
LighU that move not, lights tlut tremble, 

To adorn thu eve of May. 



THE TOUXG MULETl-lERS OF GRENADA. 

Oi ! the joys of our evening posada. 

When, resting at close of the day. 
We, young Muletiwrs of linm.ida. 

Sit and sing the List siinshinr away! 
So blithe, that even the slumbers 

Which hung around u^ seem gone, 
Till tiK' lutes M>ft drowsy numbers 

Again beguile tliem on. 
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Then, as each to his faTourite sultana 

In sleep is still breathing the sigh. 
The name of some black-eyed Tirana 

Half breaks ^m our lips as we fie.- 
Then, with morning's rosy twinkle, 

Again we 're up and gone — 
While tlie mule-bell's drowsy tinkle 

Beguiles the rough way on. 



TELL HER, OH TELL HER. 

Tbll her, oh tell her, tlie lute she left lying 
Beneath the green arbour, is still lying there ; 

Breexes, like lovers, around it are sighing, 
But not a soft whisper replies to theif prayer. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the tree that, in going. 
Beside the green arbour she playfully set. 

Lovely as ever is blushing and blowing, 
And not a bright leaflet has fallen from it yet 

So while away from that arbour forsaken. 
The maiden is wandering, oh ! let her be 

True as the lute that no sighing can waken. 
And blooming for ever unchanged as the tree! 



NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 

NiOHTS of music, nights o£ loving. 

Lost too soon, remember'd long. 
When we went by moon-light roving, 

Hearts all love and lips all song. 
When this foithful lute recorded 

All my spirit felt to thee, 
And that smile the song rewarded. 

Worth whole years of fame to me! 

Mights of song, and nights of splendour, 
Fill'd.willi joys too sweet to last — 

Joys that, like your star-light tender. 
While they shone, no shadow cast: 



Though all other happy hours 
From my Ming memory fly. 

Of that star-light, of those bowen, 
Not a beam, a leaf, shall die! 



OUR FIRST TOUNG LOVE. 

OuK first young love resembles 

That short but brilliant ray. 
Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles 

Through April's earliest day. 
Mo, no — all life before us, 

Howc'cr its lights may play. 
Can shed no lustre o'er us 

Like that first April ray. 

Our summer sun may squander 

A blaze serencr, grander. 
Our autumn beam may, like a dream 

Of heaven, die calm away : 
But no — let life before us 

Bring all the light it may, 
*T will shed no luftre o'er us 

Like that first trembling ray. 



SONG. 

I 'tb roam*d;dirough many a weary round 

I 've wander'd east and west; 
Pleasure in every clime I've found, 

But sought in vain for rest. 

While glory sighs for other spheres, 

I feel that one 's too wide, 
And think the home which love endears 

Worth all the worid beside. 

The needle thus too rudely moved. 

Wanders unconscious where ; 
Till having found the place it loved. 

It, trembling, settles there. 



Mi»teHan$om ^em». 



A MELOLOGUE 



CPOIC NATIONAL MUSIC. 



Thbsb verses were written for a Benefit at the Dublin 
Theatre, and were spoken by Miss Smith, with a degree 
of success, which they owed solely to her admirable 
manner of reciting them. I wrote them in haste ; and 
it very rarely happens that poetry, which has cost but 
little labour to the writer, is productive of any great 
pleasure to the reader. Under this impression, I should 
not have published them if they had not found their 
way into some of the newspapers, with such an addition 
of errors to their own original stock, that I thought it 
but fair to limit their responsibility to thMe faults alone 
which really belong to them. 



With respect to the title which I have inveDlM 
Poem, I feel even more than the scruples of the I 
Tiberius, when he humbly asked pardon of the 
senate for using • the oudandish term motlofol 
the truth is, having written the Poem with the i 
of serving a Benefit, I thought that an nnini 
word of this kind would not be without its a 
for tlie multitude, with whom, « if 't is not 
least *t is Greek. » To some of my readers, ho 
may not be superfluous to say, that, by « Held 
mean that mixture of recitation and music, i 
frequently adopted in the performance of Colli 
on the Passions, and of which the most strikin 
pie I can remember is the prophetic speech of 
the Athalie of Racine. 

T. 
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ithet a Ungiuge, known and felt 

le pore air spreads its liring tone; 

ra|pe can rouse, or pity melt, 

igua^ of the soul is felt and known. 

m those meridian plains, 

( oft, of old, on some high tower, 

;ruTian pour'd his midnight strains, 

his distant love with such sweet power, 

when she heard the lonely lay, 

( could keep her from his arms away ; « 

i bleak climes of polar night, 

e, beneath a sunless sky, 

3d loTer bids his rein-deer fly, 

along the lengthenmg waste of snow, 

the as if the blessed light 

Phcpbus burn'd upon his brow, 

Qsic ! thy celestial claim 

I resisuless, still the same ; 

faithful as the mighty sea 

tale star that o'er its realm presides, 

rbe spell-bound tides 

passion rise and fall for thee ! 

Greek Mr. 

't tt a Grecian maid that sings, 
;, from llyssus' silvery springs, 
ws the cool lymph in her graceful urn ; 
T side, in music's charm dissolving, 
iot youth, the glorious past revolving, 
of bright days that never can return ! 
1 Athens nursed her olive-bough, 
th hands by tyrant power unchain'd, 
braided for the muses' brow 
irreath by tyrant touch unstain'd. 
1 heroes trod each classic field 
lere coward feet now fointly falter ; 
1 every arm was Freedom's shield, 
d every heart was Freedom's altar ! 

Flourish of Trumpet. 

rk I *t is the sound that charms 
e war-steed's wakening ears ! — 
ny a mother folds her arms 
r boy-soldier when that call she hears ; 
though her fond heart sink with fears, 
>ud to feel his young pulse bound 
valour's fever at the sound ! 
from his native hills afur 
■ude Helvetian flies to war; 
ess for what, for whom he fights, 
lave or despot, wrongs or rights; 
conqueror oft — a hero never — 
svish of his life-blood still, 
*t were like his mountain rill, 
Kad gttsb'd for ever ! 

Insic ! here, even here, 

tus thoughtless, wild career, 

laJa l^aaUrd. oa« bIbIii Ute, m*x •■ Indlaa wo«sb la 
•f CoKCD, aMl woald bare ukea l>«r u> hU booM. b«l ak* 
Foff Cod'i Mk*. Sir. Ifli me 8© : foe that pipe, wkick yo« 
Iot umtr, ealU mr m\A gwat pauioa, and I cumt rr- 
■•Ma : for love ooaatraiaa ■■•> to go, ikat 1 asy b« kla 
M ay kaabaad.' —GittlmtM d4 U Vi^m, la Sir Paal 
laalatioa. 



Thy soul-felt charm asserts its wondrous power. 

There is an air, which oft among the rocks 
Of his own loved land, at evening hour. 

Is heard, when shepherds homeward'pipe'thetr flocks; 
Oh ! every note of it vrauld thrill his mind 

With tenderest thoughts — would^bring around his 
knees 
The rosy children whom he left behind. 
And fill each little angel eye 
With speaking tears, that ask him why 

He wander'd from his hut for scenes like these! 
Vain, vain is then the trumpet's braxen roar ; 

Sweet notes of home — of love — are all he hears ; 
And the stem eyes, that look'd for blood before. 

Now melting, ;noumful, lose themselves in tears ! 

Syoiss Air — • Ram des Faches.n 

But, waJie the trumpet's blast again, 
And rouse the ranks of warrior-men ! 
Oh War ! when Truth thy arm employs. 
And Freedom's spirit guides the labouring storm, 
T is then thy vengeance takes a hallow'd form. 

And, like Heaven's lightning, sacredly destroys! 
Nor, Music! through thy breathing sphere. 
Lives there a sound more grateful to the ear 
Of Him who made all harmony. 
Than the bless'd sound of fetters breaking, 
And the first hymn that man, awaking 
From Slavery's slumber, breathes to Liberty I 

Spanish Chorus, 

Hark! from Spain, indignant Spain, 
Burst the bold, enthusiast strain. 
Like morning's music on tlie air ! 
And seems, in every note, to swear 
By Saragossa's ruin'd streets. 

By brave Gerona's dcaihful story, 
That, while one Spaniard's lifo-blood beats. 

That blood shall stain the conqueror's glory! 

Spanish Air — • Ta Desperto.* 

But ah ! if vain the patriot's xeal. 
If neither valour's force, nor wisdom's light 

Can break or melt that blood-cemenled seal 
Which shuts so close tlie book of Europe's right — 
What song sliall then in sadness tell 

Of broken pride, of prospects shaded. 
Of buried hopes, remembered well. 

Of ardour qucnch'd, and honour Med? 
What Mua« shall mourn the breathless brave, 

In sweetest dirge at Memory's shrine? 
What harp shall sigh o'er Freedom's grave? 
Oh Erin! thine! 



UNES 

On the Death of Mr 

In the dirge we sung o'er him no censure was heard, 
Ilnemhitlerd and free did the tear-drop descend; 

We forgot in that hour how the statesman had err'd. 
And wept, for the husband, the father, and friend. 




()h ! prouJ mM the meed his iolcgrity won, 

And generous indeed were the tears tliat we shed. 

When in grief we fbrgol all the ill lie had done. 

And, though wrong'd by him living, bewail'd him 
when dead. 

Kvcn now, if one harsher emotion intnide, 
T is to wish he had chosen some lowlier state — 

Had known what he was, and, content to he good, 
llad ne'er, for our ruin, aspired to be $reat. 

S«i, left through their own little orbit to move. 
His years might have rolIM iuoffeusiroawjy; 

His childix'n might still have lK*en bU'sft'd with his love. 
And KngUnd would ne'er liave Uvn cuned with his 
sway. 

Oh tkt IWiith 0/.SA rsl'N. 
IViit«>l|illmi |iUt*Mt«M> TlrU.— IIOR. 

Yds, gni'f will liavft way —hul the fasl-falling tear 
tSliiill \w niuigh'^l >^>ih diH>p owmtions on those 

Wlioi'ould hdnK ill ihal N)Mii('snii>ridi.iu career, 
And yol ItHivo it thus htm>ly and dark ut its close:— 

\VhtMi* vAuity How round him only while M 
Hy till* ihloui' hm ftuuc iu iln suuimcr-timc gii\c; 

\Vhostt VMUily uo\^, with ipiick s^vut for the dc.td, 
l.iko thi* gholo of the Ka«t,\smu'» lo fivd at his grive! 

Oh * ll si«-kcn« ihc hi'ait los>v luviiunssit hollow 
\ud «p»MU M« miMU \\\ the (:ival and hi^jh-lHtrn; 

'IV tluuK x^h.U .\ Io0(; \\iw itf lilK-s may lolUm 

X\\\* \\\\\* «»! Iiiui \\)i«« di«\l l'ii«'u«IU-M and lorn! 

lloM^ pi^md lhc\ can p«v«* lo tho funeral array 
tU lUK whout llicN «huuuM IU hi» Airkui'M And »or^ 

Hi»« huhn«ma> *.»re h»x l.iM MiuKct ti»Hlay. 

NVh««««- )v.dl %hall W held up hy uohK^ to-morrow! 

\ud ihi>u, !««««, wluui' lit\\ a «i«'k t'pi«-ut>''» dnMin, 
liitohtU'Ut .iu«) (;!«««<•. «'^eu (;i«^v«i'V had |M«A*d, 

N\%ie 11 ii«t| t«u ihtl ««Mdid .iiiil «i«Mil |',ixui(; Immiii 
NMiu ll hta tihiitUliip and \^ii oVi iii\ nothingness 
<akl 



« Was this, then, the fate* — future ages will lay. 
When soin« names shall live but iu htatory^t cane; 

When Truth will be heard, and thew lords of a diy 
Be forgotten as fools, or remembered as 



Nil. uol ht| ihti wi'alih of the laii«l ih it MipplieK thee 
NN nil iuilluiu>i lo heap upon |op|H*i>\ »hniic;— 

No, not toi lht> lit lifi ot all \%lio dopiM< ilitv, 

nioii||h lliiM vsoiild iiiako laiu>iH»'ii >%liolc opulence 
uiiue , 

Would I ■iift>>r >vlial exMi iu lliolii\irt that llioii hast^ 

All iiit'.iii a« ll \t uiii>il li.i\e roiivioii>ly liurn'd, 
Wlieu ihc pillaiit-e, >^lii«li kiiaiiir had wiiiiig from thee 
al laal, 
Anil uhii'li louiid all his wants at an end, was nv 
luiuM ! • 

' Th# lum MM* i«i« littmlrrtl |Niunil«— ••j./V-in/ nh(>n Sh-r-<Un ronid 
BO longor lake anj •u*l»niin(>r, an*! dwlincd, for him, by kU 
friend*. 



• Was this, then, the fate of that high-gifited man. 

The pride of the palace, the bower, and the hail, 
Tlie orator— dramatist— minstrel, — ^who ran 
Through each mode of die lyre, and was master of 
all! 

« Whose mind was an easence, compounded with art 
From the finest and best of all other men's po«-er>— 

Who ruled, like a wisard, the world of the heart, 
And could call up its sunshine, or bring down in 
sho.wers ! 

• Whose humour, as gay as the fire-fly*s light, 

Play'd round every subject, and shone as it played- 
Whose wit, in the combat, as gentle as briglit. 
Ne'er carried a heart-stain away on its blade ;— 

« Whose eloquence— bright'ning whatever it tried, 
Whether reason or fancy, tlie gay or the grave- 
Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide 
As ever bore Freedom aloft on its wave!" 

Yes— such was the man, and so wretched his fate,— 
And thus, sooner or later, shall all have to grieve. 

Who waste tlieir mom's dew in the beams of the Great. > 
And expect 't will return to refresh tliem at eve! 

In the woo<Is of tlie North there are insects that prey 
On the brain of the elk till his very last sigh ,-i 

Oh, (icnius ! thy patrons, more cruel than they, 
Firet feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die! 



UNES 

WRITTEN ON ■EARING TOKT TOE AUSTRIANS IAD BimiSI 

NAPLES. 



Oirl€ms Notaii 1 



Ay — down to the dust with them, slaves as they aro— 
From thi-* hour, let the blood in their dastardly \iitis, 

Thai shrunk at the Grst touch of Liberty's war, 
IW surk'd out by tyrants, or stagnate in chains! 

On, on, like a cloud, through their beautiful vales, 
Ye locusts of tyranny, blasting tliem o'er — 

Fill, fill up their wide sunny waters, ye sails 

From each slave-mart of Europe, and poison tlwir , 
shore ! | 

I*et their fate Ikj a mock-word— let men of all lands 
Liugh out, with a scorn that shall ring to the poles. ■ 

When each sword that the cowards let fall from ibeir 
haiiiU 
Shall 1*0 for);ed into fellers to enter their souU! 



' XainraliMt hare ol>sorTr«i that, npoa ditMvtIag as elk. 
were foaad in iu hi>ail tunK^ Ltry,- flicA, nith lu bnila alaoM 
away l.y ibea. -Utnorg of Poiam/. 
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A more deep as ilic iron U driven, 

.! may the wliet of their agony be, 

I the damn'd haply think of that heaven 

once in their reach — lliat they might have 

m free! 

le, when there was not a boaom, whose heaC 

o'er the zno of '» heart, 

t, like echo, your war-hymn repeat, 

all its prayers with your liberty's start — 

ivorld stood in hope — ^when a spirit, thai 

Mthed 

air of the olden tin(l% whispei'd about, 

mis of all Italy, half-way unsheathed, 

i one conquering cry to flash out ! 

id you, the shades of your mighty in fame, 
ind Petrarchs, secm'd bursting to view, 
words and their warnings — like tongnes of 
ight flame 
dom's apostles — fell kindling on you ! 

that in such a proud moment of life, 

e history of ages — when, had you but hurf d 

your bloody invader, that strife 

Freemen and tyrants had spread through the 

Hd— 

-oh disgrace upon manhood ! even then, 
lid falter, diould cling to your pitiful breath, 

into beasts, when you might have stood 

«r the slaveys life of damnation to death ! 

;— it is dreadful; — shout, tyranny, shout, 
your dungeons and palaces, ■ Freedom is 
er!.— 

gcrs one spark of her light, tread it out, 
im to your empire of darkness once more. 

1 are the braggarts that claim to be free, 
espot of Russia, thy feet let me kiss — 

to live the brute bondman of thee, 
sully even chains by a struggle like this! 
u, iSii. 



INSURRECTION OF THE PAPERS. 

A DSEAM. 



> iwponIM* for His Royal HlfhMM M dUMgag* kli 
ilaiiag ^il« of |»«|wr* tiMl ■■eoipSMsi h. • 



night I toss'd and tum'd in bed, 
ould not sleep — at length I said, 
think of Viscount C-stl-s — ci, 
)# his speeches — that s the way.* 
lo it was, for instantly 
•t as sound as sound could be ; 
then 1 dream'd — oh, frightful dream ! 
LI has no such theme ; 

never wrote or borrowd 

horror half so horrid ! 



Methought the P e, in whisker'd slate. 

Before me at his breakfast sate : 

On one side lay unread petitions. 

On *t other, hints from five physicians — 

Here tradesmen's bills, official papers, 

Notes from my Lady, drams for vapours — 

There plans of saddles, tea and toast, 

DeatlMNrarrants and the Morning Post. 

When lo '. the Papers, one and all, 

As if at some magician's call. 

Began to flutter of themsdves 

From desk and table, floor and shelves. 

And, cutting each some different capers, 

Advanced — oh Jacobinic pspers ! — 

As though they said, « Our sole design is 

To suffocate his Royal Highness!* 

The leader of this vile sedition 

Wm a huge Catholic Petition : 

With grievances so full and heavy. 

It threaten'd worst of all the bevy. 

Then Gommon-Hall Addresses came 

In swaggering sheets, and took their aim 

Right at the Rhi-nt's well-dress'd head. 

As if deUrwumed to be read ! 

Next Tradesmen's Bills began to fly — 

And tradesmen's bills, we know, mount high; 

Nay even death-warrants thoaght they 'd best 

Be lively too and join the resL 

But oh ! — the basest of defections! 
His letter about ■ predilections* — 
His own dear letter, void of grace, 
Now flew up in its parent's fire! 
Shock'd with this breach of filial duty. 
He just could murmur, ■ Et tu BruU!* 
Then sunk, subdued, upon the floor, 
At Fox's bust, to rise no more! 

I vraked — and pray'd, witfi lifted hand, 
• Oh ! never may this dream prove true ; 

Though paper overwhelms the land. 
Let it not crusli the Sovereign loo!* 

PARODY OF A CELEBRATED LETTER. 

At length, dearest Fbxddt, the moment is nigh. 
When, with P-ac-v-L*s leave, I may throw my chains by; 
And, as lime now is precious, the first thing I do 
Is to sit down and vrrite a wise letter to you. 






I 



I meant before now to have sent yon this letter. 
But Y-SM^Ti and I thought perhaps 't vronid be better 
To wait till the Irish affisirs were decided — 
Tkmt is, till both houses had proaed and divided. 
With all due appearance of thought and digestion — 
For though il-a-rr-so House had long settled the ques- 
tion, 
I thought it but decent, between me and you, 
Tliat the two odber houses should settle it loo. 

46 
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I need not remind you how cursedly bad 

Our affairs were all looking when Father went mad ; 

A strait- waistcoat on him, and restrictions on mc, — 

A more limited monarchy could not well be. 

I was call'd upon then, in that moment of puzzle* 

To chuse my own minister— just as they muzzle 

A playful young bear, and llien mock his disaster 

By bidding him chuse out his own dancing-master. 

I thought the be^t way, as a dutiful son, 

Was to do as old Royal ly's self would have done. 

So I sent word to say I would keep the whole batch in, 

The same chest of tools, without cleansing or patching— 

For tools of this kind, like Martinus's sconce,* 

Would lose all iheir beauty if purified once; 

And think — only think — if our Father should find. 

Upon graciously coming again to his mind, 

That improvement had spoil'd any favourite adviser — 

Tlial R-sB was grown honest, or W-stm-rki^nd wiser — 

That R-D-R was, even by one twinkle, the brighter— 

Or L-v-a-p — l's si)ceches but half a {>ound lighter — 

What a shock to his old royal heart it would be ! 

No! — far were such dreams of improvement from me, 

And it pleased mcto find at the house where, you know, 

There 's such good mutton-cutlets and strong curaroa,' 

That the Marchioness called me a dutjous old boy. 

And my Y-rm-th's red whiskers grew redder for joy ! 

You know, my dear Freddy, how oft, if I wouldf 

By the law of last Sessions, I might have done good. 

I might have withheld these political noodles 

From knocking their heads against hot Yankee Doodles ; 

I might have told Ireland I pitied her lot, 

Might have soothed her witli hope — but you know I did 

not. 
And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old fellows 
Should not, on recovering, have cause to be jealous. 
But find that, while he has been laid on the shelf. 
We 've been all of us nearly as mad as himself. 
You smile at my hopes, but the doctors and I 
Are the last that can think the K-ng ever will die ! 
A new era *s arrived — though you 'd hardly believe it — 
And all things, of cofirse, must be new to receive it. 
New villas, new fetes (which even Waitrman attends) — 
New saddles, new helmets, and — why not new friends? 



I repeat it ■ new friends» — for I cannot describe 

The delight I am in with tliis P-rc-v-l tribe. 

Such capering — ^such vapouring! — such rigour — such 

vigour ! 
North, South, F^ast, and West, they have cut such a 

fi(^re. 
That soon they will bring the whole world round our 

cars. 
And leave us no friends — but Old Nick and Algiers. 
When I think of the glory they 've l)cam'd(m my chains, 
T is enough quite to turn my illustrious brains; 
It *s true we are bankrupts in commerce and riches. 
But think how we furnish our Allies with breeches ! 



'TIm sotiqa* »1ii«ld of Martiaat Scriblerot, which, opon •eoarln';, 
lamed oat to be only an old •roace. 
< The letter-writer* feToarite laacheoa. 



We 've lost the warm hearts of the Irish, 'l h granted. 
But then we 've got Java, an island much wanted. 
To put the last lingering few who remain 
Of the Walcheren warriors out of their paio. ! 

Then, how Wkllim6to2I fights! and bow sqoabbltn hit 

brother ! 
For papists the one, and wiA papists the other; 
One crushing Napoleon by taking a city. 
While t' other lays waste a whole Catholic Committee.' 
Oh, deeds of renown ! sliall I boggle or flinch. 
With such prospects before me? — by Jove not an inrb. 
No — let England's affairs go to wreck if they will, 
We 'II look after the affairs of the ConCtnenf'alill, 
And, with nothing at h^pne but starvation and riot. 
Find Lisbon in bread, and keep Sicily quieL 
I am proud to declare I have no predilections, — 
My heart is a sieve, where some scatter'd affectiom 
Are just danced about for a moment or two. 
And the/ner tliey are, the more sure to nm throu*;^: 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should com 

ill 
To mortal — except (now I think on 't) Biau Br-mv-l, 
Who threatened, last year, in a auperfioe pasuon. 
To cut me, and bring the old K-ira into fiaahioo. 
This is all I can lay to my conscience at present. 
When such is my temper, so neutral, ao pleasant. 
So royally free from all trouhlcaome fieelinga, 
So little encuml>cr'd by faith in my deaUnga 
(And, that 1 'm consistent, the world will allow,— 
What I was at Newmarket, the same I am now) — 
When such are my merits (you know I hate crackiof). 
I hope, like the vender of best Patent Blacking, 
■ To meet with the generous and kind approbatioD 
Of a candid, enlightcn'd and liberal nation.* i 

By the by, ere I close this magnificent letter 

(No man except Pole could have writ you a better^. 

T would please me if those, whom I *ve humbugif'd v ] 

long 
With the notion (good men !) that I knew right frxHs 

wrong. 
Would a few of them join me^mind, only a few— 
To let too much light in on me never would do; i 

But even Grey's brightness shan't make me afniil. 
While I 've C-md-n and Evo-tt to fly to for shade; 
Nor will Uolland's clear intellect do us moch liann, 
While there 's W-stm-reltmd near him to weakra i1k 

charm. 
As for Moira's high spirit, if anght can sabdae it, 
Sure joining with H-rtp-rd and Y-rm — tb will do id 
Between R-d-r and Wh-rt-n let Sheridan sit. 
And their fogs will soon quench even SiSRiPAx'svii: 
And against all the pure public feeling tluit glows 
Even in Whitrread himself, we 're a host in G— t^i 

R-se! 
So, in sliort, if they wish to have places, they may. 
And I '11 thank you to tell all these matters to GitT. | 
Who, I doubt not, will write (as there *s no time la Iok. 
By die two-penny post, to tell Gremvillr the nem; 
Antl now, dearest Fred (though I *ve no predilectioo\ 
Believe me yours always with truest affectioo. 

P.S. — A copy of tliis is to P-rc-v-l going — 

Good Lord ! how St Stephen's will ring with hbcrowiBf ' 
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ANACREONTIC. 

TO A PLUMASSIBE. 

Fink and feathery artiKin! 
Be»c of Plumbtt, if you can 
\^'ilh your art so far presume, 

Make for me a P b's plume— 

Fcatlien soft and feathers rare. 
Such as suits a P 1 to wear! 

First, thou downiest of men ! 
Seek me out a fine pea- hen ; 
Such a hen, so tall and (jrand, 
As hy Juno's side mi(;ht stand. 
If there were no cocks at hand ! 
Seek her feathers, soft as down, 

Kit to shine on P b's crown ; 

If thou canst not 6nd them, stupid! 
Ask the way of Prior's Cupid. 

Ranging these in order due. 
Pluck me next an old cuckoo ; 
Emhlem of the happy fates 
Of easy, kind, comuted mates ! 
Pluck him well — he sure you do^ 
Who would n't be an old cuckoo. 
Thus to have liis plumage blets'd. 
Beaming on a r-y-l crest ? 

Braro, Plumist! — now what bird 
Slull we find for plume the third? 
You must get a l«imcd owl, 
Bbckest of black-letter fowI-~ 
Bigoi birrl that hates the light. 
Foe to all tliat 's fair ami bright ! 
Scixe his quill* (so form'd to pen 
B<M>ks lluit shun tlie search of men— 
Bookii that far from every eye. 
In « swelter d venom sleeping* lie*) 
Stick them in, between the two. 
Proud pea-hen and old cuckoo ! 

Now you have the triple feather. 
Bind the kindred stems together 
With a silken tie wh«>se hue 
(htce was brilliant buff and blue; 
Su!lii>d now — alas! how much ! — 
Only fit for Y-bm — tii*s touch. 
There — enough — lliy task is done; 

Present worthy G ob's son I 

Now beneath, in letters neat. 

Write • I tBBVB,» and all *s compU;t«. 



EXTRACTS 

rmOM TBB OIABT Or A POLITICI.IR. 

Wednesday. 
occB M-5ICI-ST-B Square took a canter just now- 
ikic old yellow chariot, and made a low bow. 
• I did, of course, thinking 't was loyal and civil, 
got such a look — oh,'t wzs black as the devil! 
- unlucky! — incog, he uas travelling ab<ittt, 
I, like a noodle, must go lind him out ! 

■. — Wlien ne»t by the old yellow chariot I ride, 
emember tlierc is nothing princely insidt*. 



Thursday. 
At Lcvoc to-day made another sad blunder — 
What can be come over me lately I wonder? 

The P B wasas cheerful as if, all his life. 

He had never been troubled with Friends or a W^ife — 
■ Fine weather,* says he — to which I, who must prate, 
Answer'd, ■ Yes, Sir, but changeable rather, of late.* 
He took it, I fear, for he look'd rather gruff, 
And handletl his new pair of whiskers so rough, 
Tliat before all the courtiers I feared they 'd come off. 
And then, Lord ! howGBBAM i would triumphantly scuff ! 

Mem. To buy for son Dickt some unguent or lotion 
To nourisli his whiskers — sure road lo promotion ! * 

Saturday. 
Last night a concert — vastly gay — 
Given by Lady C-STi.-B — en. 
9!y Lord loves music, and, we know, 
Has two strings always to his bow. 
In chusing songs, the R-c-irr named 
■ Had la heart for falsehood framed ; » 
While (gentle H-btt-bo begg'd and pray'd 
For • young I am, and sore afraid,* 

KING CRACK > AND HIS IDOLS. 
ffritten after the late Negociationfor a new U-n'Siry. 

King Cback was the best of all possible kings 

(At least so his courtiers would swear to you gladly), 

But Cbacb now ami then would do het'rodoB things, 
Aud, at last, tooklo worshipping images t»d\j. 

Some broken-down 1 0013, tliat long had been pbced 
In his Father's old Cabinet, pleased him so much 

That he knelt down and wonJiipp'd, though— such was 
his taste ! 
Tiiey were monstrous to look at and rotten to touch ! 

And these were the beautiful Gods of King Ciacb! — 
Till his people, disdaining to wonhip such things. 
Cried aloud, one and all, ■ Come, your Godshipa must 
pack — 
You will not do for lu, though you mmy do for 
Kings.it 

Then trampling the groas Idols under their feet. 

They sent Cracb a petition, beginning, • Great Cvnr! 

We are willin{; to wonhi];), but only entreat 

That you 'II find us some dccenter Godhead than 
these are.* 

• I'll try,» says King Cback— then they fumish'd him 
models 
Of better shaped Gods, but he sent them all back; 
Some were chisel I'd too fine, some liad lieads 'stead of 
n«Hldle% 
In ftliort, tlu-y were all much too godlike for Cbacb.! 

I Lneland U nni ib« oaly cMalry wImt* avHt •! Mm kiB4 Is *»• 
llred aaJ rrwanlni. . I nmemhtr.* M|» Ta**rai«r. • lo bs?« •••• 
OB« 01 ihr kin<{ of Pon.« ■ purtcrt, wlmv ■••bh-liMn mrtm to l*m^ 
tbci h« iwld tie ihca Iwhiad kU Mvk, fur «lucli r— loa k« kad a 
duabltf pratioa.* 

' One of (h<i*« «oi<>J:iaT:aa priD.t>« «lib «l»ai Saaatke aad Wkia- 
tuD trvm to iatimaielj utiaaiatrtl. If «ic k*d ib« Meaelrt of Tkolk. 
r.-ttni \.kuh Msac.Ku i>iib|mI<i1 hit liittor;, ««>»b(MiU iisJ, I dara mj, 
ib4l t.iack «a* only a Rrjrat. aad tkai lir. nrrhapt, •ar.'^cdad Ty- 
phoa. «bo (a« Wki*i«>a Mjt) m%» tWa U*t klaf of the aatcdilaviao 
' dja^i]. 



So lie look to his darling oW InoLS again/ 

And, just mending tlieir le||;t and new bronzing tlieir 
faces, 
In open d«6ance of gods and of men, 
Set the monsters op grinning once more in their 
places! 



WREATHS FOR THE MINISTERS. 



THE NEW COSTUME OF THE MINISTEBS. 



Norm aoutrs erMrll. OTID. Mm: Mb. L vw. 4I7. 



AN ANACSEOItTIC. 

niTBBB, Flora, Queen of Flovrers! 
Haste thee from Old Brompton's bowers — 
Or (if sweeter that abode), 
From the King's well-odour'd Road, 
Where each little nursery bud 
Ikreathes the dust and quaffs the mud ! 
Hither come, and gaily twine 
Brightest herbs and (lowers of thine 
Into wreaths- for those who rule us — 
Those who rule and (some say) fool us: 
FloEA, sure, will love to please 
England's BoDsEBOLD Deities! " 

First yon must then, willy-nilly. 
Fetch me many an orange-lily — 
Orange of the darkest dye 
Irish G-Ff-BD can supply ! 
Chuse me out the longest sprig. 
And stick it in old Eld-n's wig ! 

Find me next a poppy-posy. 
Type of his harangues so dozy, 
Garland gaudy, dull and cool. 
For the head of L-v-bp — l!— 
Twill console his brilliant brows 
For that loss of laurel boughs 
Which they suffered (what a pity !) 
On the road to Paris City. 

Next, our C-«Ti^B-ofl to crown. 
Bring me, from the County Down, 
Withet'd shamrocks, which hare been 
Gildefl o'er to hide the green — 
(Such as H— or — t brought away 
From Pall-Mall last Patrick's Day.)* 
Sthch the garland through and through 
Willi shabby threads of every hue — 
And as. Goddess! — entre nous — 
His Lordsliip lores (though best of men) 
A litile torture now and then. 
Crimp the leaves, thou first of syrens ! 
Crimp them with thy curling-irons. 

That's enough — away, away — 
Had I leisure, I could say 
How the oldest rose that grows 
llustbe pluck'd to deck Old R-sb, — 
How the Doctob's brow should smile 
Crown'd with wreaths of camomile ! 
But time presses — To thy taste 
1 leave the rest ; so, prithee, haste! 

< Tbfl aodrBU, ia like ouaner, crowned tbeir larea, orboaiehold 
god».— See JuTenal, tat. 9. r. i38. Plauurdi too telU u thai boate- 
liold foda were then, aa ibey are now, a macli girea to war and 
penal •taiBte«.> gpivvu^Sti /.at TtOtvtfiOUi 0a(^9V9t;. 

* Cerula tiatel Imitatloat of the SliaaroGk. wblcfa are dUirlbated 
by tbe Mnraau of C a Hoaae eTery Patridi'a-day. 



Hatiiio sent off. the troops of braTV Major CbhJlC, 
With a swinging hone-tail at each Talorans back. 
And such helmets— God Mess us!— as never deck'd any 
Male creature before, except Signer GiovAmii~ 
• Let's see,* said theR-«*icT (like Trros, parplei^d 
With the duties of empire), •whom skaU I dios next!- 
He looks in the glass— but perfectioa is there. 
Wig, whiskers, and chin-tufts, all right to a hair; t 
Not a single ex-curl on his forehead he traces — 
For curls are like Ministers, strange as the case is. 
The falser they are, the moze firm in their places. 

His coat he next views— but the coat who could doobt? 
Forhis Y-BM— TH*s own frenchified hand cat it out; 
Every pucker and seam were made matters of stale. 
And a grand Household Council was. held oa each plaii ' 



I 



Then whom shall he dress? Shall he new rig hbbrodMr, 
Great C-MS-BL-No'sDuke, vrith some kickshaw or other 7 
And kiwlly invent him more Christiaii-like shapes 
Forhis feather-bed neckcloths and pillory capes? 
All ! no— here his ardour would meet with delays, 
For the Duke had been btely pack'd up in new Slays, 
So complete for the winter, he saw very plain 
'T would be devilish hard work to Miipock htm again! 

So virhat's to bedonel— thecs's the Miicistbbs, bless 'em! 
As hewKule the puppeU, why shsuld n't bo drtts 'em? 
• An excellent thought!— call the tailors— be nimble- 
Let Cum bring his spy-glass, and B-btt-io bar thimble; 
While Y-BM— Ti shall give us, in spile of all ^oisien. 
The last Paris cut with his trtie Gallic acissars.* 
So saying, he calls C-stl — OB, and the rest 
Of his heaven-bom statesmen, to come and be dros'd. 
While Y-BM— TB, witli snip-like and brisk expedition, 
Cuts up, all at once, a large Catholic Petition 

In long tailors' measures (the P a crying, «Wcll 

done! >) 
And first puts in hand my Lord Chancellor ELi>-if. 



OCCASIONAL ADDRESS. 

For tite Opening of the New Thtatre of St Sf-pA-n, in- 
tended to have been spoken by tfce Proprietor^ inf»ll 
Otaume^ on tIte 2^th of November, 

Tbis day a New House, for your edification, 
Wc open, most thinking and right-headed nation! 
Excuse tlie materials — though rotlenand bad. 
They're the best that for money just now could be had; 
And, if echo llie charm of such houses should br, 
You will find it shall echo my speech to a T. 

* Tbat Model of priaoea. Uie EaperorComaodna, waa pnrtlealarl* 
lasorloaa ia tbe drewiag and omaaeatiaf of bla boir. Hit easackaee, 
howerer, woakt aoi tarfer bin 10 trait blaMolfwltb a barbar, and kt 
need, aooordiogly, to barn off bit beard. ■ Tiaore toatoria,* «;• 
Laapridiat.— (DUt. Annvtl. Scriplor.) Tbe dittolau ^iat Vent, 
t(io, wateqoally atteatireto tbedeooratioa of bit wig.— (Svelal.Cr 
pliolia.) ladeed, tbU wat not tbe omif princely trait in tbe cbaracMr 
of Veraa, at be bad likewlae a nott bearty and dlffaifled eoi 
bit wife.— See bit iatnltiag anawer to bar in Spartiaaas. 
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>r», we've got ilie oM Company yd, 
motley, o«ld, tragi-comical set: 
dering they all were but creriis t' other day, 
wrprtting how well ihcy can play. 
Ser (he who in Ulster was nursed, 
Erin go bragh for llie gafleries first, 
dini; the /"ili-interest a much better thing, 
is note, of a sudden, to God save the King f) 
s he 's blooming, and fat as he 's clever, 
d his speeches as lengthy u ever, 
t you stilt the full use of his breath, 
«d and long-winded proser till death ! 

aber, last season, when things went perverse 

Of 

engage (as a block to rehearse on) 
ws-TT-tT, a good sort of person, 
» eroploy'd for tJm season to play 
g tlie Wind,* and • the Devil to Pay.* 
loo — at least we 've been plotting and plan- 
ing— 

: great actor fcom Liverpool, Onn-ro ; 
the Circus there 's nothing attracts 
I single combat brought in 'twixt the acta, 
iger sliould, with the help of Sir P-pi-m, 
r diversions, and C-if n-no should stop 'em, 
s but we 'II have to announce in the papers^ 
hi — second time — witli additional capers.* 
le for the ludicrous, humdrum, or sad, 
mty of each in this llouse to be had ; 
Manager rulcth, there weeping will he, 
hand at tragedy always was he ; 
Kver was dealer in dagger and cup, 
ilingly got all his^trag^ies up. 
poor Ireland will never forget, 
iows of Walcheren weep o'er them yet. 

•r the actors. — For secret machinery, 
deceptions, and shifting of scenery, 
and Ct'M are the best we can find 
all that trickery business behind. 
*s employ'd too to teach us French ji|p», 
hiakers in curl, and look after the wigs. 

ly leare, now I Ve only to say 
in th€ House, not as yet sold away, 
I of the Manager, Pat G-stl-e— «b. 



FHE SALE OF THE TOOLS. 



iMtnuMMa r«fBl.— TACITUS. 



choice set of Tools for you, Gemmen and 

idies, 

fon quite handy, wliatever your trade is 

e Cabinet-making — I doubt 

aiie senrice they 're rather worn out; 

w owner— bright youth !— if he 'd had his 

ivn will, 

f bungled away with them joyously still). 

ee they 'vc been pretty well hack'd— and, 

ack! 

I there job after job will not hark? 

it but dullish, it must be cdiifem'd, 

nnper, like ELi/-ifi— «b's, none of the best; 



But you'll find ihem good hard-working Tools, upon 

trying— 
Were it but for their brass, they are well worth the 

buying; 
They are famous for making bUnds, slidert, and screens. 
And they 're, some of them, excellent fum/n^ machines ! 

The first Tool I '11 put up (they call it a Chancellor) 

Heary concern to both purchaser and seller. — 

Though made of pig-iron, yet (worthy of note 't h) 

Tis ready to melt at a half-minute's notice. 

W'ho bids ? Gentle buyer ! 't will turn as thou sliapest — 

T will make a good thumb-screw to torture a Papist ; 

Or else a cramp-iron, to stick in the wall 

Of some churcli tliat old women are fearful will fail ; 

Or better, perhaps (or Fm guessing at random), 

A heary drag chain fur some Lawyer's old Tandem ! 

Will nobody bid 7 It is cheap, I am sure, Sir — 

Once, twice — going, going — thrice — gone! — It is yours. 

Sir. 
To pay ready money you sha'n't be distrcMTd, 
As a MX at long date sniu the CBANcxLLoa best. 



't is 



here 



m a 



Come, Where's the next Tool ?— Ob ! 

trice — 
This implement, Gemmen! at first was a Fict — 
(A tenacious and close aort of Tool, that will let 
Nothing out of its grasp it once happens to get) — 
But it since has received a new coating of Tin^ 
Bright enough for a Prince to behold himsdf in ! 
Come, what shall we say for it? — briskly! bid on, 
We 'II the sooner get ritl of it — going — quite gone ! 
God be with it! Such Tools if not quickly knock'd 

down. 
Might at last cost their owner — how much? why, a 

Cromn! 

The next Tool I II set up has hardly had handsel or 

Trial as yet, and is also a Chancellor — 

Such dull things as these should be sold by the gmss : 

Yet, dull as it is, 't will be found to shave ciose. 

And, like other close sliavers, some courage to gather, 

This blade first began by a flourish on leather I 

You shall have it for nothing — then, marvel with mc 

At the terrible tinkering work there must be. 

Where a Tool, such as this is (I *11 leave you to judge it) 

Is pUced by ill luck at the top of the Budget.' 



LITTLE MAN AND UTTLE SOUL. 

J Ballad to the Tune o/« There was a little Mmn^ and 
he wooed n Uttle Maid,m dedicated to the Bight Hon, 
Ch-rl'S AblH. 



El 



AroadM 



l8l3. 



Tnxax was a little Man, and he had a little Soul, 
And he said, ■ Little Soul, lei lu try, try, try, 

Whetlier it *s within our reach 

To make up a little speech. 
Just between little you and little I, I, I, 
Just between little you and little !!• 
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Then said liis little Soul, 
Peeping from her little hole, 
■ I protest, little Man, you are stout, stout, stout. 
But, if 't is not uncivil, 
Pray tell mc, what the deril 
Must our little, little speech be about, bout, bout, 
Must our little little speech be about Tn 

The little Man look'd big, 
Willi the assistance of his wig, 
And he call'd hb little Soul to order, order, order. 
Till she feared he 'd make her jog in 
To jail, like Thomas Ooggan, 
(As she was n't duke or earl) to reward her, ward her, 
ward her. 
As she was n't duke or earl, to reward her. 

The little Man then spoke, 
• Little Soul, it is no joke. 
For, as sure as J-ckt F-ll-r loves a sup, sup, sup, 
I will tell the Prince and People 
What I think of Church and Steeple, 
And my little patent plan to prop them up, up, up. 
And my little patent plan to prop them up.* 

Away then, ch<%k by jowl. 
Little Man and little soul 
Went, and spoke their little speech to a titde, tittle, 
titde. 
And tlie world all declare 
That this priggish litde pair 
Never yet in all their lives look'd so little, little, little. 
Never yet in all their Uves look'd so little. 



REINFORCEMENTS FOR LORD WELUNGTON. 



And though oft, of an erening, ptrbapt he ■%!« 

prove. 
Like our brave Spanish Allies, • oBftble to move;*^ 
Yet there is ont thing in war, of advantage anhona^sd. 
Which is, that he could not with ease be tmmmnded! 
In my next, I shall sing of their arms and equipmeaL 
At present no more but— good lock to the Aipment! 



LORD WELUNGTON AND THE MINI8TEBS. 

iSt3. 
So gentle in peace Alci blades smiled. 

While in battle he shone forth so terribly grand, 
Tliat the emblem they graved on his seal was a child. 

With a thunderbolt placed in its innocent hand. 

Oh, Wellihotor ! long as such Ministen wield 

Your magnificent arm, the same emblem will do; | 

For, while they 're in the Conndl and you in the Field, | 
We 'vo the htUnes in them and the Hmndcr in /o« ! 



To the Editor of the MonUH$ CknmieU. 

Sii,— In order to explain the following fragment, it 
is necessary to refer your readers to a late florid de- 
scription of the Parilion at Brighton, in the apartmeod 
of which, we are told, • Fum, The Chinese Bird of iej" 
aUjTf* is. a principal ornament 

I am. Sir, yoors, etc. 

MCB. 



-Miosqa* tibi coanwadat Troj* penatM, 



Hm cape fatoroa coaitec— VIRGIL. 



l8l3. 
As recruits in these times are not eauly got. 
And the Marshal must have them — pray, why should 

we not. 
As the lust and, I grant it, the worst of our loans to hinl. 
Ship off the Ministry, body and bones, to him? 
There 's not in all England, I 'd venture to swuur. 
Any men we could half so conveniently spare ; 
And, though they 've been helping the French for years 

IMUt, 

We may thus make them useful to Fjigland at last. 
G-STI.-R— OH in our sieges mi(;lit save some dis'jraccs. 
Being used to the taking and keeping of placet; 
And Volunteer C-nn-ng, still ready for joining. 
Might show off his talent for hly underminiHg. 
Could the Household but spare us its glory ami pride. 
Old II— or— T at liorn-worki again mi(;ht l)e trioil, 
And the Ch— f J-^t-ck make a bold charge at Wis side ! 
While V-KS-TT-HT could virtual the troop* upon tick^ 
And the Doctor look after the baggage and sick. 

Nay, I do not see why the great R-c-nt himself 
Should, in times such as dicse, sliiy at home on the 

shelf: — 
Though through narrow dePdes he 's not fitted to pass. 
Yet who could resist if he bore down en masse J 



FUM AND HUM, 
The two Birds of Royalty. 

One day the Chinese Bird of Royalty, Fum, 

Thus accosted our own Bird of Royalty, Hum, 

In that Palace or China-shop (Brighton — which is it?) ' 

Where Fum had just come to pay Hum a short vistt'- 

Near akin are these Birds, tliough they differ in nation 

(The brood of the Hums is as old as creation), 

Both full-craw'd Legitimates — both birds of prey. 

Both cackling and ravenous creatures, half way 

'T wixt the goose and die vulture, like Lord G-stl-s— «i; 

While Fum deals in Mandarins, Bonscs, Bohea — I 

Peers, Bishops, and Punch, Hum, are sacred to thee! , 

So congenial their tastes, that, when FcM fir^ dsl j 

light on 
The floor of tliat grand China-warehouse at Brighton, 
The lanterns, and dragons, and things round the dome 
Were so like what he left, ■ Gad,» says Fum, • I'm it 

home,* — 
And when turning, he saw Bishop L— — — — «!, 

■ Zookft, it i$,< 
Quoth the Bird, * yes— I know him — a Bonze, by ki» 

phiz — 
And that jolly old idol he kneels to so low 
Can be none but our round-about godhead, fat Fo!* 
It chanced, at this moment, the Episcopal Prig 
Was imploring the P x to dispense with his wig,' | 

* Tbo diararter eiven to ibe Spanitb Midler, ia Sir Job* lani; « . 
aemora b lu «1 itpa tcb . | 

' ' !■ con»c-qaenr« ofao old proaite ibat be •bo«ld be allovai u ' 
waar hit own hair, wheaevtsr be Bi({bt be elevated to a bl A efri^^ 
b, hit n 1 U 1«. 

I 
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: Bird, overhearing, flew bijjh o'er hit head, 
ToBiT-like mark* of his patronage shed, 
dimm'd the poor Dandy's idolatrous eye, 
le FuM cried • Oh Fo!» all the Court cried 
• Oh fie!* 

« to digrcsion. — These birds of a feather 
d, t' other night, on Slate matters together— 

E just in bed, or about to depart for't, 

ill of gout, and his arms full of — — — ); 

CM,* says FuM — Fum, of course spoke Cht- 

oese, 

you, that's nothing — at Brighton one sees 

ogoes and bbliops irantlaied with ease— 

M,* how fares it with Royalty now? 

\ it primel is it spooney — or how?* 

had just taken a flash man's degree 

B, Y TH, and young Uaster 

L 

I in Pekin» here a deril of a din 

>cd-chambtfr came, where that long Mandarin, 
■ (whom Fum calls the Confucius of prose), 
rsing a speech upon Europe's repose, 
p double-bass of the fat idol's uose ! 

t. — liis Lordship and L-y-rp— l come, , 

al lines, from the old Mother Hum, — 

a lloM-bug — L-v— SF— L a lIuM-dnun.) — 

1 being fmish'd, out rush'd C-stl-b— «b, 

jM in a hurry, and whip, spur away! 

he regions of air, like a Snip on hts bobby, 

ed till be lighted in St Stephen's lobby. 



X, FROM TOM CRIB TO BIG BEN, 
UMf joMe foul play in a late Transaction.* 



>AkI. Mio B«B i—XETASTASIO. ■ 



1, my old hero, is this your renown ! 
new ^ ?— kick a nun when he 's down ! 
foe has knock'd under, to tread on him then — 
of my father, I blush for diee, Bkn ! 
al ;• all the lads of the fency exclaim — 
■OGK is electrified— btLcBCB spits flame— 
RBUx — ay, even Bi^ckbt, cries ■ Shame !» 
when Juaif Bull little difference spied 
foe at hb feet and the friend at bis side; 
oand (such his humour in fighting and eating) 
;e his beef-steak, the sweeter for beating — 
•mes. Master Ben, of your cursed foreign no- 
iona, 

lets, wigs, thingumbobs, gold lace, and lo- 
ions; 

us, curacoas, and the devil knows what — 
of Bine JUtini is worth the whole lot!) 
. and small crosses — (my eyes, what a brood! 
ttock from me would do some of tliem ;;ood !) 



Which have spoil'd you, till hardly a drop, my old 

porpoise. 
Of pure English claret is left in your corpus; 
And (as Jim says) the only one trick, good or bad, 
Of the fancy you 're up to, Ufbbing^ my lad ! 
Hence it comes, — Boxiana, disgrace to thy page ! 
Having floored, by good luck, Uie first swell of the a{;c. 
Having conquered the prime one, that mill'd us all 

round, 
Tou kick'd him, old Ben, as he gasp'd on the ground ! 
Ay — just at the time to show spunk, if you'd got any — 
Kick'd him, and jaw'd him, and lajg'd ' him to Botany! 
Oh, shade of the Cheesemonger !* you who, alas! 
Doubled up, by the dozen, those Mounseers in brass. 
On that great day of milling, when blood Uy in lakes, 
When Kings held the bottle and Europe the stakes. 
Look down upon Ben—scc hiui dunghill all u'er. 
Insult the fallen foe that can harm him no more. 
Out, cowardly spooney! — again and again. 
By the fist of my father, 1 blush for thee, Ben. 
To show the white fea^ier is many men's doom. 
But, what of one feather? — Ben shows a whole Plume. 



TO LADY HOLLAND, 
On Napoleon's Legacy of a Snuff-Box. 

Gift of the Hero, on his dying day. 

To her, whose pit}' watcli'd, for ever nigh ; 

Oh! could he see the proud, the happy ray, 
Tliis relic liglits up in her generous eye, 

^hing, he 'd find how easy 't is to pay 

A friendship all his kingdoms could not buy. 



CORRESPONDENCE 

Between a Lady and' a Gentleman, upon the Jdvan^ 
tage of ( what is called ) • having Law on one's 
tide.* 



■ LB««t AVDB 

S' •! plaos, ei Uc*.* 



•fler B— o-p-rte'c tnacportaUoa to St Hrlraa. 
Fposr, wst 'MtUted* to ikit aotto by Mr Ja^ktoo. wlio. 
wa. kc*pi(tbe auMt laaraed oaa)»aDy foiog. 



THE GENTLEMAN'S PROPOSAL. 

Comb, fly to these arms, nor let beauties so bloomy 

To one frigid owner be tied ; 
Your pmdet may revile, and your old ones look gloomy, 

But, dearest ! we *ve Law on our side. 

Oh! think the delight of two lovers congenial. 

Whom no dull decorums divide; 
Their error how sweet, and their raptures how venial, 

When once they've got Law on their side! 

*T is a thing that in every King's reign has been done, 
too : 

Then why should it now be decried ? 
If the Father has done it, why should n't the Son too? 

For so argues Law on our side I 

And, even should our sweet violation of duty 
I By cold-blooded jurors be tried. 
Tliey can but bring it in • a misfortune, » my beauty ! 
As long as we *ve Law on our side. 



' Tiaaaport«d. 

* A Life^IaardsaMB. oa* of ri# P* 
•■4 wa* kilkd ia ik« ■ieaM>ral le 



'y, vke dUtiat^tted buaarlf. 
at 



I 
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THE LADY'S ANSWER. 

liold, hold, my good Sir! go a little more tlofwly; 

For, grant me m faithleM a bride. 
Such sinner* as we are a little too lowly. 

To hope to have Law on our side. 

ilud you been a great Prince, to whose star shining o'er 
'em 
The People should look for their guide, 
Then your Highness (and welcome!) might kick down 
decorum— 
You 'd always have Law on your side. 

V'cre you even an old Marquis, in mischief grown 
hoary. 

Whose heart, though it long ago died 
To the plemsurts of vice, is alive to itt glory— 

You still would have Law on your side! 

But for /ott, Sir, crim. con. is a path full of troubles; 

By my advice therefore abide. 
And leave (lie pursuit to those Princes and Nobles 

Who have tuch a Law on their side! 



HORACE, ODE xi. UB. ii. 

Freely translated by G,R.* 

» Come, Y-aM— th, my boy, never trouble your brains 
About what your old croney, 
The EMPtaoa Bonkt, 
Is doing or brewing on Muscovy's phuns : 

3 Nor tremble, my lad, at the state of our granaries;— 

Should there come fo.mine. 

Still plenty to cram in 
You always shall have, my dear Lord of the Stan- 
naries ! 
Brisk let us revel, while revel we may; 

4 For tlie gay bloom of fifty soon passes away. 

And then people get fet. 
And infirm, and — all that, 
^ And a wig (I confess it) so clumsily sits. 

That it frightens the little Loves out of their wiu. 

fi Thy whiskers, too, Y-an— th!— alas, even they, 
Tliough so rosy tlicy bum. 
Too quickly musi turn 
(>Vhat a heart-breaking change for thy whiskers!) to 
Gatr. 

' Thlt and tlie foUowias are extractsd froai a work ( wbidi aia j 
tome lin« or other meet ibe eye of ib« pabllc) eotllled, ■ Odaa of 
Horace, dooe Into EaelUb by several |>erMns of fiubloo.* 

■ Quid bellioosas fJanuber ct Scytba, 
Hirpine Quiacti, o ighai, Adria 
DIvitiu objecto, reonittai 
Quvrere. 

* 5ec trepide* in ntun 
PoaoentU cri paaoa. 



' Then why, my Lord Warden! oh! why diou 
fidget 
Your mind about matters you don *t niidenlai 
Or why should you write yourself down for an ii 
Because •> /oh,* forsooth, ■ havo tke feu, it 
hand!' 
Think, think how much better 
Than scribbling a letter 
(Which both you and I 
Should avoid, by die by)— 
> flow much pleasanter 't is to sit under the basi 
Of old Charlby, iQy friend here, and drini 
new one; 
Wliile Gbaelkt looks sulky and firowns at me 
As the ghost in tlie pantomime firowns 
Juan! 

* To crown us, Lord Warden! 

In G-Mi-EL-if d's garden 
Grows plenty of tnonk's-hood in venooMMis spr 

While Otto of Roses, 

Refreshing all noses. 
Shall sweetly exhale from our whiskers and m 
^ What youth of the Household will cool onr m 

In that streamlet delicious. 

That, down 'midst the dishes. 

All full of good fishes 

Romantic doth flow? — 

Or who will repair 

Unto M Sq e. 

And see if the gentle Marckesa be tliere? 

Go — bid her haste hither, 
' And let her bring with her 
The newest No-Popery Sermon that *s going— 
7 Oh ! let her come with her dark tresaes flowim 
AH gentle and juvenile, curly and gay. 
In the manner of Agkbimanii's Dresses for Xj 



HORACE, ODE xxii. LIB. i. 

Freely translated by Lord Eld-n. 

'The man who keeps a conscience pure 
(If not his own, at least his Prince's), 
Through toil and danger walks secure, 
lA>oks big, and black, and never winces! 

> Qaid derah MiaerMi 

CoatillUaalaaai htlgaa? 

' Car BOD tab alia vel plaiaae, Td bac 
Piaa jacentei slo iea» er e ' ^— 



■Fusil retro 



LarU jaTentat ot deoor. 

* Pcliealu lawivoe 
(jinitie. 



Yalta. 



-Xequc ano Laaa nttuM nitet 



•roM 



Caoo* odoraii apillot 

Dna licet, AHyrlaqae aardo 
l*0UBitta vncti. 



Qui* puf>r ocyoc 



Rettiaguet ardentis Falerol 
Pocala pneieniimte Ifm/Jtat 



-ellciet domo 



» Qatt 

Lyden f 

• — — Ebuma die egp ram lyra (ifa. limr-i 

Mataret. 

' larooitaB Laciroir 
More coBam religata aodan. 

* lateger tIic tceleritqae para<. 
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* No want has he of sword or dagger, 

Cock'd hat or ringlets of Gksamb; 
Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger, 
lie docs not care one single d-mn ! 

* Whether 'midst Irish chairmen going. 

Or, through St (files's alleys dim, 
'Mid drunken Sheelahs, hlasting, blowing. 
No matter — 't is all one to him. 

' For instance, I one erening late, 
Upon a gay vacation sally. 
Singing the praise of Church and State, 
Got (God knows how) to Cranboume-Alley. 

When lo ! an Irish Papist darted 

Across my patli, gaunt, grim, and big — 

I did but frown, and off he started. 
Scared at me ercn without my wig ! 

^ Yet a more fierce and raw-boned dog 
Ctoen not to mass in Dnblin City, 
Nor shakes his brogue o'er Allen's Bog, 
Nor spouts in Catholic Committee T 

' Oh ! place me 'midst CRovrkbs, OToous, 

The ragged royal blood of Taba; 
Or place me where Diet M-a-r^i mlea, 

Tlie houseless wilds of Conn iiTAmA ;— 

< Of Church and State I 'II warble still, 
Though even Dick M-rt-n*s self shoald gmmble; 

Sweet Church and State, like Jack and Jill, 

7 So lovingly upon a hill — 

Ah ! ne'er like Jack and Jill to tumble! 

> Xon egfit Mavrl JtcvlU aeqa* sroa, 
N«c TeaauatU gnvida Ufittit 
VutKe, ptarstra. 

* Sive per Syrleh Uaraviaflsas, 
Sive lac i ara s par iahaapitaJaa 
Caacacaa, val qwm laoa lUMlosnt 

Lib bit Uydaspes. 
Tbe Bolile iraacUtor had, ot Int. bid ika Mcaa of th«M iaaffiaed 
daaeer* of bis aoa of oaatdaaoa anoaf Aa paplfU of Spaia, oad 
kad inodaiad tke wordt •qoc toim/mMmu ktmUt BidaapM* Au* 
~. Thm/aMm^ Spaalard ttek$ ika Vntk {■ bM, racoHadlaf thai it 
b oar iataraa ja«t bow 10 ba ratpactfal to SpmmfiM oatbolk* (iboof b 
.iWro i* oarulaly oo aaribly rca«OB for oar balag area ooaaoaly 
dvU 10 M$k oaat), ba alftrsd the paasaff ai it tiaadt at proaaau 

* Naaqaa aa tylra lapaa ia SsMao, 
Dam aaaai rmmtm LalifM, al aim 
Taraioam earis ragor aspadiia«, 

FHi< iserMfli. 
1 caaaot balp calliag tb« reader's olieatioo to iba prcalbr legeaaky 
vllb wbirb tbeso liaat ara paraphrOMd. Not to aiealiea iba bappy 
emver*ioo of ibo wolf iato apoplu (Meiaj tbat Rooialaswas tackled 
byawoli, tbat Roaowaafoaadad by Raaalaa.a«d that tba Pope ba« 
always reicard at K oaia), tbera is soaelbiag partJoabrly arot ia 
•■piosiag ■ v#ra Mmiaaai' to Beta raoaiba-llae, oad ihea ibe 
■Bodest coateioosaaas whb «birh tbe aohle aad iearoed iraasbior has 
avoided loacbiag apoo tka word* ■ roria <j pWl iai« (or, as It bas 
bean otberwise rt«d. emnh gjipMUtmt)* aad tba felieitoes idea of bis 
boiag • iarrnis* wb«a • wtibout bis wig,* ara aliogatbar tbe omsi 
deleciable speciaMBs ofparapbrase la oar bogaafa. 

* Qaab |iortrotaB Beqaa ■llilarfs 
Daaab la iaiis alit eseoietis. 
Nee Jaha lellasgeaarat, boaaai 

Arlda BBtrix. 

* Poae ae plgrls a!:i oalb caaipb 
Arbor vstlva rerreatar aara : 

Qaod btai ■aadi, aobahr, aninqaa 
JapJter argat. 
I mast bera reaMrb. tbat ibe said IhCK M-aT-a beiag a very cood 
fellow, it was aot at all fair to aMke a • nalas Japlter* of Lia. 

* Oaba riJeaien LatBden aaulio, 
Daloa bwf U Bt— I. 

* Tbore caaaot bo iaaglaad a aiora bappy lllaatratioa of tbe insepa- 



HORACE, ODE i. IJB. ni. 

A riAOMENT. 



Odi probaaa valgos el aroro. 
Paveta llagais : araina boo pries 
Aadita, Mosaraa saeenios, 
Virgiaibas, poerisqaa caato. 
Reijaa tremrndorna In proprios grrcrs, 
Reges ia ipsoa laperiaa oat Joris. 



i8l5. 



I OATK thee, oh Mob ! as my lady hates delf , 

To Sir Francis I 'II give up thy claps and thy hisses, 

Leave old Magna Cliarta to shift for itself. 

And, like G-dv-n, write books for yonng masters 
and misses. 
Oh ! it is not high rank that can make the heart merry, 

Kven monarchs themselves are not free from mishap ; 
Though the Lords of Westphalia mnst quake bcfiMre 
Jerry, 

Poor Jerry himself has to quake before Nap. 



HORACE, ODE xxxviii. LIB. i. 
A rtAOMKirr. 

Trmnslated by a Treasury CUrk^ tvhile waitimy Dinner 
far tiie Right Bgn. G—rge Jt—se. 



Persicos odI, paer, apparaiat : 
Displioent aaia pbllyra noroa*, 
MltU stctaH RoeA fae/MWi-M 
Serm tmontmr. 



BoT, tell the Cook that I hate all nick-nackeries, 
Fricasecs, vol-au-vcnts, puffs, and gim-crackeriet, — 
Six by the llorsc-Guartls ! — old Georgy is late — 
But come — lay the table-clotli — sounds', do not wait. 
Nor stop to inquire, while the dinner is staying, 
At which of his places Old R — sb b delaying!' 



rabllity of Gbarrb aad State, aad iboir (wbai is called) ■staadiag aad 
fall lag togetber,* thao this sBrimt apologae of Jack aad Jill. Jacc, 
of coarse, reprateais tba State la tbis iagraloas Ihtb albgory. 

Jack fell down, 

Aad l>roke bis Cfmu, 

Aad Jill obbm* taabliag afker. 

* Tbe literal clnsenrss of ibe versloo bere rannnt bat Iw idalred. 
Tbe iranslat ir has added a long.eradiie, aad Oi.wery aute apoa il>-««i, 
of which I caa mer<i|y gifea speclaen at prvM-at. la the first place, 
he raanarks tbe Jl««arii«M PoUMcwm of the Persian poet Sadi, with the 
hope of finding sooMPo/Zr/ett/ Roses, toaau-h ihegratleaaa ia thet-'Xt 
—bat ia raia : he then (ells at that Cicero bocosmI Verraof reposiog 
opon a cBsbioB • Mrliteosi nmjarium,* which, frua the odd ait- 
tare of words, he supposes to le a kiad of /W«A Red of Roses, like 
Lord (lasilerragh's. Tbe learned clerk ant fb'toart as with soae 
raaarks apoo a well-kaowo paaalag epiMph on bir RosaaMad, aod 
expresses a nsost loyal hope ihat, if ■ Rosa aaoda • bmbb • Rose with 
rleaa bands, ■ it aay be foond applicaMe 10 tbe Right lloaoaraUe 
Rose in qoeslion. lie then dMilli at soae leni'th n|too the • lUwa 
aurta,* whiib, iboui;b des^Tipti^e. in oae sense, of the oltl Trrasary 
Statesman, yel. as iteiag lonserratrd rn«i Morn ly lb.* Po|ir, aast, wf 
coarse, aoi i'« broagbl iatu the saae ainM<phere with hia. Lastly, 
ia reference to the words aeMRose,* be wia>la ap with the paibetii- 
laasaaiatloo of the poet, • ooaaeaaiste Ro>as.« Tbe whole aote. ia- 
daed, shows a kaowledge of Roaat that is qaile edify iag. 

4: 
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TO 



Mori* par quaodo rool, non i bitogna matar nl fiocla oi toob per 
euer an Angalo. ' 

DiK when you will, you need not wear 
At heaven's court a form more fair 

Than Beauty here on earth has ^ven ; 
Keep but the lovely looks we sec — 
The voice we hear — and you will be 

An angel ready-made for heaven ! 



IMPROMPTU. 

Upon being obliged to leave a pleasant party , from 
^ivant of a pair of Breeches to dress for Dinner 



EPIGRAM. 



raOM THK rtlllCB. 



■ I NEVER ^ve a kiss,* says Prue, 
k To naughty man, for I abbot ic* 

She will not give a kiss 't is true — 

She 'II take one, though, and thank yt>o for h. 



in. 



1810. 



Bbtwebn Adam and me the great difference is, 
Though a paradise each has been forced to resign. 

That he never wore breeches till tum'd out of his, 
While, for want of my breeches, I 'm banish'd from 
mine. 



WHAT'S MY THOUGHT IJKE? 

Quest. — Why is a Pump like Viscount C-stl-e — gh ? 
Jtntw. — Because it is a slender thing of wood. 
That up and down its awkward arm doth sway, 
And coolly spout, and spoUt, and spout away. 
In one weak, washy, everlasting flood ! 



EPIGRAM. * 

• What news to-day ?• — • Oh ! worse and worse — 

M — c is the Pr e's Privy Purse!" 

The Pr e's Purse! no, no, you fool, 

You mean the Pr e's Bidicule! 



EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue between a Catholic Delegate and his R-y-l 
H-ghn-ss the D-ke of C—b-rl-nd. 

Said his Highness to Ned, with that grim face of his, 
• Why refuse us the Feto^ dear Catholic Neddy ?»— 

« Because, Sir!> said Ned, looking full in his phiz, 
« You 're forbidding enough, in all conscience, al- 
ready!* 



EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue between a Dowager and her Maid on Che 
NiglU of Lord Y-rm—tKs Fete. 

B I WANT the Court-Guide, * said my Lady, • to look 

If the house, Seymour Place, be at 3o or ao* — 
« We 've lost the Court-Guide^ Ma'am, but here 's the 
Red Book, 
Where you '11 find, I dare say, Seymour Places in 
plenty!* 

* The words addretted l>y Lord Herbert of Ckerbery, to the bean- 
tifal nan at Muraoo.— See hit £.!/«. 

* ThU i« a bowmot, atirf baled, I kaow sot bow tr«ly, to the ParS- 
c-e tot W-L-«. I hare aierely vertiSed It. 



ON A SQUINTING POETESS. 

To no one Muse does she her glance confine, 
Bvt has an eye, at once, Xo all^ Nine! 



THE TORCH OF LIBERTY. 

I SAW it all in Fancy's glass— 

Herself the foir, the wild nuigiciao, 

That bid this splendid day-dream pass. 
And named rach gliding apparition. 

'T was like a torch race — such as they 
Of Greece pcrform'd, in ages gone. 

When the fleet youths, in long array, 
Pass'd the bright torch triumphant on. 

I saw the expectant nations stand 
To catch the coining flame in turn—* 

I saw, from ready hand to hand. 
The clear but struggling glory bum. 



And, oh ! their joy, as it came near, 

T was in itself a joy to see- 
While Fancy whisper'd in my ear, 

> Tliat lorch they pats is Lib«ty!> 

And each, as she received the flame, 
Lighted her altar with its ray, 

Then, smiling to the next who came. 
Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, whose ancient ahrine 
Was fumish'd with the fire already, 

Columbia caught the spark divine. 
And lit a fame like Albion's — steady. 

The splendid gift then Gallia took. 
And, like a wild Bacchapte, rainng 

The brand aloft, its sparkles shook, 
As she would set the world a-blanng. 

And, when slie fired her altar, high 
It flasli'd into the redd'ning air 

So fierce, that Albion, who stood nigh. 
Shrunk, almost blinded by the glare! 

Next, Spain — so new was light to her — 
Leap'd at the torch; but, ere die spark 

She flung upon her slirine could stir, 
T was qucnch'd, and all again was dariu 

Yet no — not quench'd — a treasure worth 
So much to mortals rarely dies — 

Again her living light look'd forth. 
And shone, a beacon, in all eyes. 
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Who next rcccired ihc flame? — Alas! 

UoAAorthy Naplbs — shame of shames 
That ever tlirough such hands should past 

That brightest of all earthly flames ! 

Scarce had her Bngers touch'd the toiHih, 
When, frighted by the sfyarks it sh«d, 

>'or waiting e'en to fed the scorch. 
She dropp'd it to tlie earth — aad fled. 

And ^Uen it might have long remaio'd. 
But GsBBCB, who saw her moment now. 

Caught up the prize, though prostrate, stain'd. 
And waved it round her beauteous brow. 

And Fancy bid me mark where, o'er 

Her altar as its (lame ascended, 
Fair laurell'd spirits seem'd to soar, 

Who thus in song their voices blended : — 

• Shine, shine for ever, glorious flame, 

Divinest gift of God to men ! 
From Greece tliy earliest splendour came. 

To Greece tJiy ray returns again I. 

« Take, Freedom ! take thy radbnt round- 
When dinim'd, revive — when lost, retom; 

Till not a shrine through earth be found 
On which thy glories shall not bum !» 



EPILOGUE. 

UsT night, as lonely o'er my fire I sat, 
rhinking of cues, starts, euls, and — all that» 
Ind Wondering much wliat little knavish sprite 
lad put it first in women's lieads to write : — 
iudtlen I saw — as in some witching dream — 
i bright-blue glory round my book-case beam. 
Prom whose quick-opening folds of axure light, 
Hit flew a tiny form, as small and bright 
ks Puck the Fairy, when he pops his head, 
•omc sunny morning, from a violet bed. 
Bless mc!» I starting cried, ■ what imp are jouU — 
A small he-devil, Ma'am — my name Bas Blbu — 
i bookish sprite, much given to routs and reading ; 
r is I who teach your spinsters of good breeding 
'be reigning taste in chemistry and caps, 
fhe last new bounds of tuckers and of mapa, 
knd, when the wala has twirl'd lier giddy brain, 
^'ith metaphysics twirl it back again!* 

▼iew'd him, as he ^>oke — his hose were blue, 
lis wings — the covers of the last Review^ 
>rulean, border'd with a jaundice hue, 
^nd tinselPd gaily o'er, for evening wear, 
fill the next quarter brings a new-fledged pair. 

Inspired by me — (pursued this waggish Fairy) — 
ilut best of wives and Sapphos, Lady Mary, 
'otary alike of Crispin and !hc Muse, 
riakes her own splay-foot epigrams and shoes, 
'or me the eyes of young Camilla shine, 
knd mingle Love's blue brilliances with mine; 
'or me she sits apart, from coxcombs shrinking, 
xioks wiiie — the pretty soul! — and thinks she 's tliink- 
ing. 



By my adviee Miss Indigo attends 

Lectures on Memory, and auures her friends, 

' Ton honour! — (mimicks) — nothing can surpass the 

plan 
Of that professor — {trying to recollect) — psha ! that 

memory-man — 
That — what 's his name? — him 1 attended lately — 
'Pon honour, he improved my memory greatly.'* 

Here, curtseying low, I ask'd the blue-legg'd sprite. 

What share he had in this our play to night. 

« Nay, there — (he cried) — there I am guiltless quite — 

What! chuse a heroine from tliat Gothic time. 

When no one waltz'd, and none but numks could 

rhyme; 
When lovely woman, all unschool'd and wild^ . 
Blush'd without art, and wiiliout culture smiled — 
Simple as flowers, while yet unclass'd they shone, 
Kre Science call'd tlicir brilliant world her own. 
Ranged the wild rosy tilings in learned orders. 
And fill'd with Greek tlie garden's blusliing borders? — 
No, no — your gentle Inas will not do — 
To-morrow evening, when the lights burn blue, 
I '11 come — {pointing downwards) — you understand — 

till then adieu!* 

And has the sprite bccu here? No — jests apart — 
Iloi^e'er man rules in science and in art. 
The sphere of woman's glories is the heart. 
And, if our 31 use liavc skctch'd v^ith pencil true 
The wife — the mother — firm, yet gentle too — 
Whose soul, wnipp'd up in ties iuielf liath spun. 
Trembles, if touch'd in the remotest one ; 
Who loves — vet dares even Love himself disown. 
When honour's broken shaft supports his throne : 
If such our Ina, she may scorn the evils, 
Dire as tliey are, of Critics and — Blue Devils. 



TO TDB MBMORT OF 

JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. OF DUBLIN. 

If ever life was prosperously cast. 

If ever life was like the lengtlien'd flow 

Of some sweet music, sweetness to tlie last, 

'T was hb vtho, mourn'd hy many, sleeps below. 

The sunny temper, bright where all is strife. 
The simple heart tliat morkx at worldly wiles. 

Light wil, that plays along the calm of life, 
And stirs its languid surfocc into smiles; 

Pure charity, that comes not in a shower, 
Sudden and loud, oppressing what it feeds. 

But like the dew, with t;radual silent power. 
Felt in the hluom it leaves along the meads; 

The happy grateful spirit, tliat iiiipro>es 
And hrichlens e\ery gift by fortune yivcn. 

That, wander wht-rc it will with those it Iovi-a, 
Makes every pl::re a home, and home a heaven : 

All these were hi».-*Oh ! thou who rrad'st this stone. 
When for th^-self. thy children, to the sky 

Thou humbly pr.nest, ask this hoon alone. 
That ye like him may live, like him may die! 
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EPITAPH ON A WELL-KNOWN POET. 

Beneath Uicm poppies buried deep. 
The bones of Bob the Bard lie hid ; 

Peace to hi» manes; and may lie sleep 
As soundly as his readers did! 

Throutrh every sort of veree meandering, 
Bob went, without a hitch or fall, 

Through Epic, Sapphic, Alexandrine, 
To verse that was no verse at all ; 

Till fiction havinf; done enough, 

To make a bard at least absurd. 
And give his readers qunntum suff.^ 

He took to praising George the Third : 

And now, in virtue of his crown, 

Dooms us, poor whigs, at once to slaughter; 
Like Donellan of bad renown. 

Poisoning us all w ith laurel-water. 

And yet at times some awkward qualms he 
Felt about leaving honour's track; 

And though he 's got a butt of Malmsey, 
It may not save him from a sack. 

Death, weary of so dull a writer, 

Put to his works ajinis thus. 
Oh ? may the earth on him lie lighter 

Than did his quartos upon us ! 



THE SYLPH'S BALL. 

A Stlph, as gay as ever sported 
Her figure through the fields of air, 

By an old swarthy Gnome was courted. 
And, strange to say, he won the fair. 

The annals of the oldest witch 
A pair so sorted could not show — 

But how refuse? — the Gnome was rich, 
The Rothschild of the world below; 

And Sylphs, like other pretty creatures, 
Learn from their mammas to consider 

Love as an auctioneer of features. 

Who knocks them down to the best bidder. 

Home she was taken to his mine — 
A palace, paved with diamonds all^ 

And, proud as Lady Gnome to shine, 
Sent out her tickets for a ball. 

The lower world, of course, was there^ 
And all the l)est ; but, of tlie upper 

The sprinkling was but shy and rare — 
A few old Sylphids who loved supper. 

As none yet knew the wondrous lamp 
Of Davy, that renown'd Aladdin, 

And the Gnome's halls exhaled a damp. 
Which accidents from fire were bad in ; 



The chambont vere wppUed with light 
By many strange, but safe dorket: 

Lai^ fire-fliM, sucb as sfaiae «t mi^t 
Among the Orieof « flowers mjad n^pkm ; 

Musical flint-miUs<~«wifd7 pla/4 
By elfin hands — that, flosluBg knimI, 

Like some bright ghincin^ niiittrel maid. 
Gave out, at once, both light an4 aoviHl : 

Bologna-stones, diat drink the tun ; 

And water from that Indian sea. 
Whose waves at night like wild-fire mn, 

Cork'd up in crystal carefully. 

Glow-worms, that round the tiny dtshes, 
Like little light-houses, were set up; 

And pretty phosphorescent fishes. 

That by dieir own gay light were eat op. 

'Mong the few guests from Ether, came 
That wicked Sylph, whom Love we call— 

My Lady knew him but by name. 
My Lord, her husband, not at all. 

Some prudent Gnomes, 't is said, apprised 
Tliat he was coming, and, no doubt 

Alarm'd about his torch, advised 

He should, by all means, be kept out. 

But others disapproved this pbn. 

And, by his flame tliough somewhat frigfali 
Thought Love too much a gentlentan. 

In such a dangerous place to l^ht it. 

However, there he was — and dancing 
With the fair Sylph, light as a fieatber: 

They look'd like two young sunbeams, gland 
At daybreak, down to earth togedier. 

And all had gone off safe and well. 

But for that plaguy torch — whose liglit. 

Though not yet kindled, who could tell 
How soon, how devilishly it mUghtf 

And so it chanced — which in those dark 
And fireless halls, was quite amaiiii|^ 

Did we not know how small a spark 
Can set the torch of Love a-blaxing. 

Whether it came, when close entangled 
In tlie gay walt2, from her briglit eyes^ 

Or from the luccioUf tliat spangled 
Her locks of jet — is all surmise. 

Certain it is, the ethereal girl 

Did drop a spark, at some odd tumiogy 
Which, by the waltz's windy whirl, 

Was fann'd up into actual burning. 

Oh for Uiat lamp's metallic gauze — 
That curtain of protecting wire — 

Which Davy delicately draws 
Around illicit, dangerous fire! — 
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The wall he aelt 'Iwiit flame and air 

(Lake that wbadi barf'd yoaag TUibe't blua), 

Through wfaoae tmaU hoin this dang aroias pair 
May tee each other hut BOt kiv.* 

At first the torch looked rather bluely— 
A ugD, they uy, that 00 good boded— 

Then quick the gas became unruly. 
And, crack ! the baU-room all esplodad. 

Sylphs, Gnomes, and fiddlers, mii'd together. 
With all tlieir aunls, sons, cousins, nieoss. 

Like butlerflies, in stormy weather. 
Were blown — legs, wings, and tails — lo pieces! 

While, 'mid these Tictims of the torch. 
The Sylph, alas I too, bore her part — 

Found lying, with a livid scorch. 
As if from lightning,, o'er her heart! 



■ W^ell done!* a laughing goblin said. 
Escaping from thb gaseous strife ; 

« T is not the first time Lore has made 
A blom-up in connubial life.* 



REMONSTRANCE. 

■JUr a eonvenaUoH wWi L—d J Jl , in 

which he had indmuUed somu idea offtping up all 
poUtienl pmrsuiti. 

^'s AT ! Cfco«, with thy genius, thy youth,and thy name— 
Thou, bom of a Rnasell — whose instinct to ran 

Hie Bccustom'd career of thy sires, is die same 
.\s the eagldTs, lo soar with his eyes on the mn ! 

^^ lio«e nobility comes to thee, sump'd wilh a aeal^ 
Far, ^r more ennobling than monarch eTer set; 

\N iih the blood of thy race offered np for the waal 
(>f a nation that swears by that martyrdom ytt ! 

SImIi Aou be Cunt-hearted and turn from dM strife^ 
From the mighty arena where all that is grand. 

And devoted, and pure, and adorning in life. 
Is for higb-thonghted spirits, like thine, lo eoounand? 

Oil no, never dream it — while good n»en despair 
Ikiween tyrants and traitors, and timid men bow. 

Never think, for an instant, thy country can spare 
Such a light from her dark'ning horison as thon! 

With a spirit as meek as die gentlest of those 
Who in life's sunny valley lie sbdler'd and warm; 

Yet hold and heroic as ever yrl rose 
To the top diffi of Fortune, and breasted her storm ; 

\\ ith an ardour for liberty, fresh as in youth. 
It finrt kindles the bard, and gives life to his lyre; 

Vet mellow'd, even now, by that mildness of truth 
Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire; 



With an eloquence — not like those rills from a height. 
Which sparkle, and foam, and in vapour are o'er ; 

But a current that works out its way into light 
Through the filt'ring rccsisfs of diought and of lore. 



Thus gifted, thou never canst sleep in dw shade; 

If the stirrings of genius, the music of fame. 
And the charms of thy caiise have not power la per- 
saade. 
Yet think how to frecdosn thon 'it plodfsd by thy 
name. 

Like the boughs of tAat laurel, by Delphrs decree. 
Set apart for the fane and its service divine. 

All the branches that spring from the old Russell tree. 
Are by Liberty elaim'd for the nae of her siuina. 



(HcvU qaitqa* 



p«rv*aiMito eMU*.— OflD. 



EPITAPH ON A LAWTEB. 

Hebb lies a Uwyer— one whose nkind 
(Like that of all tlie lawyer kind) 
Resembled, tlioogh so grsve and slalsly. 
The pupil of a cat's eye greatly; 
Which for the mousing deeds, transacted 

In holes and comers is well-fitted. 
But which in sunshine grows contracted. 

As if *t would.— ralfc^r not admit it; 
As if, in short, a man would quite 

Throw time away who tried lo let in a 
Decent portion of God's light 

On lawyer^s mind or pussy's retina. 

Hence when he look to politics. 

As a refreshing change of evil. 
Unfit with grand affairs to mix 
Uis little Nisi-Prius tricks. 

Like imps at bo-peep, play'd the devil ; 
And proved dial when a small law wit 

Of statesmanship attemptt the trial, 
T is like a player on the kit 

Put all at once to a bass viol. 

Nay, even when honest (which he conld 
Be, now and then), still quibbling daily. 

He served his country as he would 
A client thief at the Old Bailey. 

But — do him justice — short and rare 

Hh wish tlirough lionest paths to roam ; 
Born with a taste for the unfair, 
Where falsehood calPd he slUl was there. 

And when least honest, most at home. 
Thus sliuf fling, bullying, lying, creeping, 

lie work'd his way up near tlie throne. 
And, long before he took the keeping 

Of the king's conscience, lost his own. 



MY BIRTH-DAT. 

■ My birth-day ! • —What a different soniid 
That word had in my youthful ears! 

And how, each time the day comes round. 
Less and Uas while its mark appears! 
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When first our scanty years are told, 
It seems like pastime to grow old ; 
And, as youth counts the shining link» 

That time around him binds so fast, 
Pleased with the task, he little thinks 

How hard that chain will press at last 

Vain was the man, and false as vain, 

Who said,» • were he ordain'd to run 
His long career of life again, 

He would do all that he liad done.n — 
Ah ! 't is not thus the voice that dwells 

In sober birth-days speaks to me ; 
Far otherwise — of time it tells 

Lavish'd unwisely, carelessly — 
Of counsel mock'd — of talents, made- 

Haply for high and pure designs, 
But oft^ like Israel's incense, laid 

Upon unholy, earthly shrines — 
Of nursing many a wrong desire — 

Of wandering after Love loo far. 
And taking every meteor fire 

That cross'd my path-way for his star ! 
All this it tells, and could I trace 

The imperfect picture o'er again, 
Willi power to add, retouch, efface 
^ The lights and shades, the joy and pain, 
How little of the past would stay ! 
How quickly all should melt away — 
All — but that freedom of the mind 

Wliich hath been more than wealth to-me: 
Those friendships in my boyhood twined. 
And kept till now unchangingly. 
And that dear home, that saving ark 

Where Love's true light at last I 've found, 
Cheering within, when all grows dark. 

And comfortless, and stormy round ! 



FANCY. 

The more I 've view'd tliis world, the more T 've found 

That, fill'd as 't is with scenes and creatures rare, 
Fancy commands within her own bright round, 

A world of scenes and creatures far more fair. 
Nor is it that her power can call up there 

A single charm that 's not from Nature won. 
No more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear 

A single tint unborrow'd from the sun — 
Rut *t is the mental medium it shines through. 
That lends to beauty all its charm and hue ; 
As tlie same light that o'er the level lake 

One dull monotony of lustre flings, 
Will, cntcrinu in the rounded rain-drop, make 

Colours as gay as those on angels' wings! 



LOVE AND HYMEN. 

Love had a fever — ne'er could close 
His little eyes till day was breaking; 

And whimsical enough, Heaven knows. 
The things he raved about while waking. 



* FosTSRUxt. — ■ Si ja 
qae j'al fkiL* 



ra^aidnui otrrlire, je ferait toat ce 



To let him pine so were a sin — 
One to whom all the world 't a debtor— 

So Doctor Hymen was call'd in. 

And Love that night slept rather better. 

Next day the case gave further hope yet. 
Though still some ugly fever lalent; — 

■ Dose as before* — a gentle opiate, 
For which old Hymen has a patent 

After a month of daily call, 

So fast the dose went on restoring. 

That Love, who first ne'er slept at all, 
Now took, the rogue I to downright tBorii 



TRANSLATIONS FROM CATULLUS. 

SwiKT Sirmio ! thou, the very eye 

Of all peninsulas and isles 
That in our lakes of silver lie. 

Or sleep, enwreathed by Neptune's smiles, 

How gladly back to thee I fly ! 

Still doubting, asking can it be 
That I have left Bithynia's sky. 

And gaxe in safety upon thee? 

Oh ! what is happier than to find 
Our hearts at ease, our perils past; 

When, anxious long, the lighten'd mind 
Lays down its load of care at last? — 

When, tired with toil on land and deep^ 
Again we tread the welcome floor 

Of our own home, and sink to sleep 
On the long-wish'd-for bed once more T 

This, this it is that pays alone 
The ills of all life's former track : 

Shine out, my beautiful, my own 

Sweet Sirmio — greet thy master back. 

And thou, fair lake, whose vater quaffs 
The light of heaven, like Lydia's sea. 

Rejoice, rejoice — let all that laughs 
Abroad, at home, laugh out for me '. 



TO MY MOTHER. 
Written in a Pocket-Book^ i8»a. 

Thbt tell us of an Indian tree 

Which, howsoc'cr the sun and sky 
May tempt its boughs to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom, wide and high, 
Far better loves to bend its arms 

DowTiward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and warms 

Its grateful being, first had birtli. 

'T is thus, though woo'd by flattering friends 
And fed with fame {if fame it be). 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends. 
With love's true instinct, back to thee ! 
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ILLUSTRATION OF A BORE. 

Ir crer you 've seen a gay party, 

Relieved from the prc«ure of Ned- 
How instantly joyous and hearty 

They *ve grown when the damper wa« fled— 
You may guess what a gay piece of work, 

What delight to champagne it must be, 
To gel rid of its bore of a cork. 

And come sparkling to you, lore, and me ! 



A SPECULATION. 

Or all speculations the market holds forth, 
The best that 1 know for a lover of pelf 

b, to buy *'**'* up, at the price he is worth, 
And then sell him at that which be tel» on hiouelf. 



SCEPTICISM. 

EtE Psyche drank the cup that shed 

Immortal life into her soul. 
Some evil spirit pour'd, 't is said, 

One drop of doubt into the bowl — 

Which, mingling darkly with the stream, 
To Psyche's lips — she knew not why — 

Made even that blessed nectar seem 

As though its sweetness soon would die. 

Ofi, in the very arms of lx>ve, 

A chill came o'er her heart — a fear 

That death would, even yet, remove 
Uer spirit from that liappy sphere. 

• Thocc sunny ringlets,* she exclaim'*d. 
Twining them round her snowy fingc. 

■ That forehead, where a light, unnamed. 
Unknown on earth, for ever lingers — 

. Those lip*, through which I fed the breath 
Of heaven itself, whene'er they scTer— 

Oh ! are they mine beyond all death — 
Mine own, hereafter and for ever? 

« Smile not — I know that starry brow, 
Tliose ringlets and bright lips of thine. 

Will always shitie as they do now— 
But shall / Frve to see them shine T» 

In vain did Love say, • Turn thine eyea 
On all that sparkJes round thee here— 

Thou 'rt now in heaven, where nothing dies. 
And in tliese arms — what canst thou fear?> 

In vain— the fatal drop, that stole 
Into that cup's immortal treasure. 

Had lodged its bitter near her soul. 
And gave a tinge to every pleasure. 

And. though there ne'er was rapture given 

Like Psyche'* with that radiant boy, 
liers is the only face in heaven 
That wears a cloud amid its joy. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

Or all the men one meets about. 

There 's none like Jack — he 's everywhere: 

At church — park — auction — dinner — rout — 
Go when and where you will, he 's there. 

Try the West End, he 's at your back- 
Meets you, like Eurus, in the East — 

You 're call'd upon for « How do. Jack?* 
One hundred times a -day at least. 

A friend of his one evening said. 
As home he took his pensive way, 

« Upon my soul, I fear Jack 's dead — 
I 've seen him but three times to-day l» 



ROMANCE. 

I HAVE a story of two lovers, fiU'd 

With all the pure romance, the blissful sadneas. 
And the sad, doubtful bliss, that ever thrill'd 

Two young and longing hearts in that sweet madn 
But where to chusc the locale of my vision 

In this wide vulgar world — what real spot 
Can be found out, sufficiently elysian 

For two such perfect lovers, I know noL 
Oh, for some fair Formosa, such as he, 
The young Jew,* fabled of, in the Indian Sea, 
By nothing but its name of Beauty known. 
And which Queen Fancy might make all her own, 
Uer fairy kingdom — take its people, lands, 
And tenements into her own bright hands, 
And make, at least, one earthly corner fit 
For Love to live in — pure and exquisite ! 



A JOKE VERSIFIED. 

■ CoMK, come,* said Tom's father, « at yonr time of life. 
There 's no longer excuse for thus playing the rake — 

It is time you should think, boy, of taking a wife.* — 
• Why, so, it is, father, — whose wife shall I lake?* 



Li KB a snuffers, this loving old dame. 

By a destiny grievous enough. 
Though so oft she has snapp'd at the flame, 

llaih never caught more than the snuff. 



FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER. 

Heek lies Factotum Ned at last: 
Long as he breathed the vital air. 

Nothing throughout all Europe pasa'd 
In which he had n't some small share. 

Whoe'er was m, whoe'er was out — 
Whatever sLitosmen did or said — 

If not exactly brought about. 
Was all, at least, contrived by Ned. 

With Nap if Ruwia went to war, 
T was owing, under Providence, 

To rei tain hints Ned gave the Ctar — 
{Fide his pamphlet — price-«ix pence.) 
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If France was beat at Waterloo — 

As all, but Frenchmen, think she was — 

To Ned, as WeHin^ton well knew, 
Was owinif half thai day's applaiiae. 

Then for his news — no enroy's ba^ 

E'er pass'd so Miany secrets throagh it-— 

Scarcely a telegraph could wag 
Its wooden finger, but Ned knew it. 

Snch tales he had of foreign plots^ 

With foreign names ooe's ear to buis in—- 

From Russia ekefs and of$ in lots, 
From Poland ovukis by the doaen. 

When GiORGi, alarm'd for England's creed, 
Turn'd out the,, last Whig ministry. 

And men ask'd — who advised the deed? 
Ned modestly confess'd 't was he. 

For though, by some unlucky miss. 
Re had not downright teen, the King, 

De sent such hints through Viscount This^ 
To Marquis That, as clench'd the thing. 

The same it was in science, arts, 

The drama, books, MS. and printed— ^ 
Kean leam'd from Ned hb clererest parts. 

And Scott's last work by him was hioled. 

Childe Harold in the proofs he read. 

And, here and there, infused some soul m *t- 

Nay, Dary^s lamp, till seen by Ned, 
Had — odd oDoogh — a dangerous hole in 't 

*T was thus, all doing and all knowing. 
Wit, statesman, boxer, chemist, singer. 

Whatever was the liest pie going. 

In that Ned — trust him — had his finger. 



COUNTRY-DAXCE AND QUADRILLE. 

OiiB night, the nymph call'd Country-Dance — 
Whom folks, of late, have used s* ill, 

Preferring a coquette from France, 

A mincing thing, MtuaseUe Quadrille— 

Having been chased from London down 
To that last, humblest haunt of all 

She used to grace — ^ conntry-tovm-- 
Went smiling to the new year's ball. 

■ Here, here, at least," she cried, « though driven 
From London's gay and shining tracks — 

Though, like a Peri cast firom heaven, 
I 've lost, for ever lost Almack's — 

• Though not a London Miss alive 

Would now for her acquaintance own me; 
And spinsters, even of forty-five, 

Upon their honours ne'er have known me: 

• Here, here, at least, I triumph still. 

And — spite of some few dandy lancers, 
Who vainly try to preach Onadrtlfc — 
See nought but t ru m^U mt country-dancers. 



« Here still I reign, and, fresh in chariM, 
My throne, like Magna Charta, raise, 

'Mong sturdy, free-bora legs and anna. 
That scorn the thrafien'd ekmhu 

T was fhus she said, as, 'mid the dill 
Of footmen, and the town sedan. 

She 'lighted at (he King^s-Head Ibd, 
And up the stairs triumpham ran. 

The squires and their squiresses all. 
With young squirinas, just eomit outt 

And my lord's daughters from the Hall 
(Quadrillers, in their hearts, no doubt). 

Already, as she tripp'd up stairs, 

She in the cloak-room saw assembling— 

When, hark ! some new ontlandisn ain. 
From the first fiddle, set her trembliog. 

She stops — she listens— e«« it be? 

Alas! in vain her ears would 'scape it— 
It is • Di tanti palpiti,* 

As plain as Englidi bow can scrape k. 

« Courage!" however in she goes, 
W^ilh her best sweeping country grace; 

When, ah ! too true, her wont of fees. 
Quadrille, there meets her, fsoe to fmce. 

Oh for the lyre, or violin. 

Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore, 
To sing the rage these nymphs were in. 

Their looks and language, airs and tricfccr 

There stood Quadrille, with cat-like fsce 
(The beau ideal of French beauty), 

A band-box thing, all art and lare, 

Down from her nose-tip to her shoe-tie. 

Her flounces, fresh from Fictorine — 
From Bippoiyle her muge and hair— 

Her poetry, from Lamartutm — 

Her morals from — the Lord know« where. 

And, when she danced — so slidingly. 
So near the ground she pKed her art. 

You *d swear her mother-earth and she 
Had made a compact ne'er to part. 

Her ftice t}ie while, demure, sedate. 
No ugns of life or motion sliowing. 

Like a bright pendule's dial-plate— 
So still, you 'd hardly think *t was ^oia^- 

Full fronting her stood Country-Dance — 
A fresh, frank nymph, whom you would 

For English, at a single glance^ 
English all o'er, from top to toe. 

A little gauche^ 't is fair to own. 

And rather given to skips and bounces; 

r.nda tigering tlierehy many a gown. 
And playing oft the devil with flounces. 
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L'niikv MnmseUe — who woald prefer 

(Ms morally a lesser ill) 
A tliouund ilawt in character, 

To onc^Tile rumple of a frill. 

No Touce did she of Albion wear; 

1^ lier but run that two-heat race 
She calls a 5e(— not Dian e'er 

Came rosier from the woodlaiKi chase. 

And such the nymph, whose soul had in 'C 
Such anger now — whose eyes of blue 

(Eyes of that bright rictorious tint 

Which English maids call • IToleHbo*), 

Like summer lightnings, in die dusk 
Of a warm evening, flashing broke, 

While— to the tune of • Money Musk,»* 
Which struck up now— she proudly spoke: 

• Heanl you that strain— that joyous strain? 

T was such as England lored to hear, 
Ere thou, and all thy frippery train. 
Corrupted both her foot and ear— 

• Ere Walts, that rake from foreign lands, 
Presumed, in sight of all beholders, 

To lay his rude licentious hands 
On rirtnous English backs and shoulders— 

• Ere times and morals both grew bad. 

And, yet unlleeced by funding blockh«ads, 
Ilappy John Bull not only had^ 
But danced to * Money in both pockets.' * 

• Alas, the change!— oh. ! 

Where is the land could 'scape disasler% 

With $mch a Foreign Secretary, 
Aided by foreign dancing-masters? 

• Woe to ye, men of ships and shops. 
Rulers of day-l)ooks and of waves! 

Oiadrill'd, on one side, into fops, 
And drill'd, on t* other, into slaves ! 

• Ye, too, ye lovely victims ! seen, 
Like pigi-ons truss'd for exhibition. 

With dbows a la crapaudine. 
And feet in— God knows what position. 

• Ilrmm'd in by watchful ehaperoiu. 
Inspectors of your airs and graces, 

Who intercept all signal tones. 
And read all telegraphic faces. 

• Unable with ihe youth adored. 
In that grim cordon of mammas. 

To interclunge one loving word. 
Though whisper'd but in ^ueut-^te^haU. 

• Ah, did you know how bless'd we ran<;cd. 

Ere vile ^>UADftiLLE usurp'd the fiddle— 
Wlwi looks m letting wen? exchanged. 
What tender ^ords iu down the uuddU .' 

' Aa iiU Eagltiili coaairy^laace. 

* Ataibcff eU Ea(li»k cu«air7nlaB.^». 



• flow many a couple, like the wind. 
Which nothing in its course controls. 

Left time and chaperons fsr behind. 
And gave a loose to legs and souls ! 

• How matrimony throve — ere stopp'd 

By this cold, silent, foot-coquetting— 
How charmingly one's partner popp'd 
The important question in poustette^inql 

■ While now, alas, no sly advances- 
No marriage hinu— all goes on badly: 

'Twixi Parson Malihus and French dances, 
W'e girls are at a discount sadly. 

• Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowcll) 

Declares not half so much b made 
By licences— and he nmst know well- 
Since vile Quadrilling spoil'd the trade.* 

She ceased— tears fell from every Miss- 
She now had touch'd Ihe tnie pathetic :— 

One such authentic fact as this, 
U wortli wliole volumes theoivtic. 

Insunt the cry was • Cou.'«TST-DAifct!> 
And the maid saw, with brightening face, 

Tlie steward of the nighi advance. 
And lead her to her birth-right pbce. 

The fiddles, which awhile had ceased. 
Now tuned again their summons sweet. 

And, for one hap|iy night, at leaM, 
Old England's triumph was complete. 

SONG. 
FOR THE POOVCCRANTE SOaETY. 

To those we love we 've drank to-night ; 

But now attend, and stare not. 
While I the ampler list recite 

Of those for whom — we care not. 

For royal men, houx>'er tliey frown. 

If on llieir fnmts thi>y btsir not 
That noblest gem tliat decks a crown 

The People'»Lo«e— U'c care not 

For slavish men who Und beneath 

A des|>oi yoke, and dare not 
Pronounce the will, wlio»e very breath 

Would rend its links — wrcare not. 

For pri(>sily men who covet swav 

An<lwe.ilth, llioiij;li the>- licilj're not; 

WIm» point, like finger-posts, the w.iy 
TI117 never |;"— we care not. 

For martial nun who on tlieir sword, 

llow.'er ii conquers, wear ii(»i 
The pl« (Iges of a soldier's won!, 

Retieem'd ami pure — we care not 

For li-gal men who plead for wrong. 

.Vriil. though to lies they s«iMr nut. 
Are not more lumeM ih.in the throng 

Of those who (£0— we care not 

4» 
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For courtly men who feed upon 
The land' like grubs, and spare not 

The smallest leaf where they can sun 
Their reptile limbs — we care not. 

For wealthy men who keep their mines 
In darkness hid, and share not 

The paltry ore with him who pines 
In honest want — we care not 

For prudent men who keep the power 
Of Lore aloof, and bare not 

Their hearts in any guardlcss hour 
To Beauty's shaft — we care not. 

For secret men who, round the bowl 
In friendship's circle, tear not 

The cloudy curtain from their soul. 
But draw it close— we care notj 

For all, in short, on land and sea. 
In court and camp, who are not, 

Who never were, nor e'er will be 
Good men and true — we care not 



GENIUS AND CRITICISM. 



Serlpcll qmidaa fata, tad seqmlimr.—SENECA. 



Op old, the Sultan Genius reign'd — 
As Nature moant — supreme, alone; 

With mind uncheck'd, and hands unchain'd. 
His Tiews, his conquests were his own. 

But power like his, that digs its grave 
With its own sceptre, could not last: 

So Genius' self became the slave 
Of laws that Genius' self had pass'd. 

As Jove, who forged the chain of Fate, 
Was, ever after, doom'd to wear it j 

His nodft, liis struggles, all too late — 
• ^t semel jiissit, semper paret. > 

To check young Genius' proud career, 
The slaves, who now his throne invaded. 

Blade Criticism his Prime Vizir, 

And from that hour his glories faded. 

Tied down in Legislation's school. 
Afraid of even his own ambition. 

His very victories were by rule. 
And he was great but by permission. 

His most heroic deeds — the same 

That daulcd, when spontaneous actions — 
Now, done by law, seeni'd cold and tame. 

And shorn of all their first attractions. 

If he but stirr'd to take the air. 
Instant the Vizir's Council sat — 

4 Good Lord ! your Highness can't go there — 
Bless us! your Highness can't do Uiat.» 



If, loving pomp, he chose to bay 
Rich jewels for his diadem — 

« The taste was bad — the price was high- 
A flower were simpler than a gem.» 



To please them if he took to flowc 

« What trifling, what unmeaning things' 

Fit for a woman's toilet hoars. 
But not at all the style for kings.* 

If, fond of his domestic q>here. 

He pla^d no more the rambling coinet~ 
■A dull, good sort of man, 't was clear. 

But, as for great or brave — far from it* 

« 

Did he then look o'er distant oceans, 
For realms more worthy to enthrone him!- 

• Saint Aristotle, what wild notions! 
Serve a *N€ exeat regno' on him.* 



At length — their last and worst to 

They round him placed a guard of watchmra— 
Reviewers, knaves in brown, or blue 

Tum'd up with yellow — chiefly Scoccbmen— 

To dog his footsteps all about. 

Like those in Longwood's prison-gnNinds, 
Who at Napoleon's heels rode oat. 

For fear the Conqueror should break boondi. 

Oh, for some champion of his power. 

Some ultra spirit, to set free. 
As erst in Shakspeare's sovereign hoar. 

The thunders of hb royalty!— 

To vindicate his ancient line. 

The first, the true, the only one 
Of right eternal and divine 

That rules beneath the blessed san !— 

To crush the rebels, that would cloud 
His triumphs with restraint or blame. 

And, honouring even his faults, aloud 
Re>echo • Five leRoi! quand mSt 



THE WITCH'S SABBATH. 

A PSAGMEJtr. 

■ An, write their names on my darkest page,* 
Said Bigotry, opening wide her book, — 

That book, in whose leaves, now black with age, 
None but the worm and C-pl-y look: 

• Write, write them down — as witches, of yore. 
The name of each imp of darkness knew. 

And nightly call'd their bead-roll o'er, 
I '11 know the name of my servants too!* 

She spoke — and behold a scribe was near. 
Who straightway taking a pen of flame 

From behind his ancient, ass-like ear. 
Wrote down, as she bid, each minicm's name. 
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And ncrer, oh never— not eren then 

In her youthful dayt of murdfifout trlck^^ 

Wat Bigotry half so pleas'd as when 
Slie counted Two Hundred and serenty six ! 

With joy, I wist, each name she kiss'd, 
Thou(;h even in joy a sigh heaved she, 

\^lien out of tliat list, one name slie miss'd. 
Her own dear Wilks, of Sudbury. 



1 is well, 't is well— so for our spell 
h a match for even my darkest days;— 

5ow, draw me a circle round, and tell 
WhAt Sprite of them all, I first shall raise. 

The circle is drawn. — She squats within, 
' And « Arise,* she cries, some • imp of flame* 
Who will do my bidding, through thick and thin.'t- 
She spoke but the word, and D— n came ! 

His torch was ready — his eyes were wild — 

Away to his northern hills he flew. 
And 't was rare to see how the beldam smiled, 

As slie track'd his flight by the glare he threw; 

As she saw, by her gift of second sight. 
The mingling flash of the pike and sword. 

And (he burning cotLigc's crimson light 
Ob tlie baleful Orange banner pour'd ! 

Cut, see — what spell doth she now prepare? 

What strange ligzaggeries round her draw, 
\» she mutters, backward, many a prayer ?— 

'T is to call to her aid some imp of law; 

Some dusky Gnome, who shivers at light; 

Wlio, bred in the dark, his life liath pass'd. 
In playing, for hire, with Wrong and Right, 

Till he knows not one from t'other, at last; 

Who kept by his masters under cork. 
Like lM»tt]cd-up imps, is but brought out 

To help in any unholy work 

The wise state-conjurors are about; — 

Who, ready at hand for dingy deeds, 
Not only is bottled, convenient sprite, 

But lalwll'd and priced, and only needs 
A seal on his cork to fix him quite. 

« Up !i» said the hag, with visage stem, 
• My master imp, who art leam'd in all 

The wise and good would most unlcaurn :• 
She said — and C y came, at her caU ; 

Came (while the beldam cried, • All hail!») 
In a shape slie loves the best of any, — 

A Rat,' who was n't « without a tale,* 

As he told of a cock and a « bull »* full mant. 

m 



< - Aad lik* a rai witliM< ■ uil.> Mmrittk, 
■ TIm aBall* part of ika •lory balose* 



And much he squeak'd of queens and kings, 
Of Jamea the first, and James the latter. 

And • bloody Queen Mary,* and lots of things 

Which, he own'd, had nothing to do with the matter. 

Thiu, one by one, did the Witch call up 

The legion of imps tliat fill'd tliat roll; 
And to each she pledged her venomous cup, 

While each one pledged to her hb soul : 

Till, hark! in the midst of all their rites. 

While (counting two hundred and' seventy-seven. 

The hag included) this band of sprites 

Were playing their tricks before high heaven, 

There came a loud crash »••••• 



p r of w ly loMrP— t. 



TO- 



EXTEMPORE. 



TO WIOSI HfTBiniBRCB I CHIVLT OWB 



TIB VBIT LIIBIAL PRICB GIVBH POt LALLA tOOKI. 

Whbn they shall tell, in future timet, 
Of thousands given for idle rhymet 

Like these — the pastime of an honr. 
They '11 wonder at the lavish taste 
That could, like tulip-fanciers, waste 

A little fortune on a flower ! 

Yet wilt not thou, whose friendship set 

Such value on the bard's renown- 
Yet wilt not lliou, my friend, regret 

The (golden shower thy spell brought down. 
For thou dost love the free-bom muse. 
Whose flight no curbing chain pursues; 

And thou dost think the song that sbrinas 
Tliat image, — so adored by thee, 
And spirits like thee, — Lilwrrty, 
Of price beyond all India's mines! 



REFLECTION AT SEA- 

Sbb how beneath the moonbeam's smile 
Yon little billow heaves its breast; 

It foams and »parklcs for a while. 

And, murmuring, then subsides to reit. 

So man, the sport of bliss and care, 

RisLt on Time's eventful sea. 
And, having swell'd a moment there. 

Thus melts into eternity. 



FROM PLATO. 

War doAt thou gaxe upon the sky? 

Oh ! that I were that spangled sphere. 
And every star should be an eye 

To wonder on thy beauties here ! 

In life thou wcrt my morning star, 

But now that death hath stolen thy light, 

Alan! thou shinoit dim and far, 

Like the pale beam tliat weeps at night. 
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a^tr^!9 upon ita^t iKtotm, <!tatbolit», tic. 



AMATORY COLLOQUY BETWEEN BANK AND 
GOVEKNMENT. 

BANK. 

Is all then forgotten T — those amorous pranks 
You and I, in our youth, my dear GoTemment, 
play'd — 

When you call'd me tlie fondest, the truest of Banks, 
And enjoy'd the endearing advances I made. 

When — left to ourseUcs, unmolested and free, 
Todo all that a dashing young couple should 
do, 

A law against paying was laid upon me. 

But none against owing, dear helpmate, on you ? 

And is it then Tanish'd?— that « hour (as Othello 
So happily calls it) of Lore and Direction ;n^ 

And must we, like other fond doves, my dear fellow. 
Grow good in our old age, and cut the connection? 

I 

60TEI!fMINT. 

\ 

Evtif so, my belored Mrs Bank, it must be, — 
This paying in cash * plays the deril with wooing — 

We 'ye both had our swing, but I plainly foresee 
There must soon be a stop to ourfrt/<-ing and cooing. 

Propagation in reason — a small child or two — 
Etcu Rererend Malthus himself is a friend to: 

The issue of some folks is mod' rate and few — 

But oury, my dear corporate Bank, there's no end to ! 

So, — hard as it is on a pair who *ve already 
Disposed of many pounds, sliillings, and pence; 

And, in spite of that pink of proxperity, Freddy,^ 
So larish of cash, and so sparing of sense. 

The day is at hand, my Papyria^ Venus, 

When, high as we once used to carry our capers, 

Those soft billetS'doux we 're now passing between us 
Will serve but to keep Mrs C — tts in curl-papers; 

And when — if we still must continue our love. 
After all that is past — our amour, it is clear 
- (Like that which Miss Danati managed with Jove), 
Must all be transacted in bullionf my dear ! 

February f 1826. 



DIALOGUE BETWEEN A SOVEREIGN AND A 
ONE POUND NOTE. 



Ad hoar 



Of lore, of worldly inaiter aod dlroctioo. 

' It appMn, bowever, that Orid wa« a frleod to the retonptioo 
of pajnent in aporle : 

— — ^ flnem tpeeU ooelMte rtsumtA, 
Lactibaa Inpoattlt, reollqae taluiifar orbi. 

Met. I. iS. T. 743. 

* HoBOorabl* Frodarlck R-b-n«-n. 

* To dUtlognbh hor from the ■ Aarea ■ or CcUem Veana. 



000 BOD fellz, qomm tn fogis, at pDvet 
Agaa lapoa. capneqao laoaw. 



Said a Sovereign to a Note, 
In the pocket of my coat. 

Where they met, in a neat pune of leather, 
« How happens it, I prithee. 
That though I'm wedded with diee. 

Fair Pound, we can never live together ? 

• Like your sex, fond of change^ 
With silver you can range. 

And of lots of young sixpences be mollier; 
While willi me — upon my word. 
Not my LaHy and my Lord 

Of W th see so little of each other! t 



The indignant Note replied 
(Lying crumpled by his side), 

• Shame, shame, it is yourself that roam. 
One cannot look askance. 
But whip ! you 're off to France, 

Leaving nothing but old rags at home, sir. 

• Your scampering began. 
From the moment Parson Van, 

Poor man, made us one in Love's fetter; 
* For better or for worse' 
Is the usual marriage curse. 

But ours is all * worse' and no * better.' 



• In vain are laws pass'd. 
There's nothing holds you faat. 

Though you know, sweet Sovereign, I adore yon— 
At the smallest hint in life. 
You forsake your lawful wife,. 

As other Sovereigns did before you. 

• I flirt witli Silver, true — 
But what can ladies do. 

When disown'd by their natural protectors? 

And as to falsehood, stuff! 

1 shall soon Ytc false enough. 
When I get among those wicked Bank Direcfors.* 

The Sovereign, smiling on her. 

Now swore, upon his honour, 
To be henrcfortli domestic and loyal ; 

But, within an hour or two, 

W^hy — 1 sold him to a Jew, 
And he 's now at No. 10, Palais Royal. 
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S EXPOSITION TO LORD KING. 



aeai das finen. Rex aMCDe, laboraia f— Viisil. 



THE SINKING FUND CRIED. 



you, my Lord, thus delight to torment all 
i*niof the realm about cheapening their com,' 
11 know, if one has n't a very high rental, 
.nlly worth while being very high born! 

? tliem so rudely, each night of your life, 
ue»tion, my I^rd, there's so much to abhor in? 
n — like asking one, > How is your wife? > 
L- so confounded domestic and foreign. 

Tcrs, no matter how poorly they feast, 
i;rs, and such animals fed up for sliow 
wdl-pliysick'd elephant, lately deceased), 
wonderful quantum of cramming, you know. 



■ Xow what, wa aak. U baooaie of tbU SinkiBif Puad— ihea^ 

algbt nillioos of tarplas abore espeaditare, which ware lo reduce 

i the iDtervat of tba aatiooal debt lay ibe aaMMot of foar bandrad 

iboaaaad poaad* aaaaallfT Where, indeed, la the Slakla^ Faad 

ittalf T— 7A« Timet of Feb. i. 



It see, my dear Baron, how bored and distrest 
:heir high noble hearts by your, merciless talc, 
: force of the agony wrung ev'n a jest 
he frugal Scotch wit of my Lord L — d — le ! ' 

tT\ to whom Nature and Berwickshire gave 
our, endow'd with effects so provoking, 
en the whole House looks unusually grave, 
lay always conclude that Lord L — d — le's 
oking! 

, tliosc unfortunate weavers of Perth — 
know the vast difference Providence dooms 
weavers of Perth and Peers of high birth, 
those who have /leir-looms, and those who 've 
mt looms! 

<nm of starving, as great At — 1 said — ^ 

fie nobles all cheer'd, and the bishops all won- 

Icr'd) 

<me years ago, he and others had fed 

te same hungry devils about fifteen hundred ! 

from hence — and the Duke's very words 
be publisird wherever poor rogues of this 
raft are, 

vers, oiir<> rescued from starving by Lords, 
und to be starved by said I/ords ever after. 

me was uproarious, her knowing patricbns 
Bread and the (Circus • a cure for each row; 
r> the plan of our noble physicians, 
"ead and the Tread-mill 's • the regimen now. 

my dear Baron of Ockham, your prose, 

all my poetry — neither convinces; 

-e have spoken and written but shows, 

you tread on a nobleman's eom^^ how he 



vmccs 



I 



prooeedlafs of the Lord*, Wedaetday, March i. iSa6, 
ikiaf waa Mvprciy reproved by Mveral of the aotle 
ukiaif M aiaay ■|>«>erbes affaiacl lb« (k>ra Law*. 
»l le Earl said, ihat • wbea be heard ibe petitloa caia«> 
b<iol aud •hoc'-aiakert, be thought it aiatt be ajaiast 
which iL4>y infli.'tod oa ibe flair m-x.* 
ike r»f Albol taid, that ■ at a furmer |>erioJ. wbrn ikeae 
>r«> ia great di«tre««, ibe laaded iniemt of P«rih had 
%i<tn of ihcm. It wac a poor maro for ihtte very ntea 
Ilea afaiatt the perMNi* who had fed thea.* 

■■I, we flatter oarMlvaa, mm Lord L.'a Joke. 



Take your bell, take your bell. 

Good Crier and tell 
To the Bulls and the Bears, till their ears are stunn'd. 

That, lost or stolen. 

Or fdll'n through a hole in 
Tlie Treasury floor, is the Sinking Fund! 

Oyes! OyesI 

Can any body guess 
What the deuce has l)ecome of this Treasury wonder? 

It has Pitt's name on 't. 

All brass in the front, 
And R-b-n-sn's, scrawl'd with a goose-quill, under. 

Folks well.knew what 

Would soon be its lot, 
When Frederick and Jenky sat, hob-nobbing,* 

And said to each other, 

« Suppose, dear brother. 
We make this ftmny old Fund worth robbing.* 

We arc come, alas ! 

To a very pretty pass, — 
Eight hundred Millions of score to pay, 

With but Five in the till 

To discharge the bill. 
And even that Five, too, whipp'd away ! 

Stop thief! stop thief !— 

From the Sub to the Chief, 
These G«iHiNeit of Finance are plundering cacde— 

Call the watch — call Brougham, 

Tell Joseph Hume, 
That best of Charleys, to spring his rattle. 

Whoever will bring 

This aforesaid thing 
To the well-known House of Robinson and Jenkin, 

Sliall be paid, with thanks. 

In the notes of banks. 
Whose Funds, too, have leam'd « the Art of Sinking.* 

Oyes! Ovm! 

Can any ImkIv guess 
What the dev'l has become of this Treasury wonder? 

It has Pitt's name on 't. 

All braM in the front. 
And R-b-ns-n's, scrawl'd with a goose-quill, nnder. 



ODE TO THE GODDF.SS CERES. 
Bt Sis T s L 1. 



Lef iferv llcreri Pb«'bo.|ae. — Vntit. 

Dbar Coddet* of (>>m, whom the ancients, we know 
(Among other odd whims of those comical bodies), 

> la iRj4, whea the Siakiaf Faad wsa raiaad by the tafrtaiticn 
of aew Uiaa to the aan of flva millioaa. 
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Adom'd with somniferous poppies, to show 
Thou wert always a trae Country-gentleman's God- 
dew! 

Behold, in his best shooting jacket, before thee. 
An eloquent 'Squire, who most 4iumbly beseeches. 

Great Queen of Mark-lane (if the thing does n't bore 
thee), 
Thou 'It read o'er the last of his — never-last speeches. 

Ah I Ceres, thou know'st not the slander and scorn 
Now heap'd upon England's 'Squirearchy so boasted; 

Improving on Hunt, 't is no longer tlie Com, 

'T is now the' Corn-growers, alas! that are roasted-' 

In speeches, in books, in all sliapes they attack u»— - 
Reviewers, economists — fellows, no doubt, 

That you, my dear Ceres, and Venus, and Bacchus, 
And Gods of high fashion, know little about. 

There 's B-nth-m, whose English is all his own 
making, — 

Who thinks just as little of settling a nation 
As he would of smoking his pipe, or of taking 

(What he, himself,calls) his post-prandial vibration. * * 

There are two Mr M s, too, whom those that like 

reading 
Through all that 's unreadable, call very clever; — 

And, whereas M Senior |makes war on good 

breeding, 
M Junior makes war on all breeding whatever ! 

In short, my dear Goddess, Old England's divided 
Betweeix ultra blockheads and superfine sages; — 

With which of these classes we, landlords, have sided, 
Thou 'It find in my Speech, if thou'lt read a few 
pages. 

For therein I 've proved, to my own satisbction, 
And tliat of all 'Squires I've the honour of meeting, 

That 'tis the most senseless and foul-mouth'd detraction 
To say that poor people are fond of cheap eating. 

On the contrary, such the chaste* notions of food 
That dwell in each pale manufacturer's heart, 

They would scorn any law, be it ever so good. 

That would make thee, dear Goddess, less dear than 
thou art! 

And, oh ! for Monopoly what a blest day. 

When the Land and tlie Silk shall, in fond combina- 
tion, 
(Like Sulky and Silky, that pair in the play),' 
Cry out, with one voice, for High Rents and Starva- 
tion! 

Long life to the minister! — no matter who. 

Or how dull he maybe, if. witli dignified spirit, he 

Keeps the ports shut — and the people's mouths, too, — 
Wc shall all have a long run of Freddy's prosperity. 

' The TeBerible Jer«my'« pbrate for hU after-dinner walk. 

* A phrase in one of Sir T— ^.— *t late apeecliae. 

* ■ Road 10 Rain.* 



And, as for myself, who 've, like Hannibal, twor 
To hate the whole crew who would take o< 
from us. 

Had England but One to stand by thee. Dear Go: 
That last honest Uni-com * would he Sir Th- 



A HYMN OF WELCOME AFTER THE Rl 



Anlmat tapienttarea 6ert qaieaeaodo. 



And now — crosa-buns and pancakes o'er — 
Hail, Lords and Gentlemen, once more! 

Thrice hail and welcome. Houses Twain ! 
The short eclipse of April-day 
Having (God grant it!) pass'd away. 

Collective Wisdom, ^ine again! 

Come, Ayes and Noes, through thick and th 
With Paddy II — mes for whipper-in; 

Whate'er the job, prepared to back it; 
Come, voters of Supplies — bestowcn 
Of jackets upon trumpet-blowers. 

At eighty mortal pounds the jacket!* 

Come— free; at length, from Joint-Stock cat 
Ye Senators of many Shares, 

Whose dreams of premium knew no boo 
So fond of aught like Company, 
Tliat you would ev'n have taken tea 

(Had you been ask'd) with Mr Goondry!* 

Come, matchless country-gentlemen ; 
Come — wise Sir Thomas — wisest tlien 

When creeds and corn-laws are debated ! 
Come, rival ev'n the Harlot Red, 
And show how wholly into bread 

A 'Squire is transubatantiatod. 

Come, L— derd — e, and tell the world. 
That — surely as thy scratch is curl'd. 

As never scratch was curl'd before — 
Cheap eating docs more harm than good. 
And working-people, spoil'd by food. 

The less they eat, will work the more. 

Come, G — Ih-m, with thy glib defence 
(Which thou'dst have made for Peter^a Pen 

Of Church-Rates, worthy of a haltct; — 
Two pipes of port [old port, 't was said 
By honest Newport) bought and paid 

By papists for tlie Orange Altar ! i 



* TbU i» meant not to madi for a pan, at In allaslea t 
taral hUtory of ihe Unicom, n hirh it •appoaed w be • 
between the Bo« and the A«Inas, and, as Ree'a tJy cl opg d t 
04, haa a particular tilling for ererf thing • clMste.* 

' An item of expense which Mr tlame ia Tain eadeavee' 
rid of r— trampetert, it appears, like the asea of AlMoaU 

* The gentleman, lately before the pablle, who hept h 
Stock Tea Company all to himself, tlnfflns • Tt aote adioro. 

* This charge of two pipes of port for the aaciaoieatal < 
pret-ioos specimen of the sort of rates lerted npoA theli 
fallow-parishioners by the Irish protesianu. 

The thirst that from the snal dotli riae 
Doth ask a drink dlvlse. 
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ne, H-n-n, with thy plan m merry, 
' peopling Canada from Kerry — 
foC M much rendering Ireland quiet, 
grafting on the dull Canadians 
It liveliest of earth's contagions, 
The buU-pock of Ilibemian riot ! 

me all, in short, ye wond'rous men 

wit and wisdom, come again ; 

Though short your absence, all deplore it — 

, come and show, whate'er men say, 

at you can, after April-Day, 

Ic just as — lapient as before it. 



SkTEMORABlLIA OF LAST WEEK. 

MOIIDAT, MAICI 1 3, 1816. 

dget — quite charming and witty — no hearing, 
4audits and lauglis, the good things that were in 
in it; — 

imfbrt to find, though the Speech is n't cheering, 
all its gay auditors were, erery minute. 

till more prosperity ! — mercy upon us, 
I boy 'II be the death of me • — oft as, already, 
aoolh Budgeteers have grateelly undone us, 
lau'is muule easy there 's no one like Freddy. 

JTUBSDAT. 

rave apprehension exprcss'd by the Peers, 

-calling to life the old Peachums and Lockitts — 

re stock of gold we 're to have in three yean, 

Id ail find its way into highwaymen's pockets! * 
• • • 

WKDIfUDAT. 

>ing — for sacred, oh Wednesday, thou art 
e seven o'clock joys of full many a table, — 
le Members all meet, to make much of that part, 
which they so rashly fell out, in the Fable. 

ii^d, though, to-night, that — as churchwardens, 

yearly, 

p a small baby — those cormorant sinners, 
ikrupt-Commissioners, ^fl very nearly 
xicrat e s i ie d bankrupt, ComI ckaud, for their 

dinners!* 

■ne — a rumour to-day, in the city, 
b-ns-n just has resign'd*, — what a pity! 
b and the Bears all fell a sobbing, 
bey heard of the fate of poor Cock Kobtn, 
bus, to the nurscry-tunc, so pretty, 
luring Stock-dons breathed her ditty : — 

•or Robin^ he crow'd as long 
IS sweet as a prosperous Cock could crow ; 
note was smalU and the ^oM-finch's song 
I pitch too high for Poor Robin to go. 

Who 'II make his shroud ? 

ikar th^eetiom to a Meullic cummej «m, Umi it |»ro(laoed 
•■■ib«r«f bickway robber iea.>—ll«i«M i» lAa L**^. 
boffcroaabf '• aiaioaMai of iIm a a o w oa a lavcra kill of ibo 
I of BaafcrapU. 



« I,« said the Bank, • though he play d me a prank. 
While I have a rag poor Rob shall be roU'd in 't; 

With many a pound I '11 paper him round. 
Like a plump rouleau — wUhout the gold in *t> 



ALL IN THE FAMILY WAY, 

A HIW rASTORAL BAIXAO. 



(Saof Ib tk« ckarsdar of Brlianala.) 



• The Pablio Debt U dae fron oarwlraa to oarwiTea, aad r«- 
■olraa liself iaio a Faniiy Aoooaal.*— Sir Roitrt PmCt Letitr. 

Turn — My banks are aU fumisk'd witli bees. 

Mt banks are all fumish'd with rags. 

So thick — even Freddy can't tliin 'em: 
1 've torn up my old money-bags. 

Having little, or nought, to put in 'cm. 
My tradesmen are smashing by dozens, 

But this is all nothing, they say; 
For bankrupts, since Adam, are cousins,— 

So it 's all in the fimily way. 

My Debt not a penny takes from me. 

As sages the matter explain ; — 
Bob owes it to Tom, and tlien Tommy 

Just owes it to Bob back again. 
Since all have thus taken to owing^ 

There 's nolKMly left that can pay; 
And this is the way to keep going. 

All quite in the fomily way. 

My senators vote away millions, 

To put in Prosperity's l>udget ; 
And tliough it were billions or trillions. 

The generous rogues would n't grudge it. 
'T is all but a family, /top, 

'T was Pitt began dancing the hay ; 
Hands round ! — why the deuce shooki we stop ? 

T is all in the family way. 

My labourers used to eat mutton. 

As any great man of tlie slate does ; 
And now the poor dcvib are put on 

Small rations of tea and poutoes. 
But cheer up, John, Sawney, and Paddy, 

The King is your father, tlicy say : 
So, ev'n if you starve for your daddy, 

'T is all in the family way. 

My rich manufacturers tumble. 

My poor ones have nothing to chew ; 
And, ev'o if themselves do not grumble, 

Their stomarlis undoubtedly do. 
But coolly to faat en famiUe 

U as good for the soul as to pny; 
And fominc itself is genlcci. 

When one starves in a family way. 

I have found out a secret for Freddy, 

A secret f<»r nest Biulget-day; 
Though, perhaps, he may know it already. 

As he, loo, 's a sage in his way. 
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When next for the Treasury scene he 
Announces • the Deril to pay," 

Let him write on tlie bills — • Nota-bene^ 
T 'is all in the family way.* 



BALLAD FOR THE CAMBRIDGE ELECTION, i 



■ I auihorlted my CoBmittM to take tbe strp which they did, of 
propotlag a Mr oomparitoo of •trength. apon the •ndentandiag 
thai »Ucke»«r of tk» two $konld prore to be ike weakeft, choold give 
way to the other, ■—fxfrar/ from Mr IF. J. Bamke$'i Letter to Mr 
Coullmru, 



B-NKBs is weak, and G — Ib-m too,' 
No one e'er the fact denied ; — 

Which is k weakest'' of the two, 
Gimhridge can alone decide. 

Chiise between them, Gambrid(je, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cainbrid{;e say. 

G — Ib-m of the Pope afraid is, 
B-nkes, as much af mid as he ; 

Never yet did two old ladies 
On this point so well agree. 

Chuse between them, Canibrid(;e,'pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambrid{;e, say. 

Each a different mode pursues, 
Each the same conclusion reaches; 

B-nkes is foolish in Reviews, 

G — Ib-m, foolish in his speeches. 

Chuse between them, Camhrid(;e, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge say. 

Each a different foe doth damn, 

W^hen his own affairs have gone ill ; 

B-nkes he damncth Biiokinghain, 
G — Ib-rn damneth Dan. O'Connel. 

Chuse between them, (4ambridge, pniy. 

Which is weakest, Catnbridge, say. 

Once, we know, a horse's neigh 
Fix'd the election to a throne; 

So, whichever first shall brny, 

Chuso him, Canibrid^;e, for thy own. 

Chuse him, chuse him by his bray. 

Thus elect him, Cambridge, pray. 
June^ i8a6. 



MR ROGER DODSWORTII. 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE TIMES. 

Sia.—IlaTiogjukt board oflhe wond<*rful returroaioo of Mr Roger 
Ikxltwortb from uadttr ma aea/uHchc, wbi*rebe had rcinained, ft'cn 
fraitfie, it keenu, for the last 166 year*. I hasten to Impart to you a 
few reHectiuD* on the •ul>jcol. — Vourt, etc. 

LAi-oATua Tanruau Acti. 



What a lucky turn-up!— just as Eld-n 's withdrawing. 
To find tliu.s a genllciuuii, fruzen in the year 

Sixteen huudred and sixty, who only wants thawing 
To serve for our times quite as well as the Peer; — 



To bring thus to light, not the wisdom aloD« 
Of our ancestor^, such as we find it on shelves, 

But, in perfect condition, full-wi)^'d and full-gro 
To shovel up one of tliose wise bucks thennelvc 

Oh thaw Mr Dodsworth, and send him safe home. 
Let him learn nothing useful or new on the wa 

With his wisdom kept snug from the light let him 
And our Tories will hail him with «Hear» and ttlJu 

What a God-send to them! — a good, obsolete man 
Who has never of Locke or Voltaire been a read 

Oh thaw Mr Dodsworth as fast as you can. 

And the L-nsd-les and H-rtf-rds shall chuse hi 
leader. 

Yes, sleeper of ages, thou shalt be their Citoscn; 

And deeply with thee will they sorrow, good mi 
To think that all Europe has, since tliou wertfroj 

So alter'd, thou hardly wilt know it again. 

And £ld-n will weep o'er each sad innovation 
Such oceans of tears, thou wilt fancy tliat he 

Has been also laid up in a long congelation, 
And is only now tliawing, dear Roger, like thee 



COPY OF AN INTERCEPTED DESPATC 

FROM HIS EXCILLENCT OOIf STfttPlTOSO DIABOLO, 
KXTIAOBOINAEY TO BIS SATANIC MAitSTT. 

St James's-streetf Jufy i, i{ 
GiEAT Sir, having just had the good luck to catcli 

An official young Demon, preparing to go, 
Beady booted and spurr'd, with a black-leg despa 

From the Hell here, at Cr-ckf-rd\ to our Hell be 

I write these few lines to your Highness Satanic, 
To say that, first having obey'd your directions, 

And done all the mischief I could in ■ the Panic,* 
My next special care was to help the Elections. 

Well knowing how dear were those times to thy » 
When every good Christian tormented hit brotl 

And caused, in thy realm, such a saving of coal. 
From coming down, all ready grill'd by each oth 

Bememb'rrng, besides, how it pain'd thee to part 
Wiih the old Penal Code,— that chef-ttaeuvre ol 

In which (diough to own it too modest thou art) 
We could plainly perceive the fine touch of th j 

I thought, as we ne'er can those good times revive 
(Though Kld-n, with help from your Highness, 
try), 

'T would still keep a taste for Hell's music alive. 
Could wc get up a thund'ring No-Popery cry;— 

That yell which, when chorus'd by laics and cleri< 
So like is to ours, in its spirit and tone. 

That 1 often ni|;h lau{;h myself into hysterics. 
To think that Religion shoulil make it her own. 

So, having sent down for the original notes 
Of the chorus, as suug by your Majesty's choir. 
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•w pinU of Uva, to gargle the throats 

idf and some others, who sing it • with fire,* ' 

I, • if the Marseillois Hymn could command 
uditence, thou(;h yell'd hy a Sans-culoUe crew, 
inders shall we do, who 've men in our band, 
>ol only wear breeches, but petticoats too. > 

m were my hopes; but, with sorrow, your 
Higfaneas, 

»rced to confess — be the cause what it will, 
fewn e s s of Toices, or hoarseness, or shyness, — 
xliebttb Chorus has gone off but ill. 

b is, no placeman now knows his right key, 
reasury pitch-pipe of late is so various; 
sin hate voices, that look'd for a fee 
fork music-moeting, now think it precarious. 

le of our Reverends miglu have been warmer — 
h one or two capital roaren we *ve had ; 
rise' is, for instance, a charming performer, 
'uHtinydon Xaberly's yell was not bad. 

■r, however, the tiling was not hearty ;— 

Eld-n allows wc got on but so so ; 

en next we attempt a No-Popery party, 

atf please your IIighni*ss, recruit/rom btlow. 

if the 3foung Black-leg is cracking his whip— > 
i me. Great Sir— there's no time to be civil, - 
opportunity shan't be let slip, 
11 tlien, 

I 'm, in haste, your most dutiful 

DEVIL. 



u> 



THE MILLENNIUM. 

BT TIE LATI WOSK OW THB IBVIRBRO Ml 
IIV-HO • on PBOPIBCT." 



RjiiUM at hand t — I 'ni delighted to hear it— 
tiers, both public and private, now go, 
iltitudes round us all starving, or near it, 
1 rich Millennium will come « propos. 

nk. Master Fred, wliat delight to behold, 

di of thy bankrupt old City of Rags, 

lew Jerusalem, built all of gold, 

1 bullion througliout, from the roof to the flags — 

rhere wine and clieap corn ^ sliall abound, — 
scial Cocai^ne, nn whose buttery shelves 
swear the best things of this world will be found, 
ir saints seldom ^il to take care of tliemsclves! 

reverend expounder of raptures elysian, 4 
e Squintifobus, who, placed within reach 
»pposite worlds, by a twist of your vision 
ast, at the same time, a sly look at each : — 

MM — a ■■•ic-bookdlrwrtion. 

■t«r»« d fMitleaMa di«tiDBai«k«dbiM«elf at iba Raadias 



Thanks, thanks for the hope thou liast given, that wc 
May, even in our own times, a jubilee sliare, 

Which so long has been promised by propliets like thee, 
And so often postponed, we began to do^mir. 

There was Winston, • who learnedly took Prince Eugene 
For the man who must bring the Millennium about; 

Tliere 's Faber, whose pious productions have been 
All belied, ere his book's first edition was out ; — 

There was Counsellor Dobbs, too, an Irish M. P., 
Who discounted on the subject with signal eclai. 

And, each day of his life, sat expecting to see 

A Millennium break out in the town of Armagh I < 

There was also — but why should I burden my by 
With your Brotherses, Southcotcs, and names leas 
deserving, 

When all past Millenniums lienrefortli must give way 
To tlie last new Millennium of Orator Irv-ng. 

Go on, mighty man, — doom them all to the slidf — 
And, when next thou with Prophecy troublcst ihy 
sconce, 

Oh forget not, I pray tlice, to prove tliat thyself 

Art tlie Beast (chapter 4) that sees nine ways at once ! 



THE THREE DOCTORS. 



DodorilMi* Icuaiar tribat. 



aa«ra ttl wWal foe a peaay. aad thrt>« Beaiart* of barley 
ly.* — K09.C. (. 

.b« Orailoa of tbU n%mmd f«atlf>««a. iib«ra ba do- 
e oMiBaMal joy* of Paradia*. aad paiau iba aafcU bo- 
bappy liir.* 



THOucn many great Doctors tliere be. 

There are three that all Doctors out»lop, — 

Dr Eady, that faiiious M. D. 

Dr S — they, and dear Doctor Slop. 

The purger — the proscr— the bard — 

All quacks in a different style; 
Dr S— they writer books by tlie yanl, 

Dr Eady writes puffs by the mile ; 

Dr Slop, in no merit outdone 

By his scribbling or physicking brother. 

Can dose us with stuff like the one. 

Ay, and dote us with stuff like tlie otiier. 

Dr Eady good company keeps 

W*ith • No Popcr>-* scribes on the walls; 

Dr S— they as gloriously slet- ps 

With • No Popery* scrilH's, on tlic stalU. 

Dr Slop, upon sulijecis divine. 

Such bctlbmile Marer lets drop. 
That, if Eady should take tlie tnad line, 

lie 'II l>e hure of a patient in Slop. 

' Ik'bea Wbiiloa |im«at()d lu Priaor hm^mr ibr IUmt ia wbkb 
baatieaipird loroaacxt bit TictitriM u«f>r ibe Tark* wiib K««cla- 
tioa. tbe Priace U taid to batp rvftlicd, ibai • ba was aoi anara be 
evar bad Um boaoar of bciag kotma u» b4 Joba.* 

* Mr DoblMwaa a Mrailwref iba irUb Pariiaawml, aad. oa all 
olbar Mbjrt.-u bal ibe Slillraaiaai, a «<Ty Mraaibla |>moa : ba cbaao 
.\r«a(b aa iba M«>a«> of bis Xillraaia*. oa a«««al af iba aaaa 
.inMfaddoa. aaalMMMd ia Rrtelatloa. 

\0 
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Seven millions of Papists, no less, 
Dr S— ihey attacks, like a Turk ; * 

Dr Eady, less bold, I confess. 
Attacks but bis maid of all work. ' 

Dr S — they, for his grand atuck, 

Both a laureate and senator is; 
While poor Dr Eady, alack. 

Has been had up to Bow-street, for his! 

And truly, the law docs so blunder, 
That, tliough little blood has been spilt, he 

May probably suffer as, under 

The Chalking Act, known to be guilty. . 

So much for the merits sublime 

(With whose catalogue ne'er should I stop) 
Of the three greatest lights of our time. 

Doctors Eady and S— they and Slop ! 

Should you ask me, to which of the three 
Great Doctors the preference should fall, 

As a matter of course, I agree 
Dr Eady miut go to the wall. 

But, as S — they with laurels is crown'd, 
And Slop with a wig and a tail is, 

Let Eady's bright temples be bound 
With a swinging « Corona Jlfurolts!"^ 



EPITAPH ON A TUFT-HUNTER. 

Lambnt, Ian ent. Sir Isaac Heard, 

Put mourning round thy page, Debrett, 

For here lies one, who ne'er prcferr'd 
A Viscount to a Marquis yet. 

Beside him place the God of Wit, 

Before him Beauty's rosiest girls, 
Apollo for a star he 'd quit, 

And Love's own sister for an Earl's. 

Did niggard fate no peers afford. 

He took, of course, to peers' relations ; 

And, rather than not sport a lord, 
Put up with even the last creations. 

Even Irish names, could he but tag 'em 
With ■ Lordi and • Duke,« were sweet to call; 

And, at a pinch. Lord Ballyraggum 
Was better than no Lord at all. 



* This Scrnphic Doctor, In the preface to hU last work {Vimllclte 
EeeUtim AngUeeum), U pleated to anaihcmatUe not onljr all Ca- 
thollca, bat all adrooaiea of Catboliot :— aTbey have for their loi- 
mediate alliea (he aayt) every faction that U banded a^alnit the 
Stale, every demagogne, every irreligloa* and Mditiooi joarnalUt, 
every open and every intidloaa enemy to Monarchy and to Chri*- 
lianity.> 

> See the late aoconntt la the newcpapert of the appearance of 
thlt (gentleman at one of the Polioe-ofBcet, in contoqnenoe of an 
alleged auaolton bis ■ niaid-of4li-work.> 

* A crown granied at a reward anions the Ronaa* to person* 
who performed any extraordinary erploits upon waUi, such as 
•caliag them, battering them, etc.— >(o doabt, writing npon them, 
to the extent Dr Eady does, wonld equally esublisb a claim to the 
boaonr. 



Heaven grant him now some noble nook. 
For, rest his soul, he 'd rather be 

Genteelly damn'd beside a Duke, 
Than saved in vulgar company. 



ODE TO A HAT. 



altuB 



iEditieat cnpnt.*— Jcris&u 



Hail, reverend Hat! — sublime 'mid all 
The minor felts that round thee grovd ;• 

Thou, that the Gods « a Ddta* call. 

While meaner mortals call thee • shovel. « 

When on thy^ape (like pyramid. 

Gut horizontally in two)* 
1 raptured gaze, what dreams, nnbid. 

Of stalls and mitres bless my 



That brim of brims, so sleekly good, — 
Not flapp'd, like dull Wesleyan's, down. 

But looking (as all churchmen's should). 
Devoutly upward — tow'rds the crown. 

Gods! when I gaze upon that brim. 

So redolent of church all over, 
What swarms of Tithes, in vision dim. 
Some, pig-tail'd— some, like cherubim, 

With ducklings' wings — around it hover ! 
Tenths of all dead and living things, 
That Nature into being brings, 
From calves and corn to chitterlings. 

Say, holy Hat, that last of cocks. 
The very cock most orthodox. 
To which, of all the well-fed throng 
Of Zion,' joy's! thou to belong T 

Thou 'rt not Sir Harcourt Lee's — no — 

For hats grow like the heads that wear *em 
And hats, on heads like his, would grow 

Particularly liarum-scarum. 
Who knows but thou mayst deck the pate 
Of that famed Doctor Ad— mth — te 
(The reverend rat, whom we saw stand 
On his hind-legs in Westmoreland), 
Who changed so quick from blue to jrellow, 

And would from yellow hack to 6/aie, 
And back again, convenient fellow. 

If 't were his interest to to do. 

Or, haply, smartest of triangle^ 

Thou art the hat of Doctor Ow-n ; 
The hat that, to his vestry wrangles. 
That venerable priest doth go in, — 
And, then and there, amid the stare 
Of all St Olavc's, takes the chair. 
And quotes, with phiz right orthodox, 
Th' example of his reverend brothers. 
To prove that priests all fleece their flocks, 
And he must fleece as well as others. 

* So described by a Reverend Hlatorlan of the Gknrck: 
Delu bat, like the horiionul aection of a pyr«aii4.*->CMar'i 
U>rf o/tk0 EuflUkCkmrck. 

* Archbishop Magee affectionately calls the Ckarek Ketahllil 
of Ireland ■ the liule Zion.* 
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W«t Hat! (whoe'er thy lord may be) 
Tbo» low I take off mine to tlfee. 
The homage of a layman's castor. 
To the spruce dtUa of his pastor. 
Oh mayst thoa be, as thou proceed'st. 

Still smarter cockd, stiU brusli'd the brighter, 
Till, bowmg all the way, thou lead'st 

Thy sleek possessor to a mitre I 

NEWS FOR COUNTRY COUSINS. 
ftiA* C«, •» I know neither you nor Miss Draper, 
^ ben Parliament 's up, erer take in a paper, 
Bat trust for your news to such stray odds and ends 
As you chance to pick ap from political friend*— 
Being one of thb well-inform'd class, I sit down 
To transmit you the last newest news that's in town. 

U to Greece and Lord Cochrane, things could n't look 
better— 

His Lordship (who promises now to fight Auter) 
1» just Uken Rhodes, and despatch'd off a letter 

To Daniel O'Connel, to make him Grand Master; 
fSK^og to diange the old name, if he can, 

'rom iheKnighUofSt JohntotheKnighuofStDan- 
lr, if Dan should prefer, as a stUI better whim, 
«ng made the Colossus, t is all one to him. 

rem Rttssi* the last accounu are, that the Csar— 
l«« generous and kind, as all sovereigns are, 
od whose first princely act (as you know, I suppose) 
'•» to give away all his Ute brothers old clothes »— 
now busy collecting, with brotherly care. 
The late Emperor's nightcaps, and thinks of be- 
stowing 
oe nightnap a-piece (if he has them to spare) 
On all the distinguished old ladies now going, 
^hile I write, an arrival from Riga— the Brotken^-^ 
iving night-caps on board for Lord Eld-n and others.) 

•t advices from India— Sir Archy, 't is thought, 
•» near catching a Taruir (the first ever caught 
5. bt. a i)— and his Highness Burmese, 
•ng very hard prest to shell out the rupees, 
•d not having rhino sufficient, they say, meant 
pawn his august goldca foot « for the payment.— 
m lucky for monarchs, that thus, when they chuse. 
establish a rifititm^ account with the Jews!) 
e security being what Rothschild calls . goot,. 
oan will be shortly, of course, set oity^ff;— 
t parties are Rothschild— A. Baring and Co., 
th three otlier great pawnbrokers— each takes a toe 
i engages (lest Gold-foot should give us leg bail, ' 
be did once before) to pay down on the nail 

» is all for tlie present,— what vile pens and paper! 
irs truly, dear Cousin,— best love to Miss Draper. 
Seplemiher, i8a6. 
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A VISION. 

»T TIE AUTloa or CiaiSTABIL. 

L>!. said the Spirit, and, ere 1 could pray 
ne hasty orison, whirl'd me away 

i4liirilN,ii«a WM ■•>!« of tW Emperor Alexnadar • mtiiurr 

•w* hj bU MocfvMr. 

rW. PMMWM Mjlat hJsuel/ ih« MoMrck of the Golden Foo«. 



To a limbo, lying— I wist not where- 
Above or below, in earth or air; 
For it glimmer'd o'er with a doubtfai light. 
One could n't say whether 'twas day or night • 
And 't was crost by many a mazy track, ' 

One did n't know how to get on or back ; 
And, I fell like a needle that 's going astray 
(With iu one eye out) through a bundle of hay; 
When Uie Spirit he grinn'd and whUper'd me, 
• Thou rt now in tlie Court of Chancery!* 
Around me flitted unnumbeKd swarms 
Of shapeless, bodiless, uilless forms; 
(Like boltled-up babes, that grace the room 
Of that worthy knight. Sir Everard Home)— 
All of them things half kilPd in rearing; 
Some were lame— some wanted hearinq; 
Some had through half a century run. 
Though they had n't a leg to stand upon. 
Others, more merry, as just beginning. 
Around on a poiiie of law were spinning; 
Or balanced aloft, 'twiit Bill and Answer, 
Lead at each end— like a tight-rope dancer,— 
Some were so crott, that nothing could please 'em;— > 
Some gulp'd down afjfidaviu to ease 'em ;— 
All were in motion, yet never a one. 
Let it move as it might, could ever move on, 
« These,* said the Spirit, • you plainly see, 
Arc what they call Suiu in Chancery!* 

I heard a loud screaming of old and young. 

Like a chorus by fifty Veilutis sung; 

O- an Irish Dump (• the words by Moore*) 

At an amateur concert scrcam'd in score: 

So harsh on my ear that wailing fell 

Of the wretches who in this Limbo dwell ! 

It seem'd like the dismal symphony 

Of the shapes ^neas in hell did see ; 

Or those frogs, whose logs a barbarous cook 

Cut off, and left the frogs in tlie brook. 

To cry all night, till life's last dregs, 

• Give us our legs !— give us our legs!* 

Touch'd with the sad and sorrowful scene, 

I ask'd wliat all this yell might mean? 

When the Spirit replied, with a grin of glee, 

« T b the cry of the suitors in Chancery!* 

I look'd, and I s-iw a wizard rise. 

With a wig like a cloud before men's eyes. 

In his aged hand he held a wand, 

Wherewith he bcckon'd his embryo band. 

And they moved, and moved, as be waved it o'er. 

But they never got on one inch the more; 

And still ihcy kept limping to and fro. 

Like Arieis round old Prospcro — 

Sayinjj, « Dear Master, let us go;* 

Bui still old Prospero amtwcr'd, . No.. 

And I heard tlic «hilc, lliat wizard elf. 

Muttering, muttering spells to himself. 

While o'er as many old papon he turn'd, 

As Hume ere moved for, or Omar bum'd. 

He Ulk'd of his Virtue, though some, less nice, 

(He own'd witli a sigh) prcfcrr'd his f7ce— 

And he said, « I think* — • I doubt* — • I hope,* 

(Ull'd Go<l to witness and damn'd the Pope; 

With many more sleights of tongue and hand 

1 could n't, for the soul of me, underslaod. 
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Amazed and posed, I was just about 

To ask. his name, wben the screams without. 

The merciless clack of the imps within, 

And that conjuror^s mutterings, made such a din. 

That, startled, I woke — leap'd up in my bed — 

Found the Spirit, the imps, and the conjuror fled. 

And bless'd my stars, right pleased to see 

That I was n't as yet in Chancery. 



THE PETITION OF THE ORANGEMEN OF 

IRELAND. 

To the People of England, the humble Petition 
Of Ireland's disconsolate Orangemen, showing — 

That sad, very sad, is our present condition; — 
Our jobbing all gone, and our noble selves going : 

That, fornting one seventh — within a few fractions — 
Of Irel^d's seven millions of hot heads and hearts. 

We hold it the basest of all base transactions 

To keep us from murdering the other six parts: — 

That, as to laws made for the good of the many, 
We humbly suggest there is nothing less true; 

As all human laws (and our own, more than any) 
Are made by and^r a particular few : — 

That much it delights every true Orange brother 
To see you, in England, such ardour evince. 

In discussing which sect mosi tormented the other, 
And burn'd with most gusto, some hundred years 
since: — 

That we love to behold, while Old England grows faint, 
Messrs Southey and Butler nigh coming to blows, 

To decide whellier Dunstan, that strong-bodied saint, 
Ever truly and really puH'd llie devil's nose : 

Whether t'other saint, Dominic, burnt the devil's paw — 
Whether Edwy intrigued with Elgiva's old mother — • 

And many such points, from which Southey can draw 
Conclusions most apt for our hating each other : 

That 'tis very well known this devout Irisli nation 
lias now, for some ages, gone happily on, 

Relieving in two kinds of Substantiation, 
One party in TrarUf and the other in Con : > 

That we, your petitioning Cons, have, in right 
Of the said monosyllabic, ravaged the lands. 

And embezzled tlie goods, and annoy'd, day and night, 
Bolli the bodies and souls of the sticklers for Trans :— 

That we trust to Peel, Eidon, and other such sages. 
For keeping us still iii the same state of mind; 

Pretty much as the world used to be in those ages, 
Wlien still smaller syllables madden'd mankind : — 

When the words ex and per^ did as well, to annoy 
One's nei({hbours and friends with, as con and trans 
now; 

' To iucfa imporiant diM:u»«ion« a* ibet* the greater part of 
Dr intatliey'* Vitniicia Ecclet'ur Angitcamx U devoted. 

* liontatwlantiation— ibe true Reformed belief; at Inaat, tlM be- 
livf uf Lulber, and, a* Sioaheim aueru, of Melaadkoa alac 

* Wben Jobn of Raguu went lo Gonctaatinople (at tbe tine ibJt 
dUputo between net* and -per* was (roiu0 oo). bp foaad tbr 



And Christians, like Southey, who stickled for oL 
Cut the ihroaU of all ChristiaiM, who adckled f< 

That, relying on EngUnd, w4ioae kindneas alread 
So often has help'd us to play this game o'er, 

We have got our red coats and our cirabioes read 
And wait but the word to show sport, as hdon 

That, as to the expense — the few millions, or so. 
Which for all such diversions John Boll has to 
T is, at least, a great comfort to John Bull lo know 
That to Orangemen's pockets 't will all find its ^ 
For which your petitioners ever will pray, 

etc., etc., etc., etc, etc 



COTTON AND CORN. 

A DIAL06»B. 

Said Cotton to Com, t* other day. 
As they met, and exchanged a salute — 

(Squire Com in hu carriage so gay 
Poor Cotton, half fomish'd on foot) — 

• Great squire, if it is n't uncivil 
To hint at starvation before you. 

Look down on a poor hungry devil. 
And give him some bread, 1 implore you ! 



:i 



Quoth Com then, in answer to Cotton, 
Perceiving he meant to makeyree, — 

« lx>w fellow, you 've surely foi^gotten 
The distance between you and me ! 

> To expect that we, peers of high birth. 
Should waste our illustrious acres 

For no other purpose on earth 
Than to fatten curst calico-makers! — 

■ That bishops to bobbins should bend, — 
Should stoop from their bench's sublimit] 

Great dealers in laxon, to befriend 
Such contemptible dealers in dimity! 

• No — vile manufacture ! ne'er harbour 

A hope to be fed at our boards; — 
Base of^pring of Arkwriglit, the barber. 
What claim canst thou have upon lords? 

• No — thanks to the taxes and debt. 

And the triumph of paper o'er guineas. 
Our race of Lord Jemmys, as yet. 

May defy your whole rabble of Jennys !» 

So saying, whip, crack, and away 

Went Cora in his chaise through the thro. 

So headlong, 1 heard them all say 

Squire Com would be down, before long. 



Tarks, neare told. > lau({bino at the CbrUiiani for tmlag 
by twoaacb inslgniHcani particle*.* 

' The Ariaa cootroTer*y.— Before that line, ••;• Bool 
order to be a tonod Mieviug Cbrittian, aaen were not cark 
■yllablet or particle* of iiteerb they aaed.* 
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CONIZATION OF SAINT B-TT-RW-RTH. 



A Ckrittiu oftb* beet •ditlM.— Ra»uai*. 

him !— yea, Terily, we 'U canontie him; 
Cant it hu bobby, and meddling hisbliM, 
i^a may pity and wits may despiK him, 
s'er make a bit the worse Saint for all this. 

til ye tpiriu that erer yet spread 
ninion of Humbug o'er land and o*er tea, 
n oar B-it-rw-rth's biblical head. 
Great, Bibliopolist, Saint and M. P. ! 

ide of Joanna, come down from thy sphere, 
ing little Shiloh— if 't is n't too far— 
;hi will to B-U-rw-rth's bosom be dear, 
iceptions and Aitu being much on a par. 

, Saint Joanna, once more to behold 

1 thou hast honour'd by cheating so many ; 

nd still among us one Personage old, 

so by tricks and Ae Seali * makes a penny. 

, of the Shakers, divine Mother Lee ! * 
ilea to beatified B-ll-rw-rth deign ; 
Its of tlie Gentiless are thou, Anne, and he, 
■lowing Fleet-street, and I* other Toad-lane! * 

ens, we know, made iheir gods out of wood, 
nts, too, are framed of as handy materials ; — 
n and B-tt-rw-rtlis make just as good 
the Pope erer book'd, as Ethereals. 

h, man of Bibles — not Mahomet's pigeon, 
«rch'd on the Koran, hedropp'd there, they say, 
irks of his faith, erer shed o'er religion 
oiy as B-n-rw-Tth sheds erery day. 

nt of souls, with what vigour he crams 
rin's idolatrous throats, till they crack again, 
mlus, good man ! — and tlien damns 
rir stomachs and souls, if they dare cast them 
back again. 

might his shop — as a type representing 
Bd of himself and his sanctified clan — 
nier exhibit • the Art of Tormenting,* 
leatly, and lettered • Whole I>ttty of Man.» 



ics — there, too, so strong his digestion, 
leam'd from the law-books, by which he's 
4irrounded, 

. that's worst on all sides of the question, 
k dose of politics Uius is compounded — 

g of any old Tory's dull noddle, 
dicai-hot, and then mis'd with some grains 
itty Scotch gabble, that virulent twaddle, 
Murray's New Series of Blackwood contains. 



partertkciaooaMofJMaM Soaikoou aroM frooi iIm 
Lord'* protcctioa wkicb the aold to brr foliowvn. 
« Lm, tiM . rboMn TeMel > of iIm SluUker*. aad • X»- 
• chiMrca of rci||PDeratioo.« 

»• ia Xaa< boater, wboro Molber Loo was bora. In bor 
Yo«af belierert.* tbe mj« tbat it i* a Matior of ao 
*itb tboM from wbeaov tbe auiaas of tbeir dolivotaaeo 
MT froai a aublo la Betblabow, or froa Toad-taao, 



Canonise him ! — by Judas, we wU canonise him ; 

For Cant is hb hobby and twaddling his bliw. 
And, though wise men may pity and wits may depise him, 

He '11 make but the better shop-saint for all diis. 

Call quickly together the whole tribe of Canters, 
Convoke all the seriout Tag-rag of tlM nation ; 

Bring Shakers and Snufflers and Jumpers and Ranters, 
To witness their B-tt-nr-rth's Canonization ! 

Tea, humbly I 're ventured his merits to paint. 
Yea, feebly have tried all hu gifts to portray; 

And they form a sum- total for making a saint. 
That the Devil's own Advocate could not gainsay. 

Jump high, all ye Jumpers! ye Ranters, all roar ! 

While B-tt-rw-rth's spirit, sublimed from your eyes. 
Like a kite made of fool's-cap, in glory shall soar. 

With a long tail of rubbirii behind, to the ^^f*^' 



AN INCANTATION. 

SCM6 BT TIB BL'BBLB SPIBfT. 



All. 



rbT*«a 



witb HM, aad wo will go 
Wboro tbe rock* of ooral stow. 



Comb with me, and we will blow 

Lots of bubbles, as we go ; 

Bubbles, bright as ever Hope 

Drew from fancy — or from soap ; 

Bright as e'er the South S<a sent 

From its frothy eleaient ! 

Come with me, and we will blow 

Lots of bubbles as we go. 

Mix the lather, Jobnnt W-lbs, 

Thou who rhyraest so well to » bilks:* ' 

Mix the lather — who can be 

Fitter for such task than thee. 

Great M. P. for 5iu2fbury ! 

Now the frothy cliarm is ripe. 
Puffing Peter, bring thy pipe,— 
Thou, whom ancient Coventry 
Once so dearly loved, that slie 
Knew not which to her was sweeter. 
Peeping Tom or puffing Peter- 
Puff the bubbles high in air. 
Puff thy best to keep them there. 

Bravo, bravo, Pbtbb M — as ! 
Now the rainbow humbugs • soar, 
Glittering all with golden hues. 
Such as haunt the dreams of Jews — 
Some.'rrflecling mines that lie 
Under Chili's glowing »ky; 
Some, those virgin po.iris that sleep 
Goister'd in the' southern deep ; 

iadintioa* of rbarMrtrr My bt MmNiM* IrMid la Iht 
lo aiaiti Marvrll tboa^l to, «bo« bo wrolo 
Sir Edward Soltoa. 
Tbe footitb Kaifbt vbo rbyam to aiattoa. 

rb*. ia a 
■uaf iht 



■ Aa baaiblo lailtatioa of OM of oor 
poeai asaiast War. aft*r di^rribiog tba tplowlid kaMlii 
•oldior. tbM apoMTOpbiioo r 
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Others, as if lent a ray 
From the fttreaming Milky Way, 
Glistening o'er with curds and whey 
From the cows of Aldcmey ! 

Now 's the moment — who shall first 
Catch the bubbles ere they burst? 
Run, ye squires, ye viscounts, run, 
Bt-OO-If, T-YKB-M, P-lm-est-k; — 
John W-l&s, junior, runs beside ye. 
Take the good the knares provide ye! * 
See, with uptum'd eyes and hands. 
Where the S^reman,* Bb-gd-ic, stands, 
Gaping for the froth to fall 
Down his gullet — lye and all ! 
Sec!— 

But, hark, my time is out — 
Now, like some great water-spout, 
Scattcr'd by tlie cannon's thunder. 
Burst, yc bubbles, all asunder ! 

[Here the stage darkens^-^a tUscordant crash is heard 
from tiie orchestra — tiie broken bubbles descend 
in a saponaceous but uncleanly mist over the 
heads of the Dramatis Personte ; and the scent 
drops, leaving the bubble-hunters — all in the 
suds.] 

A DllEAM OF TURTLE. 

BT Sia W. CUKTIS. 

'T WAS evening time, in twilight sweet 
I sail'd along, when — whom should I meet, 
But a turtle journeying o'er the sea, 
■ On the service of his Majesty !■> 

When I spied him first, through twilight dim, 
I did n't know what to make of him ; 
But said to myself — as slow he plied 
His fins, and roll'd from side to side. 
Conceitedly o'er the watery path — 
« T is my Lord of St-w-ll, taking a bath, 
And I hear him now, among the fishes. 
Quoting Vutel and Burgcrsdiscius!* 

But, no — 't was, indeed, a turtle, wide 
And plump as ever tliese eyes descried; 
A turtle, juicy as ever yet 
Glued up the lips of a baronet ! 
And much did it grieve my soul to see 
That an animal of such dignity, 
Like an absentee, abroad should roam, 
When he ought to stay and be ate, at home. 

But now • a change came o'er my dream,» 
Like the magic lantern's shifting slider; — 

I look'd, and saw by Uie evening beam. 
On Uic back of that turtle sal a rider, — 

I Lovely Tbafi tiu betide tbee : 
Take the eooJ the Gods proTlde thee. 

' So called by a tort of Tucao dnlclflcatlon of the cA, In the 
word «Chairraaa.» 

* We are told that the pauport of the late grand diplomatic 
Turtle detcribcd bin at ■ on bU Majeaty'a Mrvloe.* 

— ^ dapibut tapreml 

Grau tettndo JovU. 



A goodly man, with an eye so merry, 
I knew 't was our Foreign Secretary, 
Who there, at his ease, did sit and smik. 
Like Waterton on his crocodile; 
Cracking such jokes, at every motioii. 

As made the turtle squeak with glee, 
And own they gave him a lively notion 

Of what his/>rce<i-meat balls would be. 

So, on the Sec., in hb glory, went. 

Over that briny elentent. 

Waving his hand, as he took farewell. 

With graceful air, and bidding me tell 

Inquiring friends, that the turtle and he 

Were gone on a foreign embassy — 

To soften the heart of a \Dtploauife, 

Who is known to doat upon verdant fat, 

And to let admiring Europe see. 

That calipash and calipee 

Are the English forms of Diplomacy ! 



THE DONKEY AND HIS PANNIEB 



feataa Jam tndat aadlaa. 



Paroa IlII ; veatnim delldnm ett asinaa.— Tibao. 



A DONXiT, whose talent for burdens was wond 
So much that you 'd swear he rejoiced in a 

One day had to jog under panniers so pond'n 
That— down the poor donkey fell, smack on 

His owners and drivers stood round in amase- 
What! Neddy, the patient, the prosperous ? 

So easy to drive through the dirtiest ways. 
For every description of job-work so ready 

One driver (whom Ned might have « hail'd* a 
tlier«)» 

Had just been proclaiming his donkey's reu 
For vigour, for spirit, for one tiling or other,- 

When, lo, 'mid his praises, the donkey cam 

But, how to upraise him 7 — one shouts, € offcei 
While Jenky, the conjuror, wisest of all. 

Declared that an ■ over-production ■ of thistU 
(Here Ned gave a stare)— was the cause of 1 

Another wise Solomon cries, as he passes, — 
• There, let him alone, and the fit will soon 

The beast has been fighting with other jack-a; 
And this is his mode of ' transition to peac 

Some look'd at his hoof^ and, with learned g 
Pronounced that too long without shoes he h 

■ Let tlic blacksmith provide him a sound mei 
(The wiseacres said), and he 's sure to jog o 

But others who gabbled a jargon half Gaelic, 
Exclaim'd, • Hoot awa, mon, you're a' gane 

' Allndins to an early poem of Mr Coleridge'a, add 
OM, and beginning, > I bail thee, brother !• 

■ A certain oonntry gentleman having Mid In the D 
we mn«t retarn at la*t to the food of o«r ancestor*. 
aaked Mr T. • what food the gentleman meant ?•—• Thi 
po«e,> aoiwerod Mr T. 
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ared that, • whoe'er might prefer the metalliet 
1 shoe their own donkeys with papier muich^.» 

It the poor Neddy, in torture and fear 
ider his panniers, scarce able to groaif, 
lat was still dolefullcr — lending an ear 
risers -whose ears were a match for his own. 

I, a plain rustic, whose wit went so fur 
lee others' folly, roar'd out, as he pass'd— 
—off with the panniers, all dolts as ye are, 
ar prosperous Neddy will soon kick his last!* 
iber, 1826. 



ODE TO THE SUBLIME PORTE. 

allan, how wise are thy state compositions! 
h, above all, I admire that decree, 
1 thou command's! that all she politicians 
forthwith be strangled and cast in the sea. 

fortune to know a lean Benthamite spinster — 
d, who her ^ith in old Jibimt puts; 
ks, with a lisp, of • the last new We$tmins9er^» 
lopes you 're delighted with • Mill upon Gluts;* 

Is you how clcTcr one Mr, Funbi/-iiqdi is, 
rharming his Articles 'gainst the Nobility; — 
ares you, that eren a gentleman's rank is, 
-emy's school, of no sort of utility. 

er, ye Gods, a new Number perusing — 
— •On the Needles rariations,* by PI — e; 
By her for'riie Fun-blank ■ — « so amusing ! 
man he makes poetry quite a Law case.* 

• Upon Fallacies,* JcaiMT's own — 

chief foUacy being his hope to 6nd readers) ; — 

• Upon Honesty,* author unknown;— 

i — (by the young Mr M — ) • Hints to Breeders.* 

ui, oh Sultan, though oft for the bag 
lie bowstring, like thee, I am tempted to call — 
drowning's too good for each blue-slocking hag, 
Jd bag this jAe Benthamite first of them all ! 

St she should erer again lift her head 
the watery bottom, her clack to renew, — 
g, as a sinker, far better than lead, 
.Id bang round her neck her own darling Reriew. 



CORN AND CATHOUCS. 



UtniH 
DirlM 



/^Ircbati AscrosM. 



■AT ! stiU those two infernal questions, 
rhat with our meals, our slumbers mix — 
at spoil our tempers and digestions — 
Eternal Com and Catholics! 



psteMskiag ftallMua lin bees at ik« iroabl* of oMatlatr. 
of Cocker, tko ■•■bor of aoupbon io Hooro't 
.• Md 1m* foaad ihaa •• mmooi, m oMrly m 

OflM yirOMMM* 



Gods! were there erer two such bores? 

Nothing else talk'd of, night or mom — 
Nothing in doors, or out of doors, 

But endless Catholics and Com ! 

Never was such a brace of pests — 
While Ministers, still worse than either, 

Skill'd but in feathering their nests. 
Plague us with both, and settle neither. 

So addled in my cranium meet 
Popery and Corn, that oft I doubt. 

Whether, this year, 't was bonded wheat, 
Or bonded papists, they let out. 

Here landlords, here polemics, nail you, 
Arm'd with all rabbish they can rake up; 

Pn'cej and texts at once assail you — 
From Daniel these^ and Ihose from Jacob. * 

And when you sleep, with head still torn 
Between the two, their shapes you mix. 

Till sometimes Catholics seem Cora, — 
Then Com again seems Catholics. 

Now Dantcic wheat before you floats — 

Now, Jesuits from California— 
Now Ceres, link'd with Titus OaU, 

Comes dancing through the ■ Porta Cornea.*'^ 

Oft, too, the Cora grows animate. 
And a whole crop of head* appears. 

Like Papists, bearding Church and Slate — 
Themselves, together by the ears .' 

While, leaders of the wheat, a row 

Of Poppies, gaudily declaiming. 
Like Counsellor O'Bric and Co., 

Stand forth, somniferously flaming ! 

In short, these torments never cease ; 

And oft 1 wish myself transferr'd off 
To some far, lonely land of peace. 

Where Com or Paptsu ne'er were heard of. 

Yea, waft me. Parry, to the Pole; 

For— if my hte is to be chosen 
*Twixt bores and ice-bergs— on my soul, 

I 'd rather, of the two, be frosen ! 



A CASE OF UBEL. 



> TIm fTMior tbe utitk. tbe 



tkolIM.* 



A csiTAin Sprite, who dwells below 

(T were a libel, perhaps, to mention where) 

Came up incog., some years ago. 

To try, for a change, the London air. 

So well he look'd, and dress'd and ulk'd. 
And hid his uil and boras so handy. 

You 'd hardly have known him, as he walk'd. 
From C — c, or any other Dandy. 



■ Asikor of iko iato Report 00 Forols* Corm. 

■ Tko Bom Gatp, ilire«ck mhlth thm taciMto w 
dr«n* (Mck as ikMo of iko Piipisk PWi, mc) I 
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(His horns, it seems, are made t* onscrew; 

So, he has but to take them out of the socket. 
And — just as some fine hudMods do — 

Conveniently clap them into his pocket) 

In short, he look'd extremely natty. 

And ev'n contrired — to his own great wonder- 
By dint of sundry scents from GaUie, 

To keep the sulphurous hogo under. 

And so my gentleman hoofd about. 

Unknown to all but a chosen few 
At White's and Grockford's, where, no doubt. 

He had many post-obits falling due. 

Alike a gamester and a wit. 

At night he was seen with Grockford's crew; 
At mom with learned dames would sit — 

So pass'd his time 'twixt black and blue. 

Some wish'd to make him an H. P., 

But, 6nding W-lks was also one, he 
Swore, in a rage, « he 'd be d — d if he 

Would ercr sit in one house with Johnny.* 

At length, as secrets travel fast, 

And devils, whether he or she, 
Are sure to be found out at last. 

The affair got wind most rapidly. 

The press, tlie impartial press, that snubs 
Alike a fiend's or an angel's capers — 

Miss Paton's soon as BeeUebub's — 

Fired off a squib in the morning papers : 

■ We warn good men to keep aloof 
From a grim old Dandy, seen about, 

With a fire-proof wig, and a cloven hoof, 
Through a neat cut Uoby smoking out. • 

Now, the Devil being a gentleman, 

Who piques himself on well-bred dealings. 

You may guess, when o'er these lines he ran. 
How much they hurt and ahock'd his feelings. 

Away he posts to a man of law. 

And 't would make you laugh could yon have seen 
'em, 
As paw shook hand, and hand shook paw. 

And 't was • hail, good fellow, well met,* be*- 
tween 'em. 

Straight an indictment was preferred — 
And much tlic Devil enjoy'd the jest. 

When, asking about the bench, he heard 
That, of all the Judges, his own was Best 

In vain Defendant proffcr'd proof 

That Plaintiffs self was the Fatlier of Evil — 

Brought Hoby forth, to swear to the hoof. 
And Stultz, to speak to the tail of the Devil. 

The Jury — saints, all snug and rich. 
And readers of virtuous Sunday papers. 

Found for the Plaintiff — on hearing which 
The Devil gave one of his loftiest capers. ' 



For oh, 't was nuts to the fother of ISea 
(As this wily fiend is named in the Bibli 

To find it settled by laws so wise. 

That the greater the truth, the worse thi 



UTERART ADVERTISEMENT. 

Wantkd — Authors of all-work, to job for the i 
No matter which party, so fiaithful to neithe 

Good hacks, who, if posed for a rhyme or a re 
Gan manage, like *•*•«, to do without either 

If in gaol, all the better for out-o'-door topics 
Your gaol is for trav'Uers a charming retrea 

They can take a day's rule for a trip to the Tr 
And sail round the world, at their ease, in tl 

For a Dramatist too, the most useful of school 
He can study high life in the King's Ber 
munity : 

Aristotle could scarce keep him more within r 
And of place he, at least, most adhere to tb 

Any lady or gentleman come to an age 

To have good ■ Reminiscences* (three-i 
higher). 
Will meet with encouragement— so much, pa 
And the spelling and grammar both foui 
buyer. 

« 

No matter with what their remembrance is stc 
So they '11 only remember the f luinfMm det 

Enough to fill handsomely Two Volumes, oct., 
Price twenty-four shillings, is all that *s req 

They may treat us, like Kelly, with old jeux^ 
Like Dibdin, may tell of each ^rcical frolic. 

Or kindly inform us, like Madame (ienlis,* 
That gingerbread-cakes always give than t 

There 's nothing, at present, so popular growi 
As your Autobiographers — fortunate elves, 

Who manage to know all the best people goij 
Without having ever been heard of themse 

Wanted, also, a new stock of Pamphlets on G 
By « Farmers* and « Landholders* — (wort! 
lands 
Enclosed all in bow-pots, their attics adorn, 
Or, whose share of the soil may be wen 
hands). 

No^Popcry Sermons, in ever so dull a vein. 
Sure of a market ; — should they, too, who 

Be renegade Papists, like Murtagh O'S-U-v-n,^ 
Something extra allow'd for the additional 



* Tbit lady alio fiTonn n*. Id her Menoin, willi ik 
tboM apotbei-iirie*, who havr, from tiine to lime, Rivea I 
agreed with ber ; alwayt diMiring tbat Um pUla iboak 
■ comme pomr ei'e.* 

' A geutleman, wbo ditlinguitbed blmaelf by hit evi« 
ibe IrUb Commiueet. 
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Funds, Physic, Cora, Poetry, Boxing, Romance, 
All excellent siibjeciA for turning a pcpny;— 

To write upon all h an author's sole chance 

For attaining, at last, tlie least knowledge of any. 

Nine times out of ten, if his title is good, 

The material within of small consequence is; — 

Let him only write fine, and, if not understood, 
'^'liy, — that 's the concern of the reader, not hi». 

Ifola bene. — An Essay, now printing, to show. 
That Horace (as clearly as words could express it) 

Was for taxing the Fund-holders, ages ago, 

When he wrote thus — ■ Quodcunquc in Fund is^ at- 
sess it « ' 



THE SLAVE. 

I BKARD, as I lay, a wailing sound, 

■ lie is dead — he is dead,* the rumour flew; 

And I raised my chain, and tura'd me round, 

And ask'd, tlirough the dungeon window, • who?» 

I saw my lirid tormentors pajw ; 

Their grief 't was bliss to hear and see I 
For nerer came joy to them, alas. 

That did n't bring deadly bane to me. 

Eager I looK'd through the mist of night, 

And ask'd, » What foe of my race hatli die<l ? 

Is it he — that Doubter of law and right. 
Whom nothing but wrong could e'er decide—:: 

« Who, long as he sees but wealth to win, 
Ilath never yet felt a qualm or doubt 

What suitors for justice he 'd keep in, 
Or what suitors for freedom he 'd shnt out — 

• Who, a clog for ever on Truth's advance, 
Stifles her (like the Old Man of the Sea 

Round Sinbad's neck'), nor leaves a chance 
Of shaking him off— is 't he? is 't he ?• 

Ghastly my grim tormentors smiled, 

And thrusting me back to ray den of woe. 

With a laughter even more fierce auid wild 
Than their funeral howling, an«wer'd ■ No. ■ 

But the cry still pierced my prison gate. 
And again I ask'd, • What scourge is gone? 

Is it be — that Chief, so coldly great, 

Wliom Fame unwillingly shines upon— 

» "Whose name is one of tli' ill-omen'd wonln 
They link witli hate on his native plains ; 

And why? — they lent him hearts and swords. 
And he, in return, gave scoffo and chains ! 

• Is it be? is it he?* I loud inquired. 

When, hark!— there sounded a royal knell ; 

And I knew what spirit had just expired, 
And, slave as I was, my triumph fell. 

• Aflconllas to the ooaaoo readioa, 'a'^aodcoDqae' infundU, 



• • Yoo fell. Mtd tbey, ioto tbc liandt of ibe Old Man of tka Sea, 
I tbo Brst who ever esesped tiniotfling by bU malicions iricV*. ■ 
o/Simied, 



lie had pledged a hate unto me and mine, 

lie had left to the future nor hope nor clioico, 

Dut scal'd that hate with a name divine, 

Afld he now was dead, and — I could n't rejoice ! 

He had fann'd afresh the buraing brands 

Of a bigotry waxing cold and dim ; 
Ho had arm'd anew my torturers' hands. 

And Uiem did I curse — but sigh'd for him. 

For his was the error of head, not heart, 
And — oh, how beyond the umbush'd fo<', 

Who to enmity adds the traitors part. 
And carries a smile, with a curse Im^Iow ! 

If ever a heart made bright amends 
For the ^tal ^ult of an erring head — 

Go, learn his fame from tlie lips of friends. 
In the orphan's tear be his glory read. 

A prince without pride, a man without guiU*, 
To the luftt unchanging, warm, sincere, 

For worth he hud ever a h.ind and smile, 
And for misery ever his purse and tear. 

Touch'd to the heart by lliat solemn toll, 

I calmly sunk in my chains again; 
While, still as I said, • Heaven rest his soul ! • 

My mates of the dungeon sigh'd, * Anion !• 
January^ 1827. 



ODE TO FERDINAND. 

Quit tlie sword, thou King of m<.'ii, 
Grasp the needle once again ; 
Making petticoats is far 
Safer sport than making war: — 
Trimming is a better thing. 
Than the being trimm'd, oh King! 
Grasp the needle bright, with whicli 
Thou didst for the Virgin stitch 
Garment, such as ne'er before 
Monarch stitch'd or Vii^in wore. 
Not for her, oh scmpster nimble! 
Do I now invoke thy thimble ; 
Not for her thy wanted aid is. 
But for certain grave old ladies. 
Who now sit in England's cabinet, 
Waiting to be clothed in tabinet, 
Or whatever choice etoffe is 
Fit for dowagers in office. 

First, thy care, oh King devote. 

To Da mo ^Id-n's petticoat. 

Make it of that silk, whose dye 

Shifts for ever to the eye, 

Just as if it hardly knew 

Whether to be pink or blue. 

Or — material filter yet — 

If thou couldst a remnant gel 

Of tint stuff, with which, of ohi, 

Sage Penelope, we 're told. 

Still, by doing and undoing, 

Kept her suiiHTs always wo<>in(; — 

That's the stuff whicli, I pronouiKv, is 

Fittest for Dame Eld-n's flounces. 

5o 



394 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



After this, we* 11 try thy hand, 
Mantua-making Ferdinand, 
For old Goody W-ttm— 1— d; 
One who lores, like Mother Cole, 
Church and State with all her soul ; 
And has pais'd her life in frolics 
Worthy of your Apostolics. 
Chuse, in dressing this old flirt, 
Something that won't show the dirt. 
As, from habit, every minute 
Goody W-stm — 1— d is in it 

This is all I now shall ask : 
Hie thee, monarch, to thy task ; 
Finish Eld-n's frills and borders, 
Then return for further orders. 
Oh what progress for our sake, 
Kings in millinery make ! 
Ribands, garters, and such things. 
Arc supplied by other Kings- 
Ferdinand his rank denotes 
By proriding petticoats. 

HAT YERSus WIG. 



> At the iaiameat of (ke D«ke of York, Lord BId-a. is OfAn 
gurd asalaat tk« cfliBCU of Um duip, atood apoa kU kat darios 
wkole of tk« oeraoMM j.a 

— BMtaa OMBM et iMxorsbito flitaa 
Sahiedt p«dlb«», atrepitMMiM iUAertmtb STSri. 



te 
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TwixT Eld-n's Hat and Eld>n's Wig 
There lately rose an altercation, — 

Each with its own importance big. 

Disputing which most serres the nation. 

Quoth Wig, with consequential air, • 
■ Pooh t pooh ! you surely can't design. 

My worthy beaver, to compare 
Your station in the state to mine. 

■ Who mecu the learned legal crew? 

Who fronts tlie lordly senate's pride? 

The Wig, the Wig, my friend — while yon 

Hang dangling on some peg outside. 

■ Oh, 't is the Wig, that rules, like Lore, 

Senate and Court, with like eclaf — 
And wards below, and lords above^ 
For Law is Wig, and Wig b Law ! ' 

• Who tried the long. Long W suit. 

Which tried one's patience, in return ? 
Not thou, oh Hat '.—though, couldst thou do 't. 
Of other brimu ' than thine thou *dst learn. 

* T was mine our master's toil to share. 

When, like 'Truepenny,' in the play,* 
He, every minute, cried out * Swear/ 
And merrily to swear went they ; — * 

' • Lore rain tke coart. ike caap. tke groTC. 

Aad at-n briow tad god* aboTo. 

For fjorr it ilrar'a aad HcaT'n It Lore.*— Scorr. 
' « Brim — ■ nao^iy woaaa.*— Caoaa. 

* • CA4>«/[lNn<»ib].— Swear! 

* amaUet.—llB, ka ! My'tt thoa so? Art tkoa tbere, Traepeai 
Coaie oa.* 

* BU Ix>rdakip't damaad §09 fraak afidavlla w» laooHSat. 
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• When, loth poor W to 

With nice discrimination wei|^*d. 
Whether 't was only * Hell and Jenav,' 
Or * Hell and Tommy' that he pbyid 

• No, no, my worthy beairer, bo — 

Though cbeapen'd at the cheapeM kai 
And smart enoogh, as beaTcn go, 
Thoo ne'er wert made lor public ■■■ 



Here Wig concluded his oratioa. 
Looking, as wigs do, wondroos 

While thus, fiiUcock'd for 
The Teteran Hat enraged replios 



• Ha ! dost thou dien so soon forget 
Wluit thou, what Bnglaod owes to i 

Ungrateful Wig ! — ^when ^U a dAty 
So deep, lo vast, be owed to thee? 



■ Think of that night, that fcnifal 
When, tlirough the steaming vaolt Wh 

Our master dared, in gout's de^le^ 
To Tenture his podagric toe ! 



« Who was it then, thou boaster. 
When thou hadst to thy box 

Beneath his feet protecting lay. 
And sared him^iwoi a mortal 



• Think, if Gaurrh had quench'd that ■ 

How blank thb world had bees io tbe 
Without that head to shine upon. 
Oh Wig, where would thy glory be ? 

• You too, ye Britons, — had this hope 

Of Church and State been ravish'd fro 
Oh think, how Canning and the Pope 
Would then have played up ' Bell aad 

• At sea, iliore 's but a plank, they aiy, 

Twixt seamen and annihilation;— 
A Hat, that awful moment, lay 

'Twixt England and Emancipation ! 

.Oh!!! 

At this -Oh!!!. The Tr 
Was taken poorly, and retired ; 
Which made him cut Hat's rhetoric 
Than justice to the case required. 

On his return, he found these shocks 
Of eloquence all ended quite ; 

And Wig lay snoring in his box. 

And Hat was — hung up for tfie night. 

THE PERIWINKLES AND THE LOC 

A 8ALMAGU1IDI4II ■TMjC. 



• To Paaarge wM aMl^aed tko Lairdskip of Sala^ 
wat yaarlj wortk 6,7S9.io6.7S9 r^al*. kaakiaa tka V9%* 
haemua aad Perlm-imkU$, aaoaatiag a»e y«air whk ^ 
TaJao of a.Os.T^. etc etc*— ltABSL4i8. 



■ Hubka! Hurra!* I heard them tay. 
And they cheered and shouted aU the 
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1 of Salmagundi went, 
•late his Parliament. 

^undians once were rich, 

they were — no matter which — 

'ear, the Rercnue * 

Periwinkles larger grew; 

ulers, skill'd in all the trick, 

.'main of arithmetic, 

to place I, 2,3,4, 

, and 9 and 10, 

IS ways, behind, before, 

oade a unit seem a score, 

ed themselres most wealthy men ! 

went, a prosperous crew, 

le wise, the rulers clerer, — 

sip those, like me and you, 

to doubt (as some now do) 

riwinkle Revenue 

lus go flourishing on for erer. 

irra !» I heard them say, 
leer'd and shouted all the way, 
t Pan urge in glory went, 
own dear Parliament. 

length began to doubt 
is conjuring was about ; 
lay more deep in debt 
leir wealthy culers get : — 
. (said they) the items tlirough, 
ihat we 're told be true 
winkle Rercnue.* 
ley found there was n't a tittle 
in aught they heard liefore; 
lin'd by Periwinkles little, 
by Locusts ten times more ! 
Is are a lordly breed 
igundians love to feed, 
sasts that ever were bom, 
I most delights in com ; 
I his boily be but small, 
m takes the devil and all ! 
worst, for, direr still, 
ick and a well-a-day ! 
winkles, — once the stay 
' the Salmugundian till — 
feeding, all fell ill! 
as tlicy tliinn'd and died away, 
, av, and the Locusts' Bill. 
T and fatter every day I 
fie I» was now the ci-y, 
tlic gaudy show \^o by, 
rd of Salmagundi went 
Locust Parliament ! 



CREATION OF PKERS. 

BATCH THE PIBST. 



nU 'preotjce baa' 
He lri«Hl on aaB. 
ihea be miidr tb« Iamo*. 



;h the Minister (eus<.>(l of Iiim panicH, 
ch p.ixtime the »iiniiu>r affords), 

ift'i linr— 

ioa'a rovcaiim ar^itaiJ. 



« Having had our full swing at destroying mechanics, 
By way of sttroff^ let us make a few Lords. 

• 'Tis pleasant— while nothing biit mercantile fractures. 
Some simple, some eampoundt is dinn'd in our ears — 

To think that, though robb'd of all coarse manufactures, 
We still keep our fine manufacture of Peers;— 

• Those Gobelin productions, which Kings take a pride 

In engrossing the whole fabrication and trade of ; 
Choice tapestry things, very grand on one side. 

But showing, on t" other, what rags they are made of.* 

The plan being fiz'd, raw ma&rial was sought. 
No matter how middling, if Tory the creed be ; 

And first — to begin with — Squire W-rt — y, 't was thought, 
For a Lord was as raw a material as need be. 

Next came, widi his penchant for painting and pelf, 
The tasteful Sir Ch-rl-s, so renown'd, Hr and near. 

For purcliasing pictures, and selling himself, — 
And both (as the public well knows) very dear. 

Beside him Sir John comes, with equal eclat, in ; — 
Stand forth, chosen pair, while for titles we measure ye ; 

Both connoisseur baronets, both fond of drawing, 
Sir John, after nature, Sir Cliarlcs, on the Treasury. 

But, bless us I — behold a nqp candidate come — 
In his hand he upholds a prescription, new written ; 

He poiseth a pill-box *t wixt finger and thumb. 
And lie asketh a seat 'mong the Peers of Great Britain ! 

« Forbid it,> qjicd Jenky, ■ ye Viscounts, ye Earls! — 
Oh Rank, how thy glories would fall disenchanted, 

If coronets glisten'd with pills 'stead of pearls. 
And the strawberry-leaves were by rhubarb supplanted! 

• No — ask it not, ask it not, dear Doctor H-lf-rd — 

If nought but a Peerage can gladden tliy life, 
And if young Blaster U-lf-rd as yet is too small for 't, 
Sweet Doctor, we *U make a sAe Peer of thy wife. 

Next to bearing a coronet on our own brows 
Is to bask in its light from the brows of another; 

And grandeur o'er thee shall reflect from thy spouse. 
As o'er Veiey Fitxgerald 't will shine through his 
mother.* ' 

Thus ended tlie First Batch — and Jenky, much tired 
(It being no joke to make Lords by the heap). 

Took a large dram of etlier — the same tliat inspired 
His speech against Papists — and prosed off to sleep. 



SPEECH ON THE UMBRELLA' QUESTION. 

IT I.ORD Itlt-N. 



* Vm favaOMtfnvUUo.* '— £« Jw»€uU. Otvr^U Cmmmimfil. 

Mr Lords, I 'm accused of a trick that, God knoiss, b 
The last into which, at my age, I could fall — 

' Kmtom$ iW penoat BriiiioaMl ■• lik«ly lo b« raiMd i« lb«> 
IV«r«e« ara ihe aolbar of Mr Vn«7 Plug rtaU. »tr. 

* A caaewbirb interMtcd iba paKlir rtry aatb al ibi* period. A 
gfBti«aaa, of ibo aaaM of Ball, ba* ia,-; tafi hi* awbrrlla hAiod biai 
ia iba Boom of Lords, tbo doorkrt^mr*, aiAadiag, au doabi. oo ib« 
priTiloge* of ibal aoble body, rafated lo minrr it t» biai ; aa*! ibr 
«l«Tf< aprerb. wbi<b aay !■• roatidrr<-d at a pitmMtm/ i<» ibai of ibe 
L'vrecd Earl oa ib« Calbolir \}«caiio«, aruM ooi of lbcinuuact.o«. 

* Froa Mr Caaaiag't traaalalioa of Jrbyl t - 

I say. ay good IflkM*. 
A* yoa '«a ao aabfaUaa. 
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Of leading thb gniTe Hoiue of Peen, by their nowi, 
Whererer I chuae, princes, bikhops, and aU. 

My lords, on the question before us at present. 

No doubt I shall hear, • 'l is that cursed old fdlow, 

That bugbear of all that is lib'ral and pleasant, 

Who won't let the Lords ^ve the man his umbrella!* 

God forbid that your Lordships should knuckle to ne; 

1 am ancient — but were I as old as King Priam, 
Nfllfmurh, I confois, to your credit 't would be. 

To mind such a twaddling old Trojan as I am. 

I own, of our Protestant laws I am jealous, 

And, long as God spares me, will always maintain. 

Thai, once having taken men's rights, or umbrelbs. 
We ne'er should consent to restore them again. 

What security have you, ye Bishops and Peers, 
If thus you ipve back Mr Bell's parapluie. 

That he may n't, with its stick, come about all your oars. 
And then — where would your Protestant periwigs be? 

No, heav'n he my judge, were I dying to-day, 

Kre I dropp'd in tlic grave, like a medlar that's mellow, 

■ For Gotl's sake> — at thai^wful moment 1 'd say — 
a For God's sake, don't gire Mr Bell his umbrella.* 

[• nU MlJrmt,* Mjt ■ ■inltierial joanul, • deliTered with 
aasajag eoipbatU aad Mrncaiiin*. omuioned an exirmordiaary »««- 
•aiioa la ib« Homm. ^oikiag Mace th» iMaorable addrwM of the 
Dake of York ha» prodaord to reaurkabie aa {■(iieuloB.*] 



A PASTORAL BALLAD. 

BT JOIN BULL. 



Dmttim, Mlufck ii, 1917. — KriiJay. after the arrival of ibr paket 
liriaciaf the Bcroaat of ihc defeat of the Catholic ^e:-A:ioa, ia the 
iiouw* of (k>ramont, order* wrrt- trot to the Pifeoa Uoa«« lo forward 
5.000,000 roaad* ef aecket hall cariridge to the differtfot garritoas 
roaad the ooaalry.— freraute'i Mmrmmi, 



Thus, Erin ! my loire, do I ahoir — 
Thus quiet ihee, male of my bed I 

And, as poiaoo and hemp are loo dow. 
Do thy bottnem with buUeU inatead. 

Should thy faith in my medicine be dvikfii, 
Ask R-d— n, that mildest of saints; 

He '11 tell thee, lead, inwardly uken. 
Alone can remove Iby complaints; — 

That, blest as thou art in thy loC, 
Nothing *8 wanted to make it naore 

But being hang*d, tortured, and shot. 
Much offner than thou art ai presenL 

Even W.^|^t-n's self hath averi'd 
Thou art yet but half sabred and bimg. 

And 1 loved him the more when I beard 
Such tendemct fall from his Cong^ne. 

So take the five millions of pills. 
Dear partner, I herewith inclose; 

T is tlie cure that all quacks for iby ills. 
From Cromwell lo Eld<o, propoae. 

And yon, ye brave bullets thai go. 
How I wish that, before you set out, 

Tlie Devil of the Freischuts could know 
The good worii you are going abouL 

For he *d charm ye, in spite of 3poar lead. 

Into such supernatural wit. 
That you 'd all of you know, as you sped. 

Where a bullet of sense oM^At to bit. 



A LATE SCENE AT SWAWAGE. 



BegaU it^aal adeatft — Viae. 



I BAvi found out a gift for my Erin, 
A gift that will sun*ly content her. 

Sweet pledge of a love so endearing ! 
Five millions of bullets I 've sent her. 

She aiik'd me for Freedom and Right, 
But ill she her wants understood; — 

Ball cartridges, morning and night. 
Is a dose that will do her more good. 

There '» hardly a day oF our lives 
Btit we rvad, in some amiable trials, 

lluw liiiMband& make love to their wives 
Through the medium of hemp and of phials. 

One thinks with Im mistress or mate 

A gooil halter is stire to agree — 
Tliat love-knot whirh, early and late, 

I have tried, my dear Erin, on thee. 

While anoAer^ whom Hymen has bless'd 
With a wife iliat \s not over placid, 

ConM{;nK the dear rliariiicr to rest. 
With a dose of t!ic best I'russic acid. 



To Swanage,— that neat little town, in wliose bay 

Fair Thetb shows off, in her best silver slippery- 
Lord Bags took his annual trip t' other day. 
To taste the sea broexes, and chat with the dippen. 



Tliere— leam'd as he is in conundrums and 

Quoth he to his dame (whom he oft pla\-s the wagon'. 

• Why are chancery suitors like bathers? — Because 

Their suits are put off^ till— they have n*l a rag oo.* 

Thus on he went chatting,— but, lo, wliilc be chats, 
With a face fiill of wonder around bim be looks; 

For he misses his parsons, his dear shoveWiais, 

Who used to flock round him at Swanage like rookv 

• How is this I^(ly Bags?— to thb region aquatic 

Last year they came swarming, to make me their bo«. 
As thick as Burke's cloud o'er the vales of Camatic, 
Deans, rectors, D.D.'s— where tlie devl are thev 
now?" 

• My dearest Lord Bags! a saith his dame, • can you 

doubt? 
I am loth to remind you of things so unpleasant; 

■ AcaallbatbiBj-^IareoalhecaaUorOonetahira, Iom** 
•aaia«;r rcaort of the et-o<>l>leawa ia qaetUoa, aad. tM iki* 
■ach fieqarated alto by e a all eaiaa af the dwirck. 
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But don't you perceive, dear, the Church hare found out 
That you 're oue of the people call'd Ex's, at present?* 

• Ah, true — you hare hit it — I am^ indeed, one 
Of those ill-fated Ex's (his Lordship replies), 

And, with tears, I confess, — God forgive me the pun ! — 
We X's have proved ourselves not to be Y*s.« 

September t 1827. 



WO ! WO ! ' 

Wo, wo unto him who would check or disturb it, — 
That beautiful Light, which is now on its way; 

Which, beaming, at first, o'er the bogs of Belturbet, 
Now brightens sweet Ballinafad with its ray! 

Oh F-rnb-m, Saint F-mh-m, how much do we owe thee! 

How fonn'd to all tastes are thy various employs ! 
The old, as a catcher of Catholics, know thee, 

The young, as an amateur scourger of boys. 

Wo, wd to the man, who such doings would smother! — 
On, Luther of Cavan ! On, Saint of Kilgroggy ! 

Witli wliip in one hand, and with Bible in t' other. 
Like Mungo's tormentor Jaoth ■ preachceandfloggee.* 

Come, Saints from all quarters, and marshal his way; 

Come, L-rt-n, who, scorning profane erudition, 
Popp'd Shakespeare, they say, in the river, one day, 

Though 't was only old Bowdler's Felluti edition. 

Come, R — den, who doubtest, so mild are thy views, — 
Whether Bibles or bullets are best for the nation ; 

Who leavcst to poor Paddy no medium to chuse, 
Twixt good old Bcbellion and new Reformation. 

What more from her Saints cim Ilibemia require? 
I St Bridget, of yore, like a dutiful daughter, 
I Supplied her, 't is suid, with perpetual fire,' 
I And Saints keep her, notu, in eternal hot water. 

j Wo, wo to the man, who would check their career. 
Or stop the Millennium, that 's sure to await us, 

I When, bless'd with an orthodox crop every year. 

We shall loam to raise Protestants, fast as potatoes. 

In kidnapping; Papists, our rulers, we know. 
Had been Irving their talent for many a day; 

Till F-rnh-m, when all had Ijcen tried, came to show. 
Like the German flea-catcher, « anoder goot way.» 

And nothing 's more simple than F-rnh-m's receipt; — 
> (^tch your Catholic first — soak him well in po- 
teen^— 
Add salary suuce,4 and the thing is complete. 

You may serve up your Protestant, smoking and 
clean.* 

' Suggested by • tperrfa of ib« Ditbo|i of Cb-tt-r on x\« tabject of 
lb« >ew Ui-formalioo iu IrelanJ. io which hia Lordthip deooonrtsd 
X Wu : Wo '. Wol* prdty abundantly oa all thoM wbodarod to in- 
irrft're wilh iu |>m,jre»>. 

* Tbr; !n>:itln,;ai«bal>lo tirrofSl Rridgt-i. at Kildar«. 

» Wbitkey. 

' •\V« undf-rsiand that tevrral a|>|di(-aii(*n« bare lately b«en maAt 
10 the l*roU*Kiiinl clci^^mfn uf ihia :nwn by fisliowa, inquirioj 
* What art) ihcy i;i>inj a bead for i«>nTer(»T ■ — Wtxford PoU. 



« Wo, wo to the wag, who would laugh at such cook- 
ery!* 

Thus, from his perch, did I hear a black crow* 
Caw angrily out, while the rest of the rookery 

Open'd their bills, and re-echo'd a Wo, wo It 

TOUT POUR LA TRIPE. 



• If, Ib GUm or tBong tbo Mtlvea of India, wo daliBod dvU td- 
Ttnuget whidi wen ooanocted with religloaa aMfw, Unle a« wo 
mlffut Ttlne tboao fbrna in our bearta, we ahoald tbink ooamoa d*- 
oency reqolrod at toabataln from treating tbem witb offmtiTO oon- 
tnoiely ; and, tboofb antble to oimtider thorn aacrod. we wonld not 
•neer at ibe ntaM of F»t, or Itngh at the Inipated diTinlty of 
Vl$tAmom.» — Cgtuitr, Ti$**dajf, Jum. 16. 



CoMi, take my advice, never trouble your cranium. 
When « civil advantages* arc to be gain'd. 

What god or what goddess may help to obtain you 'em, 
Hindoo or Chinese, so they *re only obtain'd. 

In this world (let me hint in your organ aurictilar) 
All the good things to good hypocrites ^1 ; 

And he, who in swallowing creeds is particular, 
Soon will have nothing to swallow at all. 

Oh place me where Fo, or, as some call him, fbf. 
Is the god, from whom « civil advantages* flow, 

And you '11 find, if there 's any thing snug to be got, 
I shall soon be on excellent terms with old Fo. 

Or were I where FtsfinUf tliat four-handed god, 
Is the quadruple giver of pensions and places, 

I own I should feel it unchristian and odd, 
Not to find myself also in Fishnu's good graces. 

For oh, of all gods that humanely attend 

To our wauts in this planet, the gods to mjr wishes 

Are tliose that, like Fishnu and others, descend 
In the form, so attractive, of loaves and of fishes !* 

So lake ray advice — for, if even the devil 

Should tempt men again as an idol to try him, 

'T were best for us Tories, even then, to be civil. 
As nobody doubts we should get something by him. 



ENIGMA. 



MoBttrnn onlla rlrtote ndewiptmm. 



CoMi, riddle-me-rcc, come, riddlc-me-ree. 
And tell me what my name may be. 
I am nearly one hundred and tliirty years old. 

And therefore no chicken, as you may suppose; — 
Though a dwarf in my youtli (as my nurses have told), 

i have, ev'ry year since, been outgrowing my clothes; 
Till, at last, such a corpulent giant 1 stand. 

That, if folks were to furnish me now with a suit. 
It would take ev'ry morsel of scrip in the land 

But to measure my bulk from the head to the foot. 
Hence, they who maintain me, grown sick of my stature, 

To cover me nothing but rags will supply ; 



Of the Rook tperiea— C»mM frmglieyH*, i. e. a (frmi contnoier of 



corn. 



* Vitbntt wa« (a* Sir W. Jono call* hiai) ■ a pitdform god,*~bia 
1ir«t Aratar boinff Iu the tbape of • iiab. 
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And the doctors declare that, in due course of nature, 

About the year 3o in ra^ I shall die. 
Meanwhile, I stalk hungry and bloated around, 

An object of infrest^ most painful, to all ; 
In the warehouse, the cottage, the palace I 'm found. 
Holding citixen, peasant, and king in my thrall. 
Then riddle-me-ree, oh riddle-me-iree, 
Come, tell me what my name may be. 

When the lord of the counting-house bends o'er his 
book. 

Bright pictures of profit delighting to draw. 
O'er his shoulders with large cipher eyeballs I look. 

And down drops the pen from hb paralysed paw ! 
When the Premier lies dreaming of dear Waterloo, 

And expects through ant^her to caper and prank it. 
You 'd laugh did you sec, when I bellow out ■ Boo!* 

Uow he hides his brave Waterloo head in the blanket 
When mighty Belshaszar brims high in the hall 

His cup, full of gout, to the Gaul's overthrow, 
Lo, • Eight Hundred MiUions* I write on the wall, 

And the cup falls to earth and — the gout to his toe * 
But the joy of my heart is when largely I cram 

My maw with the fruits of the Squirearchy's acres. 
And, knowing who made me the thing that I am. 

Like the monster of Frankenstein, worry my makers. 
Then riddle-me-roe, come, riddle-me-rce, 
And tell, if thou know'st, who / may be. 



DOG-DAY REFLECTIONS. 

BT A DAICDT KIPT IN TOWN. 



Vox clunantlt in deMrto. 



Said Malthus, one day, to a clown 

Lying stretcli'd on the beach, in the sun, — 

« What 's the number of souls in this town?* — 
• The number! Lord bless you, there 's none. 

• We have nothing but dabs in this place, 
Of them a great plenty there are; — 

But the solesy please your rev'rence and grace. 
Are ail t' other side of the bar.* 

And so 't is in London just now. 

Not a soul to Ik* seen, up or down; — 

Of dnbs a great glut, I allow, 

But your soleSj every one, out of town. 

East or west, nothing wond'rous or new; 

No courtsliip or scandal, worth knowing; 
Mrs B , and a Mermaid' or two. 

Are the only loose fish that arc going. 

Ah, where is that dear house of Peers, 
That some weeks ago, kept us m«rry .' 

Where, Eld-n, art thou, with tliy tears? 
And thou, with thy sense, L — d — d — y? 

Wise Marquis, how much the Lord May'r, 

In the dog-days, with t/tee must l>e puzzled !- 

It being his task to take care 
That such animals slu'u't go uiiiiiiiztltNl. 

' Oner of the ibow* i>f Loodon. 



Thou, too, whose political toib 

Are so worthy a captain of horse, — 

Whose amendments' (like honest Sir Be 
Are • ameiufiNenCt, that make matte 

Great Chieftain, who takest such pains 
To prove — what is granted, turn, com 

With how mod'rate a portion of brains 
Some heroes contrive to get on. 

And, thou, too, my R-d-sd — e, ah, whi 
Is the peer, with a star at his button. 

Whose quarters could ever compare 
With R-d-sd — e's five quarters of mu 

Why, why have ye taken your flight. 
Ye diverting and dignified crew? 

How ill do three farces a night. 
At die Haymarket, pay us for you ! 

For, what is Bombastes to thee. 
My EH — nbro', when thou look'st bi( 

Or, where 's the burletta can be 

Like L — d-rd— e's wit— and his wig? 

I doubt if ev*n Griffinhoof4 could 
(Though Griffin 's a comical lad) 

Invent any joke half so good 

As that precious one, • This is too bai 

llien come again, come again, Spring! 

Oh haste thee, with Fun in thy train ; 
And of all things die funniest — bring 

These exalted Grimaldis again ! 



THE « UVING DOG. AND « THE DEA 

NiXT week will be published (as • Lives* ari 
The whole Reminiscences, wondrous and 

Of a small puppy-dog, that lived once in tin 
Of the Lite noble Lion at Exeter 'Change. 

Though the dog is a dog of tlie kind tliey ca 
T is a puppy that much to good breeding 

And few dogs have such opportunities luid 
Of knowing how Lions behave — among fi 

Uow that animal eats, how he snores, how h 
Is all noted down by this Boswcll so small 

And 't is plain, from each sentence, the 
thinks 
That the Lion was no such great things af 

Though he roar'd pretty well — this the pupj 
It was all, he says, borrowed — all second- 

And he vastly prefers his own little bow-woi 
To tlie loftest war-note tlie Lion could poi 

1 is, indeed, as good fun as a Cynic could a 
To sec how this cockney-bred setter of rab 

Takes gravely the Lord of the Forest to task. 
And judges of Lions by puppy-dog habiu. 

' Xor« partlcaUrlj hit Grace'* oolobrmied anvadBtfi 
Bill. 

■ From • tpevdi of Sir Boyle Roch«'», in ibo IrUh D 
moot. 

* ThA le«rBio({ hU Lonlahip displayed, on 1I10 s> 
I'Hlrber'a • Kfth qaarl<>r> of mutton, will not tpeedil^ 

* TbrNflM lifysTre uo«i«r which (ktimao liM writtc 
ix'tl farL-et. 
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I he was (and this makes it a dark case) 
M erery day from the Lion's own pan, 
hia Ici; at tlie noble beast's carcass, 
les all a dog so diminutiTe can. 

he book *s a good book, being rich in 

s and warnings to lions high-bred, 

uffer small mongrelly curs in their kitchen, 

feed on them living, and foul them when 

ead. 

T. PIDCOCK. 
r 'Change. 



ODE TO DON MIGUEL. 



Et m,Bruu! 



guel, not patriotic ? oh, fy ! 
much good teaching, 't is quite a loirtf-tn, 
ir;— 

I'd, as you were, under Mettemich's eye, 
1 (as young misses say) ■ finisli'd* at Wind- 
>r! 

)y life knew a case that was harder; — 
SIS as you had, when you made us a call ! 
lei each day from His Majesty's larder, — 
r, to turn absolute Don, after all ! 

ors, like Bayes, to the style and the matter 
thing they write, suit the way that they 
•lie — 

in for Epic, broil'd devils for Satire, 
:hpotch and trifle for rhymes such as mine. 

s should feed the same way, I 've no doubt;— 
spots on bouilU served up ^ 2a Auue,' 
I German Princes on frogs and sour crout, 
r Viceroy of Ilanover always on goose. 

s, too, have ^cied (though this may be 
ible) 

ither dear, if, in cooking, they blunder it ; — 
t with the common hot meat on a table, 
partial (eh, Mig!) to a dish of cold under 

' a Don of such appetite found 
-ods-r's collations plebeian ly plain ; 
dishes most high that my Lady sends round 
Mminlenou cutlets and soup a la Heine. 

1 youth with such charming beginnings, 
iink, all at once, to so sad a conclusion, 
is still worse, throw the losings and win- 

tiies on 'Change into so much confusion ! 

rhk ■ pint oftke •troa(;Ml apiriu— « fbroariM ditli of 
<dcrick of Prawio, sad whidl lio penorerrd la oaiiof 
auk b od. mmch 10 lb* Irarror of hi* pkytida* Ui 



lirt eu« of ■•rder, with all itt poniculan,— the 
id J umdrr lb* dlaoer-tablo, eir. rt:.— U, ao doobt, wall 



The Bulls, in hysterics — the Bears, just as bad— 

The few men who have^ and the many who 've nci 
tick. 

All shock'd to find out that that promising lad, 
Prince Mettemich's pupil, is — not patriotic! 



THOUGHTS ON THE PRESENT GOVERNMENT 

OF IRELAND. 

Orr hare I seen, in gay, equestrian pride. 
Some well-rouged youth round Astley's Circus ride 
Two stately steeds,— standing, with graceful straddle, 
Like him of Rhodes, with foot on either saddle. 
While to soft tunes,— some jigs, and some andanta,— 
He steers around his light-paced Rosinantes. 

So rides along, with canter smooth and pleasant. 

That horseman bold, Lord Anglesea, at present; — 

Papist and Protestant the coursers twain, 

That lend their necks to his impartial rein, 

And round the ring, — each honour'd, as they go. 

With equal pressure from his gracious toe, — 

To the old medley tune, half ■ Patrick's Day* 

And half • Boyne Water,* take their cantering way; 

While Peel, the showman, in the middle, cracks 

His long-lash'd whip, to cheer the doubtful hacks. 

Ah, ticklish trial of equestrian art! 
How blest, if neither steed would bolt or start; 
If Protestants old restive tricks were gone, 
And Paffisfh winkers could be still kept on ! 
But no, false hopes, — not cv'n the great Ducrow 
Twixt two such steeds could 'scape an overthrow : 
If solar hacks play'd Phaeton a trick. 
What hope, alas, from hackneys ImimIic ? 

If ooce my Lord lib graceful balance loses. 

Or fails to keep each foot where each horse chases; 

If Peel but gives one exfra touch of whip 

To Papist B tail or /Volesfaiif's imr-tip, — 

That instant ends their glorious horsemaniJiip! 

Off bolt the sever'd steeds, for mischief free. 

And down, between them, plumps Lord Anglf^^ * 



THE UMBO OF LOST REPUTATIONS. 

k DaiAM. 



CM cko •! parda qai. Ik ti rafaaa.— 
-a Tallay, wbura b« 



Tkiaf • tbat 00 earib were UM.—MUttm. 



Khow'st thou not him' the poet sings. 

Who flew' to tlie moon's serene domain. 
And saw tliat valley, where all the things. 

That vanish on earth, are found again — 
The hopes of youth, tlie resolres of age, . 
The TOW of the lover, tlie dream of the sage. 
The golden visions of mining cits. 

The promises great men strew about them ; 
And, pack'd in compass small, the ^m 

Of monarchs, who rule as well without them!- 
Like him, but diving with wing profound, 
I have been 10 a Limbo un4er ground, 

• Attolpbo. 
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Where characters lost on earth, (and cried. 
In vain, like II— rr — s's, far and wide) 
In heaps, like yesterday's oris, are thrown. 
And there, so worthless and fly-blown 
That eren the imps would not purloin them. 
Lie, till their worthy owners join them. 

Curious it was to see this mass 

Of lost and tom-up reputations ; — 
Some of them female wares, alas, 

Mislaid at innocent assignations; 
Some, that had sigh'd their last amen 

From the canting lips of saints that would be; 
And some once own'd by ■ the best of men,* 

Who had proved — no better than they should be. 
'Mong otlicrs, a poet's fame I spied. 

Once shining fair, now soaked and black — 

• No wonder,* (a dev'l at my elbow cried) 

• For I pick'd it out of a butt of sack !> 

Just then a yell was heard o'er head. 

Like a chimney-sweeper's lofty summons ; 
And lo, an imp right downward sped. 
Bringing, within his claws so red. 
Two statesmen's characters, found, he said, 

Last night, on tlic floor of tlic House of (loramons; 
The which, with black official grin, 
He now to the Chief Imp handed in ; — 
Both these articles much the worse 

For their journey down, as you may suppose, 
But one so devilish rank — « Odd's curse!* 

Said the Lord Chief Imp, and held his nose. 

• Ho, ho!« quoth he, « I know full well 
From whom these two stray matters fell ;» 
Then, casting away, with a loathful shrug, 
Th' uncleaner waif (as he would a drug 
Th' Invisible's own dark hand had mix'd), 
His eyes on the other gravely fix'd, 

And trying, though mischief laugh'd in his eye, 
To be moral, because of the young imps by, 
■ What a pity I » lie cried — > so fresh its gloss. 
So long preserved — 't is a public loss! 
This comes of a man, the careless blockhead. 
Keeping his character in his pocket; 
And tliere — witliout considering whetlirr 
There 's room for that and his guius together — 
Cramming, and crauiuiing, and cramming away, 
Till — out slips cbnrarter some fine day! 
However* — and here he view'd it round — 
• This article still may pass for sound. 
Some flaws, soon patch'd, some stains arc all 
The harm it has had in its luckless fall. 
Here, Puck!* — and he called to one of his train — 
« The owner may have this back again. 
Though damaged for ever, if used with skill, 
it may servie, perhaps, to trade on still ; 
Though the gem can never, as once, be set. 
It will do for a Tory Cabinet. • 



HOW TO WHITE BY PROXY. 



Qnifscil prr ■linm facit prrar. 



Often let up for authors in prose and in rhyme. 
But ne'er took the trouble to write their own book 

Poor devils were found to do tliis for their bellers ;— 
And, one day, a Bishop, addressing a Biue^ 

Said, ■ Ma'am, have you read my new Pastoral Letters 
To which the Blue answered — aNo, Bishop, hai 
youf* 



The same is now done by our privileged cli 

And, to show you how simple the process it nt»\%^ 

If a great Major<}eneral < wislies to pass 

For an autlior of History, thus he proceeds:— 

First, scribbling his own stock of notions as well 
As he can, with a ^ooM-quill tliat cbims him a% ih 

He settles his neck-cloth — takes snuff — rings the b<rll. 
And yawningly orders a Subaltern in. 

The Subaltern comes — sees his General seated. 

In all the self-glory of authorship swelling; — 
■ There, look,* saith his liordship, ■ my work is con 
pleted,- 
It wants nothing now, but the grammar and spri 
ling.* 

Well used to a breach^ the brave Subaltern dreads 
Awkward breaches of syntax a hundred times more; 

And, though often condemned to see breaking of heath 
He had ne'er seen such breaking of Priacian's hk4orv 

However, the job 'ssure to pay — that 'a enoogli— 
So, to it he sets with his tinkering hamnncr. 

Convinced that there never was job half so tough 
As the mending a great Major-General's grammar. 

But, lo, a fresh puzzlement starts up to view, — 
New toil for the Sub. — for tlie Lord new etpeosr: 

'T isdiscover'd that mending his fframnuir won't iln. 
As the Sutmltem also must find him in tense! 

At last, — even this is achieved by his aid ; 

Friend Subaltern po<!kots the casli and — the story ; 
Drums beat— the new Grand March of Intelleri i 
play'd— 

And off struts my Lord, the Historian, in glory! 



IMITATION OF THE INFERNO OF DANTK. 



.— Lf/ScnM, euA. S. 



'MofTG our neighbours, the French, in the good oUhni (inie 
When nobility flourisli'd, great Barons and Dukes 



Cotl qnel liato gll tpirili aali 
Di qai. di Ik, di gii. di ai gll 



I tcrn'd my steps, and lo, a shadowy throng 

Of ghosts came fluttering tow'rds me, — blown along. 

Like cockchafers in high autumnal storms. 

By many a fitful gust that through their forms 

Whistled, as on they came, with wheeiy puff. 

And puffd as — tliough they 'd never puff enough. 

« Whence and what are ye ?• pitying I inquired 
Of these poor ghosts, who, tatter'd, tost, and tired 
With such eternal puffing, scarce could stand 
On their lean legs while answering my demand. 
* We once were authors," — thus the Sprite, who led 
This tag-rag regiment of spectres, said, — 

I Or LientcnaoipGencnil, m it MSy happea to be. 
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>f erery tex, male, female, neuter, 
smit with love of praise and — pewter^* 
V sheires fint saw the light of day, 
I pufh exhaled our lives away, — 
ler wind-milU, doom'd to dusty peace, 
bnftk gales, that lent them motion, cease. 
new we then what ills await 
ed scribblers in their after-state; 
n earth — how loudly Str— t can tell — 
vward, now doubly puff 'd in hell !> 

with compaMion for this ghastly crew, 
I, even now, the hollow wind sung through 
ul prose.r-such prose as Rosa's' ghost 
accuslom'd hour of eggs and toast, 
tigh the columns of the M-m-g f— I, — 
iim'd to weep, when he, who stood 
>f all that flatulential brood, 
sfce-ghost from the party, said, 
t to present Miss X. Y. Z.,^ 
letter d nymphs — excuse the pun — 
i a name on earth by — having none; 
! initials would immortal be, 
tt leam'd those plain ones, A. B. C- 

ing ghost, like mummy dry and neat, 
I his own dead rhymes, — fit winding-sheet, — 
4s much tlial not a soul should care 
pin to know who wrote * May Fair;' — 
young gentleman M (here forth he drew 
tectre, puff 'd quite through and throu(;li, 
his ribs were an yEolian I>tc 
ole Row's soft (raJe-winds to inspire,) 
lest genius brcalhcd one wish alone, 
% volume read, himself unknown ; 
Dt far the course his glory took, 
M author, and — none read the book. 

1, in vonder ancient figure of fun, 
the blast, Sir J-n-h B-rr— i-n; — 
• raise the wind his life was spent, 
he wind returns the compliment. 

ere, tlie E.irl of 's sister, 

ovcliKti ^nd this is Mister — 
I — Honourable Mister L-st-r, 
tn who, some woekn tiinre, came over 
puff (wind S. S. E.) to l>ovcr. 
tind us limps young Vivian (*rey, 
, poor youth, was long sini'c blown away, — 
paper-kite, on which the wind 
purchase for a puff can find. • 

, thysdf t — here, anxious, I exclaim'd, — 
ood ghost, how thou, thyself, art name<l.> 
he blushing cried, — • Ah, there 's the rub — 
1 — a waiter once at Brooks's Club, 
11 1 might have long remuin'd, 
be dub-room's jokes and glasses drain'd ; 

«■/ t«rai for aoBey . 

ft aay Hll up thi« gap with soy one of the di$%jftUkU 

Loadoa ihai ocenn lo bin. 

ilda. who was for niaay year* the wrtlri of the poetical 

le jonraal alladml lo, and whoto tpirit ttlll Mcaa to 

{■ant IVo4a>— over iu |Mi(>e«. 

■karMlag L. E. L.. aad atill iru Srs P. H., whoae 

as the aoM bcaotifal of Um praaMt day. 



But, ah, in luckless hour, this last December, 

I wrote a book,' and Culbum dubb'd me * Member*— 

* Member of Brooks's !'— oh Promethean puff. 
To what wilt thou exalt even kitchen-stuff t 
Witli crumlM of gossip, caught from dining wits. 

And half-heard jokes, bequeath'd, like half-chew'd bits. 

To be, each night, the waiter's perquisites; 

Witli such ingredients, served up oft before. 

But with fresh fudge and fiction gamish'd o'er, 

I managed, for some weeks, to dose the town. 

Till fresh reserves of nonsense ran me down, 

And, i«ady still even waiters' souls to damn, 

The Devil but rang his bell, and— here I am;— 

Yes — 'Coming up. Sir,' once my favourite cry, 

Exchanged for * Coming tioivn, Sir,' here am I !• 

Scarce had the Spectre's lips these words let drop, 

When, lo ! a breeze — such as, from 's shop, 

Blows in the vernal hour, when puffs prevail. 

And speeds the shetts and swells the lagging sa/e— 

Took the poor waiter rudely in the poop, 

And, whirling him and all his grisly group 

Of literary ghosto,— Miss X. Y. Z.,— 

The nameless autlior, better known than read — 

Sir Jo. — the Honourable Mr L-st-r, 

And, last, not least. Lord Nobody's twin sister, — 

Blew them, ye gods, with all their prase and rhymes 

And sins about them, far into tliose climes 

* Where Peter pitch'd his waistcoat** in old times, 
Leaving me much in doubt, as on I prest. 

With my great master, through this realm unblest. 
Whether Old Nick or puffs tlie bcsL 



LAMENT FOR THE LOSS OF LORD B SVS 

TAIL. ^ 

All in again — unlook'd for bliss ! 

Yet, ah, one adjunct still we miss — 

One tender tie, attach'd so long 

To the same head, through right and wrong. 

Why, R-th-st, why didst thou cut off 

That memorable tail of thine ? 
Why — as if one was not enough— 

Thy pig-tic with tliy pbce resign. 
And thus, at once, both CHf and run ? 
Alas, my Lord, 't was not well done, 
T was not, indeed, — though sad at heart, 
From office and its sweets to part. 
Yet hopes of coming in again. 
Sweet Tory hopes ! beguiled our pain ; 
Bui thus to miss tliat tail of tliine, 
Through long, long years our rallying sign,— 
As if the State and all its powers 
By tenancy in tail were ourA, — 
To see it tlius by scissors fall. 
This was • th' un kindest cttf of all !» 
It seem'd as though th' ascendant day 
Of Toryism had pass'd away. 
And prt>ving S^mpaon's stor\- true. 
She lost her tigour with lurr tjueuc. 

' • flittiory of ibc ( Jaba of L«odoa, ■ aaaoaara J aa by • a Meait«r 
uf Broolus.* 

> A Ihuutt^mt allatioa to iba old M«ia{. • .\ia« ■ik'a liyaaJ H^l, 
wht«re IVirr pitrked hh wai»ici«l.> 

* TIm aoble l«rrf. it h w«ll kanwa. cat off iU« 
appaadaga. oa liU reilrMaeat froai ofSco toaaa aH«atk« «iaor. 

Si 
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Parties are much like fi»h, 't is said, — 
The tail directs them, not tlie head ; 
Then, how could any party fail, 
Tliat steered its course by B-th—sfs uil ? 
Not Murat's plume, through Wagram's 6ght, 

E'er shed such guiding glories from it. 
As erst, in all true Tories' sight. 

Blazed from our old Colonial comet ! 
I you, my Lord, a Bashaw were, 

(As W-11— gt-n will b« anon) 
Thou mighut hare had a tail to spare ; 

But no, alas, thou hadst but one, 

And (Aaf— like Troy, or Babylon, 

A tale of other times — is gone ! 
Yet — weep ye not, ye Tories true, — 
Fate has not yet of all bereft us; 
Though thus deprired of B-th-rst*s ^iceiie, 

We've Ell-nb-gh's curls still left us;— 
Swoet curls, from which young Lore, so Ticious, 
His shou, as from nine-pounders, issues; 
Grand, glorious curls, which, in debate, 
Surcharged wilh all a nation's fate, 
Uis Lordsliip sliakes, as Homer's God did,< 

And oft in thundering talk comes near him ; — 
Except tliat, tliere the speaker nodded, 

And, here, 't is only Uiosc who hear him. 
Long, long, ye ringlets, on the soil 

Of that fot cranium may ye flourish. 
With plenty of Macassar oil. 

Through many a year your growth to nourisli ! 
And, ah, should Time too soon unsheath 

Htt barbaroiM shears such locks to serer, 
Still dear to Tories, even in death, 
Their last loved relics we '11 bequeath, 

A fcair-loom to our sons for ever. 



THE CHERRIES. 

A PAKABLI.s 

Sxi those cherries, how they cover 

Yonder sunny gardcn-wail ; — 
Had they not that net-work over, 

Thieving birds would eat them all. 

So, to guard our. posts and pensions. 

Ancient sages wovt a net. 
Through whose holei^ of small dim«isions, 

Only certain, knaves can get. 

Shall we then this net-work widen ? 

Shall we stretch these sacred holes. 
Through which, ev'n already, slide in 

Lots of small dissenting souls 7 

« God forbid !• old Taty crieth ; 

• God forbid ! « so echo I ; 
Every ravenous bird that flieth 

Then would at our cherries fly. 

Ope but half an inch or so, 

And, behold, what bevies break in ; — 

iSTere, some curst old Popish crow 
Pops his long and lickerish beak in : 

' ■ Sliaket bit ambrosial curls, asd sires ibe nod." 

Pora's Uomer. 
i Wriltes dnrisQ the late dlscauioa oo the Test aad Cofponiioo 
AcU. 



ffere, sly Arians flock unnumbeKd, 
And Socinians, slim and spare, 

Who, wilh small belief encumbered. 
Slip in easy any where : — 

Methodists, of birds the aptest. 
Where there 's pecking going on ; 

And that water-fowl, the Baptist, — 
All would share our fruits anon : 

Ev'ry bird, of eVry city. 

That, for years, with ceaseless din. 
Hath reversed the starling's ditty. 

Singing out * I can 't get in.* 

« God forbid!* old Testy snivels; 

«God forbid!* I echo too; 
Rather may ten thousand d-v-ls 

Seize the whole voracioiu crew! 

If less costly fruit won't suit 'em. 
Hips and haws and such like berries. 

Curse the corm* rants ! stone 'em, shoot 'en 
Any thing — to save our cherries. 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN ANTICIPATIO? 

DEFEAT. ' 

Go, seek for some abler defenders of wrong. 
If we must run the gauntlet tlirough blood : 
pcnse; 

Or, Goths as ye are, in your multitude strong, 
Be content with success, and pretend not to se 

If the words of the wise and the gcn'rous are va 
If Truth by the bow-string mtist yield up her 

Let Mutes do the office, — and spare her the pair 
Of an In— gl— s or T— nd— 1 to talk her to d 

Chain, persecute, plunder, — do all that you will, 
But save us, at least, the old womanly lore 

Of a G — St — r, who, dully prophetic of ill. 
Is, at once, the two instruments, AUGua' and 

Bring legions of Squires — if they 'II only be mu 
And array their thick heads against reason an 

Like the Roman of old, of historic repute,' 
Wlio with droves of dumb animals carried tht 

Pour out, from each comer and hole of the Got 
Your Bedchamber lordlings, your salaried sla^ 

Who, ripe for all job-work, no matter what sort 
Have their consciences tack'd to their pate 
staves. 

Catch all the small fry who, as Juvenal sings, 
Are the Treasury's creatures, wherever they s 

With all the base, time-serving toadies of Kings 
Who, if Punch were the monarch, would 
ev'n him : 

' DnrlBQ the dtsmMloa of ibe Caibolic Qaestioo in tb< 
Coflsasons last session. 

' This is wore for tbe ear than tbe eye, as ibe oarpeaK 
spelt mufcr. 

* Ftblai, wbo sent droves of ballocks against the ese«] 

* Rea Fiad eat, abicoaaqM aam. imwmmt. 
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ind while, on the one side, each name of renown, 
That illumines and blemes our age is combined; 

While the Foxes, the Pitto, and the Cannings look down, 
And drop o'er the cause their rich mantles of Mind ; 

Let bold Paddy H-lmes show his troops on the other, 
And, counting of noses the quantum desired. 

Let Paddy but say, like the Gracchi's fomed mother, 
• G>me forward, my jeweb* — *t is all that 
quired. 



s rfr- 



And thus let your farce be enacted hereafter, — 
Thus honestly persecute, outlaw, and chain ; 

Bat spare ev'n your victims the torture of laughter. 
And never, oh never, try reasoning again ! 



ODE TO THE WOODS AND FORESTS. 

BT out or TBI BOAID. 

Lit other bards to groves repair. 

Where linnets strain their tuneful throats, 
Mine be the Woods and Forests, where 

The Treasury pours its sweeter nofes. 

No whispering winds have charms for me. 
Nor lephyr's balmy sighs I ask ; 

To raise the wind for Royalty 
Be all our Sylvan lephyr's task ! 

And 'slead of crystal brooks and floods, 

And all such vulgar irrigation, 
Let Gallic rhino through our Woods 

Divert its • course of liquid-ation.* 

Ah, sorely, Virgil knew full well 
What Woods and Foresto ought to be, 

When, sly, he introduced in UcU 
His guinea-plant, his bullion-tree.' 

Nor see I why, some future day, 
When short of cash, we sliould not send 

Our H-rr — s down — he knows tlie way — 
To see if Woods in hell will lend. 

Long may ye flourish, sylvan haunts. 
Beneath wliose ■ branches of expense* 

Our gracious K gets all he wants, — 

Except a little taste and sense. 

Long, in your golden shade reclined, 
Like him of fair Armida's bowers. 

May W o some tvoo<^-n3rmph find, 

'To cheer his doxenth lustrum's hours : 

To rest from toil the Great Untaught, 
And soothe the pangs his warlike brain 

Must suffer, when, unused to thought. 
It tries to think, and — tries in vain. 

Oh long may Woods and Forests be 
Preserved, in all their teeming graces, 

To shelter Tory Bards, like me, 

Wlio take delight in Sylvan places ! ' 

' («IM by Virgii, bounimliy. ■ MptrSn aari froodentis.* 

* Ta bcU, at $lhiu, at aa«a l>ica 

OTt^. 



STANZAS FROM THE BANKS OF THE 
SHANNON. 



Take back ih« virsla paff9. 

Moon'tlrUkibUiM, 



No longer, dear V-sey, feel hurt and uneasy 
At hearing it said by thy Treasury brother, 

That thou art a sheet of blank paper, my V-sey, 
And he, the dear, innocent placeman, another. 

For, lo, what a service we, Irish, have done thee: — 
Thou now art a sheet of blank paper no more; 

By St Patrick, we 've scrawl'd such a lesson upon thee 
As never was scrawl'd upon foolscap before. 

Come, — on with your spectacles, noble Lord Duke, 
(Or O'Connell has green ones he haply would lend 
you,) 
Read V-sey all o'er— as you can't read a book— 

And improve by the lesson we, bog-trotters, send 
you; 

A lesson, in large /toman characters traced, 

Whose awful impressions from you and your kin 

Of blank-sheeted statesmen will ne'er be effitced,— 
Unless, 'stead of paper ^ you 're sheer asses' dan. 

Shall I help you to construe it ? ay, by the Gods, 

Could I risk a translation, you should have a rare 
one; 
But pen against sabre is desperate odds. 
And you, my Lord Duke, (as you hinted once), wear 
one. 

iVgain and again I say, read V— sey o'er; — 

You will find him worth all the old scrolls of papyrus. 

That Egypt e'er fill'd with nonsensical lore. 

Or the learned GiampoUion e'er wrote of, lo tire us. 

All blank as he was, we 've retum'd him on hand. 
Scribbled o'er with a warning to Princes and Dukes, 

Whose plain, simple drift if they won't understand. 
Though caress'd at St James's, they.'re fit for St 
Luke's. 

# 

Talk of leaves of the Sibyls!— more m cin in g con- 
vey'd is 

In one sin(;le leaf such as now we have spell'd on. 
Than e'er luitii been uttcr'd by all the old ladies 

That ever yet spoke, from the Sibyls to Eld-n. 



. IF- AND • PERHAPS.* ' 

Oh tidings of freedom! oh accents of hope! 

Waft, waft them, ye sephyrs, to Erin's blue tea, 
.Vnd refresh with their sounds every son of the Pope, 

From Dingle-a-cooch to far Donaghadee. 

• //"mutely the slave will endure and obey, 
.Nor clanking his fetters nor breathing his pains. 

His masters, perhaps^ at some far distant day. 

May lAtnA (tender tyrants) of loosening his chains.- 

• Wrilien after beariac ■ «i»l*U«iM »pe*.-b is ibe ll«Mue o# Lord*. 
Juki* io, tSal. 
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Wise • if» and •perhaps! "—precious »aWc for our 
wounds. 
If lie, who would rule thus o'er manacled muu», 
Gould check the free spring-tide of Mind, that re- 
sounds. 
Even now, at his feet, like tlie sea at Canute's. 

But, no, 't is in vain— the grand impulse is giren,— 
Man knows his high Charter, and knowing will 
claim ; 
And if ruin must follow where fetters arc riven. 

Be theirs, who have forged them, the guilt and the 
shame. 

. //the slave will be silent '.-—vain Soldier, beware- 
There is a dead silence the wrong'd may assume, 

When the feeling, sent back from the lips in despair, 
But clings round the heart willi a deadlier gloom ;— 

When the blush, that long bum'd on the suppliant's 
cheek. 
Gives place to th* avengers pale, resolute hue ; 
And the tongue, that once threatcn'd, disdaining to 
speak^ 
Consigns to the arm the high office — to do. 

//men, in that silence, should think of the hour, 
Wlien proudly their Others in panoply stood. 

Presenting, alike, a bold front-work of power 

To the despot on land and the foe on the flood ;— 

That hour, when a Voice had come forth from the west, 
To the slave bringing hopes, to the tyrant alarms ; 

And a leMon, long look'd for, was taught the opprest. 
That kings are as dust before freemen in arms ! 



//, awfuller still, the mute slave should recall 
That dream of his boyhood, when Freedom's sweet 
day 
At length seem'd to break through a long night of 
thrall. 
And Union and Hope went abroad in its ray; — 

//Fancy should tell him, that Day-spring of Good, 
Though swiftly its light died away from his chain, 

Though darkly it set in a nation's best blood, 
Now wants but invoking to shine out again ; — 

If—ify I say— breathings like tliese should come o'er 
The chordsof remembrance, and thrill, as they come. 



Then, perfcap*,— ay, perhaps— hut I dare m 
more; 
Thou hast will'd that thy slaves should be mi 
am dumb. 



WRITE ON, WRITE ON. 

A BALLAD. 

km— Sleep on, sleep on, my Kathleen dear 



SatteteJr^Ttt Atimi.—^ Famcu. 

Wbitb on, write on, ye Barons dear. 
Ye Dukes, write hard and fost ; 

The good we 've sought for many a year 
Your quills will bring at lasL 

One letter more, N-wc-sllc, pen. 
To match Lord K-ny-n's two. 

And more than Ireland's host of men, 

■ One brace of Peers will do. 

Write on, write on, 

Sure, never, since the precious use 

Of pen and ink began, 
Did letters, writ by fools, produce 

Such signal good to man. 
While intellect, 'mong high and low. 

Is marching on, they say. 
Give me the Dukes and Lords, who go. 

Like crabs, the other way. 

Write on, write on, 

Ev'n now I feel the coming light, — 

Ev'n now, could Folly lure 
My Lord M— ntc-sh-l, too, to write. 

Emancipation 's sure. 
By geese (we read in history) 

Old Rome was saved from ill ; 
And now, to quilU of geaw?, we see 

Old Borne indebted still. 

Write on, write on 

Write, write, ye Peers, nor stoop to style, 

Nor beat for sense about, — 
Things, little worth a Noble's while. 

You 're l>etter far without 
Oh ne'er, since asses spoke of yore, 

Such miracles were done; 
For, write but four such letters more. 

And Freedom's cause is won ! 



m 
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fsitttimteti ^iH$^, 



I 



f Tie following are very generally aitrUfuted to Mr Moort, and though not acknowledged by that 
gentleman, their wit, grace, and spirit^ tuffciently attest the truth of the report, and sanction their 
msertion in a complete collection of his Poetical Works.] 



A VOICE FROM MARATHON. 

roi a Toice, at loud as that of Fame, 

To breathe the word — Arise! 
FroiD Piodiu to Taygetiu to proclaim — 

Let every Greek arise ! 

Ye who have hearts to strike a single blow, 

Hear my despairing cries ! 
Te who have hands to immolate one foe, 

Arise! arise! arise! 

From the dim fields of Asphodel beneath, 

Upborne by cloudy sighs 
Of ihose who love their country still in death, — 

Ev'n I— er'n /—arise! 

Tlieie are not hands for earthly wringing — these I — 
Blood should not blind these eyes! — 

Tet here I stand, untomb'd Miltudis, 
Weeping — arise! arise! 

Hev ye the groans that heave thu hurial-lieldr — 

Old Gnrcia's saviour-band 
Cry from the dust — « Fight on ! nor dabs to yield ! 

Save ye our father-land ! 

> Mnnt with your Itosoro the barbaric spear! 

Break it within your breast; 
riien come, brave Greek ! and join your brothers here 

In our immortal rest ! ■ 

liall modem Datis, swoln with Syrian pride. 

Cover the land with slaves? — 
y— let them cover it, both ^r and wide, — 

Cover it with their graves f 

Inch has been done — but more remains to do— 

Te have fought long and well ! 
he trump that, on the Egean, glory blew, 

Seem'd with a storm to swell! 

aa's grim tyrant shudder'd at the sound, 

lie leap'il upon his throne ! 
lormur'd his hone-taiFd chieftainry around— 

« Another MaraAon /» 

odona, 'mid her fanes and forests hoar, 

Heard it witli solemn glee : 
ad old Parnassus, witli a lofty roar. 

Told it from sea to sea ! 



High-bosom'd Greece, through her uniramber'd vales, 

Broke forth in glorious song ! 
Her claisic streams that plough the headlong dales. 

Thundered the notes along ! 

But there 's a bloodier wreath to gain, oh friends ! 

Now rise, or ever hkW ! 
If ye fight now no fiercer than the firads. 

Better not fight at all ! 

The feverish war-drum mingles with the fife 

In dismal symphony. 
And Moslem strikes at liberty and life, — 

For both, strike harder ye ! 

Hark! how Cith«>ron witli his earthquake voice 

Calls to the utmost shores! 
While Pluto bars, againut the riving noise, 

His adamantine doors! 

Allien^, tiptoe on her crumbling dome. 

Cries — • Youth, ye must be men!* 
And Echo shouts within her rocky tomb,— 

• Greeks, become Greeks again!* 

The stone first brought, his living tomb to close, 

Pausanias' mother piled: 
Matrons of Greece ! will ye do lets for foes 

Than slie did for her child 7 

Let boyhood strike!— let every rank and age 

Do each what each can do ! 
Let him whose arm is mighty as his rage, 

Strike deep— strike home — strike ArtmgK! 

Be wise, be firm, be cautious, yet be bold ! 

Be brother-true! beOnsI 
I teach but what the Phrygian Uoght of oU— 

Divide t and be undent! 

Uallow'd in life, in death itself, is he 

Who for his country dies; 
A liijht, a star, to all futurity— 

Arise ye, then 1 arise ! 

O countrymen ! O countrymen! obc« 

By earth — and seas — and skies — 
By Heaven — by sacred Hades — I implore 

Arise! arise! arise! 



i 
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THE GHOST OF MILTIADES. 



Ah quoliM doblac SeHptU exarait aaator ! — OTID. 



The ghost of Miltiades came at night. 
And he stood by the bed of the Benthamite, 
And he said, in a voice that thrill'd the frame, 

• If ever the sound of Marathon's name 
Hath fired thy blood, or flush'd tliy brow. 
Lover of liberty, rouse thee now!* 

The Benthamite, yawning, left his bed — 

Away to the Stock Exchange he speji. 

And he found the scrip of Greece so high. 

That it fired liis blood, it flusli'd his eye, 

And oh ! 't was a sight for the ghost to see. 

For there never was Greek more Greek than he ! 

And scill, as the premium lii(;her went. 

His eciitasy rose — so much per cent. 

(As we se<!, in a glass that tells the weather. 

The hi*at and the silver rise together). 

And Liberty sung from the patriot's lip, 

While a voice from his pocket whispered, • Scrip!* 

The ghost of Miltiades came again ; — 
He smiled, as the pale moon shines through rain, 
For his soul was glad at that patriot strain ; 
(And, poor, dear ghost — how little he knew 
The jol)S and tricks of the IMiiihelleno crew !) 
« BlcKKings and thanks!* was all he said, 
Then melting away, like a night-dream, fled! 

Tlie Benthamite hears— amaxcd that ghosts 
Could l)e sucli fools— and away he posts, 
A patriot still 7 Ah no, ah no— 
(iofldirss of I'rei'dom, thy scrip is low, 
And, warm and fond as thy lovers are, 
Thou tries! their passion when under par. 
The Benthamite's anionr fast dccnj's, 
By turns, he wee{)S, and swears, and praj-s. 
And winlies the D— I had crescent and cross, 
Ere he had Imm'p force<l to sell at a loss. 
They quote him the slock of various nations, 
But, spile of his classic associations, 
Lord! how he loathes the Greek quotations! 

• Who 'II buy my scrip ? Who'll buy my scrip?* 
Is now the tlieme of the patriot's lip, 

As he runs to tell how hard his lot is 
To Messrs Orlando and Luriotlis, 
And says, • Oh Greece, for lil>erly's sake. 
Do buy my scrip, and 1 vow to break 
Those dark, unholy bonds of thine — 
If you '11 only consent to buy up mine?* 

The ghost of Miltiades came once more; — 
His brow, like the night, was lowering o'er, 
And he said, with a look that flash'd dismay, 

• Of Lil)erly's foes the won»l arc they 
Who turn to a trade her cause divine, 
And gamble for gold on Freedom's shrine !■ 
Tlius saying, the ghost, as he look his flight. 
Gave a Parthian kick to the Benthamite, 
Which sent him, whimpering, off to Jerry — 
And vanish'd away to the Stygian ferry! 



THE TWO BONDSME!!. 

Wbbn Joseph, a B<Mid8ma]i in Egypt, efoU, 
Shunn'd the wanton embraces of Mplai' 
She offer'd him jeweb, she offier'd koi frid, 
But more than all riches he valned^fu 
Oh Joseph ! thou Bondsman of Gnece, oa i 
That the actions of namesakes fo little ifM 
Greek Scrip is a Poliphar't lady to Amb. 
When with i3 per cent the embdlHk'd ki 
Didst thou fly, honest Joseph? TeK-'btth 
Oh Joseph ! dear Joseph ! bethink tkee m li 
And take a friend's counsel, tboi^ 
Refund, • honest* Joseph : how , 
If, when posteriority' sits on thy : 
They should sternly decree, 'twin 

you, 
Tliat he was the Christian, and tbon wot I 



MORAL POSITIONS. 

k DEXAM . 



a HU Lordtblp taid tbat it took a loay 
Had lu way acroM the AUaatlc He was 
been so looff,* etc^Speeek of Lard fTidfij 
SUurery, Ihrcb 8. 



ra 
Ik 



T orasB night, after hearing Lord Dudle; 

(A treat that comes once in the yeai 
does), 
I dreamt that I saw — what a strange opet 

A • moral position » shipp'd off for % 

The whole Bench of Bishops stood by, in, 
Packing the article tidy and neat; — 

As their Rev'renccs know, that in soiithc 
> Moral positions > don't keep very sw« 

Tliere was B-th — st arranging tlic custon 

And, to guard the frail package froi 

routing, 

Tliere stood my Lord Eld-n, endorsing it 

TIioiiqIi — as to which side should lie u 

doubting. 

The freight was, however, stow'd safe in 
The winds were polite, and cbe mo 
man tic, 

While off in the good ship * the Truth* y 
With our ethical cargo, across the Atla 

Long, dolehilly long, scem'd the voyage v 
For, • the Tnit/i,' al all times but a vc 

By friends, near as much as by foes, is dt 
And few come aboard her, though so n 

Al length, safe arrived, I went throug! 
trcl » — 

Deliver'd my goods in the primcst cond 
And next morning read, in the Bridgetow 

■ Just arrived, by ' die Truths 'a new M* 

• The Captain » hcrc, startled to find 

As > the (^ipUiin " (a thing which, I ow 

I, through life, have avoided), I woke — lool 
Found 1 was n't a cajitain, and dozed o 

> npinoK* poiteritj— ■ favourhc word of tbc prea 
Q«rai'*. 
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BEFLECTIONS. 

I» BT A LATB COBBBSPOIfOKHCK ON TBI CATHOUC 
QVBSTIOR. 

m Catholics, bitter enoa|^h, 
leftven knows, are the dotes you 're taken; 
a 've swalloWd down L-t-bp — l's stuff, 
lis nonsense of ether, « well shaken ;■ 
B *Te borne the mad slaTer of Lbbs, 
knd the twaddle of saintly Lord L-iiwr; 
I — worse, oh ye god*, than all these — 
fou 're been lectured by Mr Sec. H-it-n ! 

as for six millions of men ! 

Fit subjects for nought but dissection, 

ben H-BT-if himself takes the pen, 

To tell them they 've lost his protection ! 

'■ sects, who monopoli.te bliss, 

While your neighbours' damnation you sport on, 

low ye any <lamnation like this — 

To be cut by the Under Sec. II-bt-n ? 



CROCRFORDIANA. 

BPIGBAMS. 
Xala Tidni ptcorU oonU(;I» brdant. 
I. 
W'bat can those workmen be about ? 

I^» C D, let the secret out. 

Why thus your houses fall. — 
[^oth he, . Since folks are not in town, 
i find it better to pull down. 
Than have no pull at all.n 



wengcr, at C d's high behest, 

its by blach-\cffi ousted from their nest, — 
I of pcare o'erm.itrhing reckless war, 
llant Rouge undone by wily Noir .' 



Impar roaffr^Mu*— — 
ire the word — the King of dice and cards 
nguarded moment took the Guards; 
cd his nei};libours in u trice to drub, 
1 the trick hy— turning up a Club. 



Xallamciaineest Id«a. 
•ange how Mime will differ — some adrancc 

eGuardii'CJuh-liouMr was pull'd down by chance,' 
iom«\ with juster notions in their maiard, 
maintain the deed was done by hazard. 



WRITTEN IN ST STEPHKN'S CHAPEL, 
AFTER THE DISSOLUTION. 

nr A MEMBIB OP THE UPPIB BB.fCflBS. 

King'ji speech toll'd the Commons* knell, 
le ilou3»o is clcard, the chair vacated, 
i;looni and loneliness now dwell 
here Britain's wise men congregated. 



Tlie gallery is dark and lone, 

No longer throng'd with curious folk, 
Happy to pay their good half-crown 

To hear bad speeches badly spoke. 

The Treasury seau no placemen show, 
Cleared is each Opposition bench; 

And even never-ending Joe 

No longer cries—* Retrench ! retrench!* • 

Fred. R-b-ns-n no more his skill 
Employs in weaving speeches foir. 

The country gentlemen to fill 
With promises as thin as air. 

Dick M-rt-n now no plan proposes 
To aid the brute part of the nation, 

While Members cough and blow their npscs, 
To drown his most humane oration. 

Good Mr B — gd-n where &rt thou. 

Most worthy — C— rra-n of C-mm— tecs ? 

To strip one laurel from thy brow 
Would surely be a tliousand pities. 

'T was a good joke, forsooth, to think 

Thou shouldst give up thy honest winnings. 

And thereby own that thou didst wink, 
Pure soul ! at other people's sinnings. » 

Where 's H— s, comiption's ready hack, 
Who life and credit both consumes 

In whipping in the Treasury pack. 
And jobbing in committee-rooms?^ 

I look around — no wull-known face 
Along the benches meets my eye — 

No Member ■ rises in his place,* 
For all liave otiicr fish to fry. 

Not one is left of K — s and sages, 

Who lately sat dcliating here ; 
The crowded hustings now engages 

Their every hope and every fear. 

Electors, rally to the poll. 

And L— d J — n R-ss-ll never heed : 
Let gold alone your choice control, 

•The best man *s he who best can bleed.* 4 

But if, too timid, you delay, 

(By Bribery Statute held in awe). 

Fear not — tlierc is a ready way 

To serve yourselves and cheat the law. 



» . RMlly tkc n<>a. Mcaler for X • tboaM lake a llul* 



brMlk : bit oi>j«rtioa« are Bu»t aafair ; aad. wbatUfionr, 
metr-^mdim^.—Stm ibe (.bni— ll-r of ibe Ek— «|— r'« ti^cck 
M Mr H— e, F*b. il, ilt6. 

' Mr B— fd-a Mid .be crriaialy tboald aol rvfaad tbe 
rtMtt, hf «• dw/aj. be tboald cmrlei kim*elJ.*—9*9 ibe 
M«a«iaf of (be Proprieion of tbe Ari,;aa Miaiag Lonpaay 

*Tbe barr-faivd tytteai of voliag ai private Mil 
wilkoat baviag basrd aa iota of e^ideare for or agaiaat, 
dictiafvitbed fMiure la tbe bittory of tbe late partiaaaot. 

* A aaiia nhicb ba* be«a pretty well aclad oa ia tbe 
aiertioat. 
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In timet liJke these, when things are h%b, 
And candidates mutt be well fed, * 


When — pure at eren the last we uw — 
Britain's new Parliament shall meet. 


Your cabbages they '11 freely buy, 
Kind toult! at two ponndt ten a-head. * 


Then haste, ye Candidates, and strive 
An M. P. to your names to tack; 


That ma|^ we hope for many a law, 
And many a measure most discreet, 


And— after July twenty-aw— » 
Gollecure wisdom— welcome back ! 


> • Darlaff tke elaocioa it Sadbary, four oiblMmM ■old for lol., 
■ad • phie of fooMberriM huhed >SI., tho •ellen whore ihaie ar- 
ttdetwote soiCHroe beijiB voters.*— Sea The Timet of Friday, Jooe so. 


> The day oo frtilch the vrlu are retarasble.'aad tka mtm 
lianeat h to ommi |h« /•/«■«. 



TIIK END. 
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In times like these, when things are hi(;h, 
And candidates must be well fed, - 


When — pure at eren tlie last we saw — 
Britain's new Parliament shall meet. 


Your cabbages they '11 freely bay, 
Kind iouls! at two pounds ten a-head. * 


Then haste, ye Candidates, and strive 
An M. P. to your names to tack ; 


Thus maf we hope for many a law, 
And many a measure mmt discreet. 


And—after July twenty-fife—' 
Collective wisdom — welcome back ! 


> a Darlaf tke elaocloa it Sadbury, four cabhaj^ told tor lol., 

tides wete WMuve beijiB voten. —See The Timti uf Friday, Jaae ao. 
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> Tkd day oo nklch tka wriu ar« retsraabio.'aad ike w 
lianeat It 10 OMMt pnfitrmm. 



TIIK KNI>. 
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This book should be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped belo^. 

A fine of five cents a day is incurred 
by retaining it beyond the specified 
time. 

Please return promptly. 
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